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Preface 



World Masterpieces is an anthology of Western literature, based 
on principles which we believe to be sound, but which have not 
always been sufficiently observed, wc feel, in the existing antholo- 
gies in this field. 

We have sought to make the range of readings in this collection 
unusually wide and varied. Its contents reach in time from Genesis 
and the Iliad to Murder in the Cathedraly and the literatures repre- 
sented include English, Irish, American, Russian, German, Scan- 
dinavian, French, Italian, Spanish, Portuguese, Latin, Hebrew, and 
Greek. 'Phe literatures of tlie Far East have been omitted, on the 
ground that the principal aim of a coiirse in world literature is to 
bring American students into living coiftitact with their own West- 
ern tradition, and that this aim cannol be adequately realized in 
a single course if they must also be introduced to a very different 
tradition, one requiring extended treatment to be correctly under- 
stood. Twentieth-century literature has been represented with par- 
ticular fullness, because we feel that it is important for students 
to grasp the continuity of literature. 

World Masterpieces is predominantly an anthology of imagina- 
tive literature. We have not tried to cover the entire history of the 
West in print, and have avoided filling our pages with philosophy, 
political thcor}', theology, historiography, and the like. This prin- 
ciple was adopted not because we disapprove of coming at the his- 
tory of an epoch by way of literature, but because imaginative 
literature, in our view, itself best defines the character of its epoch: 
ft great monuments of art, we would be inclined to say, furnish the 
best documents for history. They lead us deeper into the meaning 
of a past age than other modes of writing do, because they convey 
its unformulated aspirations and intuitions as well as its conscious 
theorems and ideals; and yet, being timeless, they have also an un- 
matched appeal to our own age. For this reason, we have admitted 
into World Masterpieces only works which have something im- 
, portant to say to modern readers, and we have made it a point to 
interpret them with reference not only to their time but to ours. 

ix 



X ^ Preface 

Teacher and student will find here a number of selections which 
they have not encountered before in a text of this kind. 

We are convinced that effective understanding of any author de- 
pends upon studying an autonomous and substantial piece of his 
work: a whole drama, a whole story, at least a whole canto or book 
of a long poem. Our anthology therefore contains no snippets. 
Where it has been necessary to represent a long work by extracts, 
they are large extracts, forming a coherent whole. These considera- 
tions have also affected our treatment of lyric poems. Experience 
leads us to the conclusion that lyric poetry cannot be taught with 
full success in translation, and that very short poems, in whatever 
language, are nearly useless in a survey of these dimensions. We 
have accordingly excluded almost all short lyrics, and, with rare 
exceptions, all lyric poetry in foreign languages. We have preferred 
to represent the romantic movement, in which the lyric becomes 
a dominant form, with selections in English from the major English 
and American poets. This is not a flawless solution to the problem, 
but it seems to us better than printing many pages of inferior 
translations. 

Since nothing has so deterred students from enjoying the great 
masterpieces of the classical and modern foreign languages as trans- 
lations in an English idiom that is no longer alive, we have done 
our best to use translations which show a feeling for the English 
language as it is written and spoken today. Thus we offer here, with 
some pride, Richmond Lattimore's Iliad; Louis MacNeice's Aga- 
memnon and his Faust; William Butler Yeats's King Oedipus; 
Rex Warner's Medea; C. Day Lewis' Aeneid; Lawrence Binyon's 
Divine Comedy; Samuel Putnam's Don Quixote; and many other 
renderings of equal quality. 

Our introductions — in consonance with the scheme of the book 
— emphasize criticism rather than history. While providing all that 
seems to us necessary in the way of historical background (and sup- 
plying biographical summaries in the appendix following each in- 
troduction), we aim to give the student primarily a critical and 
analytical discussion of the works themselves. We try to suggest 
what these works have to say to us today, and why they should be 
valued now. In every instance, we seek to go beneath the usual 
generalizations about periods and philosophies, and to focus on 
men and books. 

Our annotations of the texts are, we believe, exceptionally full 
and helpful. In a number of cases, these texts are annotated in this 
anthology for the first time. In one instance, we have been able 
to supply for a work the best-known notes on it in English, those 
of C. H. Grandgent to the Divine Comedy. Every care has been 
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taken to furnish accurate and generous bibliographies as a guide 
to further reading. 

In sum, we have sought to compile a new anthology, a text new 
in every sense — new in its emphasis on imaginative literature, on 
major authors, on wholes and large excerpts, on modem transla- 
tions, on critical rather than historical treatment of texts, and, 
pervasively, on the tastes and values of our own time. 

The Editors 
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Masterpieces of the 
Ancient World 

EDITED BY 

BERNARD M. W. KNOX 

Associate Professor of Classics, Yale University 



This section represents, not the 
ancient world as a whole, but 
the most significant area and pe- 
riod of ancient man’s develop- 
ment. The area is the Mediter- 
ranean basin, and the period the 
twelve hundred years from, 
roughly, 800 b.c, to 400 a.d. In 
this place and time ancient man 
laid the intellectual and religious 
foundations of the modern 
Western outlook. 

The literature of the ancient 
world, which, whether or not 
we are acquainted with it, is 
still the background of our 
institutions, attitudes, and 
thought, was written in three 
languages — Hebrew, Greek, and 
Latin. The peoples who spoke 
these languages developed their 
civilizations independently in 
place and time, but the develop- 
ment of the Mediterranean area 
into one economic and political 
unit brought these civilizations 
into contact with each other and 


produced a fusion of their typical 
attitudes which is the basis of 
all su|)scquent Western thought. 
This process of independent de- 
velopment, interaetion, and final 
fusioil is represented in the ar- 
rangement of the section; in the 
latter part of it the three sep- 
arate lines converge, and they 
finally meet in the figure of St. 
Augustine, who had the intel- 
lectual honesty and curiosity of 
the Greek at nis best, the social 
seriousness and sense of order of 
the Roman, and the Hebrew’s 
feeling of man’s inadequacy and 
God’s omnipotent justice. 

PALESTINE 

’The territory of the Hebrews 
was of no particular strategic 
importance, and their record is 
not that of an imperial people. 
In their period of independence, 
from their beginnings as a pas- 
toral tribe to their high point as 
a kingdom with a splendid cap- 
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ital in Jerusalem, they accom- 
plished little of note in the 
political or military spheres; 
their later history was a bitter 
and unsuccessful struggle for 
freedom against a series of 
foreign masters — Babylonian, 
Greek, and Roman. Tlicy left 
no painting or sculpture behind 
them, no drama, no epic poetry. 
What they did leave is a reli- 
gious literature, probably written 
down between the eighth and 
second centuries b.c., which is 
informed by an attitude different 
from that of all the peoples sur- 
rounding them, a conception of 
divine power and of the gov- 
ernment of the universe so 
simple that to us, who have in- 
herited it from them, it seems 
obvious, yet in its time so revolu- 
tionary that it made them a na- 
tion apart, sometimes laughed 
at, sometimes feared, but al- 
ways alien. 

THE CREATION 

The typical attitudes of the 
Hebrews appear in the story 
which they told of the creation 
of the world and of man. This 
creation is the work of one God, 
who is omnipotent and omnis- 
cient, and who creates a perfect 
and harmonious order. The dis- 
order which we see all around 
us, physical and moral, is not 
God's creation but Adam's; it is 
the consequence of man's dis- 
obedience. The story not only 
reconciles the undeniable exist- 
ence of evil and disorder in the 
world with the conception of 
God's infinite justice, it also at- 
tributes to man himself an in- 
dependence of God, free will, 
which in this case he has used 
for evil. The Hebrew God is not 
limited in His power by other 


deities, who oppose His will (as 
in the Greek stories of Zeus and 
his undisciplined family); His 
power over inanimate nature is 
infinite; in all the range of His 
creation there is only one being 
able to resist Him — man. 

Since God is all-powerful, 
even this resistance on Adam's 
part is in some mysterious way 
a manifestation of God's will; 
how this can be is not explained 
by the story, and we are left 
with the mystery that still eludes 
us, the coexistence of God's 
prescient power and man's un- 
restricted free will. 

The story of the Fall of Man 
ends with a situation in which 
Adam has earned for himself 
and his descendants a short life 
of sorrow relieved only by death. 
It was the achievement of later 
Hebrew teachers to carry the 
story on and develop a concept 
of a God who is as merciful as 
He is just, who watches tenderly 
over the destinies of the crea 
tures who have rebelled against 
Him, and brings about the pos- 
sibility of atonement and full 
reconciliation. Man must even- 
tually atone for Adam's act; hu- 
man guilt must be wiped out by 
sacrifice. Tlie development of 
this idea was extended over cen- 
turies of thought and suffering; 
it reached its highest expression 
in the figure of Christ, the Son 
of God, who as a man pays the 
full measure due in human suf- 
fering and human death. Before 
this event, the idea of the one 
who suffers for all was a major 
theme in Hebrew literature; not 
only did there emerge slowly a 
concept of the Hebrews as a 
chosen nation which suffers for 
the rest, but individual figures 



of Hebrew history and imagina- 
*tion embodied this theme in the 
form of the story of the suffer- 
ing servant whose suffering 
brings relief to his fellow men 
and ultimate glory to himself. 
This is the idea behind the story 
of Joseph. 

JOSEPH 

Joseph, his father's favorite 
son, has a sense of his own great 
destiny, confirmed by his 
dreams, which represent him as 
the first of all his race. He is 
indeed to be the first, but to be- 
come so he must also be the 
last. He is sold into slavery by 
his brothers; the savior is re- 
jected by those whom he is to 
save, as the Hebrews were re- 
jected by their neighbors and as 
they rejected their own prophets. 

With the loss of his liberty, 
Joseph’s trials have only begun. 
In Egypt, after making a new 
and successful life for himself, 
he is thrown into prison on a 
false accusation. He interprets 
the dream of Pharaoh’s butler, 
who promises, if his interpreta- 
tion is correct, to secure his re- 
lease; the butler is restored to 
freedom and royal favor, but, as 
is the way of the world, forgets 
his promise and leaves his com- 
forter in jail. Joseph stays in 
prison two more years but finally 
obtains his freedom and becomes 
Pharaoh’s most trusted adviser. 
When his brothers come from 
starving Palestine and bow down 
before him asking for help, he 
saves them; not only does he 
give them grain but he also pro- 
vides a home for his people in 
Egypt. ''I am Joseph your 
brother, whom ye sold into 
Egypt,” he says to them when 
he reveals his identity. . . 
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God sent me before you to pre- 
serve you a posterity in the 
earth, and to save your lives by 
a great deliverance.” 

One of the essential points of 
this story, and the whole con- 
ception of the suffering servant, 
is the distinction which it em- 
phasizes between an external, 
secular standard of good and a 
spiritual, religious standard. In 
the eyes of the average man, 
prosperity and righteousness are 
connected, if not identified; he 
tends to think of the sufferer as 
one whose misfortune must be 
explained as a punishment for 
his wickedness. This feeling is 
strong in ancient (especially in 
Greek) literature, but modern 
man should not be unduly com- 
placent about his superiority to 
the ancients in this respect, for 
the .attitude is still with us. It 
is in fact a basic assumption of 
the ^ competitive society — the 
vi^v\^ seldom expressed but 
strongly rooted, that the plight 
of .the unfortunate is the result 
of their own laziness, the wealth 
of the rich the reward of superior 
virtue. 

The writer of the Joseph story 
sees in the unfortunate sufferer 
the savior who is the instrument 
of God’s will; it is because of 
what he suffers that the sun and 
the moon and the eleven stars 
will bow down to Joseph. Yet 
the story does not emphasize the 
sufferings of Joseph; he is pic- 
tured rather as the man of action 
who through native ability and 
divine protection turns the in- 
juries done him into advantages. 
We arc not made to feel the 
torment in his soul; when he 
weeps it is because of the mem-, 
ory of what he has suffered and 
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his yearning for his youngest 
brother, and he is in full control 
of the situation. And his reward 
in the things of this world is 
great. Not only does he reveal 
himself as the savior of his na- 
tion, but he becomes rich and 
powerful beyond his brothers' 
dreams, and in a greater king- 
dom. The spiritual and secular 
standards are at the end of the 
story combined; Joseph's suifer- 
ing is neatly balanced by his 
worldly reward. 

JOB 

Later Hebrew writers de- 
veloped a sadder and profounder 
view. The greatest literary 
masterpiece of the Old Testa- 
ment, the Book of Job, is also 
concerned with the inadequacy 
of worldly standards of happi- 
ness and righteousness, but the 
suffering of Job is so over- 
whelming and so magnificently 
expressed that even with our 
knowledge of its purpose and its 
meaning it seems excessive. 
Joseph suffered slavery, exile, and 
imprisonment, but turned them 
all to account; Job loses his 
family and wealth in a series of 
calamities which strike one on 
the other like hammer blows 
and is then plagued with a loath- 
some disease. Unlike Joseph, he 
is old; he cannot adapt himself 
and rise above adverse circum- 
stances, and he no longer wishes 
to live. Except for one thing. He 
wishes to understand the reason 
for his suffering. 

For his friends the explana- 
tion is simple. With the blind- 
ness of men who know no stand- 
ards other than those of this 
world, they are sure that Job's 
misfortune must be the result of 


some wickedness on his part. 
But Job is confident in his right- 
eousness; his torture is as much 
mental as physical; he cannot 
reconcile the fact of his inno- 
cence with the calamities that 
have come upon him with all the 
decisive suddenness of the hand 
of God. 

The full explanation is never 
given to him, but it is given to 
the reader in the two opening 
chapters of the book. This pro- 
logue to the dramatic section of 
the work gives us the knowledge 
which is hidden from the partici- 
pants in the ensuing dialogue; 
the writer uses the method char- 
acteristic of Greek tragedy — 
irony, the deeper understanding 
of the dramatic spoken word 
which is based on the superior 
knowledge of the audience. The 
prologue explains God's motive 
in allowing Job to suffer. It is an 
important one; God intends to 
use Job as a demonstration to 
His skeptical subordinate, Satan, 
of the fact that a human being 
can retain faith in God's justice 
in the face of the greatest imag- 
inable suffering. This motive, 
which Job does not know and 
which is never revealed to him, 
gives to the dialogue between 
Job and his friends its suspense 
and its importance; God has 
rested His case, that humanity is 
capable of keeping faith in di- 
vine justice against all appear- 
ances to the contrary, on this 
one man. 

The arguments of Job's friends 
are based on the worldly equa- 
tion, success = virtue. They at- 
tempt to undermine Job's faith, 
not in God, but in himself. 
• . who ever perished, being 



innocent?” asks Eliphaz, ‘'or 
where were the righteous cut 
off?*' Job's misfortune is a proof 
that he must have sinned; all he 
has to do is to admit his guilt 
and ask God for pardon, which 
he will surely receive. He refuses 
to accept this easy way out, and 
we know that he is right. In 
fact, we know from the prologue 
that he has been selected for 
misfortune not because he has 
sinned, but precisely because 
of his outstanding virtue. 

. . there is none like him 
in the earth,” God says, ‘‘a per- 
fect and an upright man. one 
that fcareth God, and cscheweth 
evil.” What Job must do is to 
persevere not only in his faith in 
God's justice but also in the con- 
viction of his own innocence. 
He must believe the illogical, 
accept a paradox. His friends are 
offering him an easy way out, 
one which seems to be the way 
of humility and submission. But 
it is a false way. And God finally 
tells them so. . . the Lord 
said to Eliphaz the Temanite, 
My wrath is kindled against 
thee, and against thy two 
friends: for ye have not spoken 
of me the thing that is right, as 
my servant Job hath.” 

Job's confidence in his own 
righteousness is not pride, but 
intellectual honesty. He secs 
that the problem is much harder 
than his friends imagine; to let 
them persuade him of his own 
guilt would lighten his mental 
burden by answering the ques- 
tion which tortures him, but his 
intelligence will not let him 
yield. Like Oedipus, he refuses 
to stop short of the truth; he 
even uses the same words: 
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**, . . let me alone, that I may 
speak, and let come on me what 
will.” He finally expresses his 
understanding and acceptance of 
the paradox involved in the com- 
bination of his suffering with 
his innocence, but he does so 
with a human independence and 
dignity. 'Though he slay me, 
yet will I trust in him: but 1 will 
maintain mine own ways before 
him.” He sums up his case with 
a detailed account of the right- 
eousness of his ways, and it is 
clear that this account is ad- 
dressed not only to his three 
friends but also to God. 
". . . my desire is. that the Al- 
mighty would answer me,” he 
says. His friends are silenced by 
the majesty and firmness of his 
statement, they “ceased to an- 
swer.Job, because he was right- 
eous in his own eyes,” but God 
is mpved to reply. 

The magnificent poetry of 
thatKep^y> ^he voice out of the 
wbiiiwind, still does not give Job 
the full explanation, God's mo- 
tive in putting him to the tor- 
turn. It is a triumphant procla- 
mation of God's power and also 
of His justice, and it silences 
Job, who accepts it as a suffi- 
cient answer. That God does not 
reveal the key to the riddle even 
to the man who has victoriously 
stood the test and vindicated His 
faith in humanity is perhaps the 
most significant point in the 
poem. It suggests that there is 
not and never will be an expla- 
nation of human suffering that 
man's intelligence can compre- 
hend. The sufferer must, like 
Job, cling to his faith in himself 
and in God; he must accept the 
inexplicable fact that his own 
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undeserved suffering is the work- 
ing of God's justice. 

THE SUFFERING SERVANT 

In the end Job, like Joseph, 
has it all made up to him. His 
suffering is greater than Joseph's, 
and it is clear that the writer of 
the Book of Job shows, alike in 
the speeches and in the ironic 
framework of the whole, a pro- 
founder understanding of the 
nature and meaning of suffering 
than the narrator of the story of 
Joseph, but like Joseph, Job lives 
to see the end of his troubles 
and has his material reward. 
“. . . the Lord gave Job twice 
as much as he had before. 
. . . After this lived Job an 
hundred and forty years, and saw 
his sons, and his sons' sons, even 
four generations.'' But the theme 
of the sufferer was to be carried 
further than this; the Hebrew 
prophets speak mysteriously of 
a suffering for which there is no 
recompense in this life, which 
ends only in death. In this 
deeper vision there is no recon- 
ciliation between the standards 
of this world and the standards 
of the higher authority behind 
the suffering. 

In the Song of the Suffering 
Servant, which is included in the 
Book of the Prophet Isaiah, wc 
are given a vision of one who is 
to save Israel and the world. He 
is not well-favored like Joseph: 

. . he hath no form nor 
comeliness." Nor is he, like Job, 
*'the greatest of all the men of 
the east"; he is ''despised and 
rejected of men." He suffers for 
his fellow men: ". . . the Lord 
hath laid on him the iniquity of 
us all." His suffering knows no 
limit but death; he is oppressed 
and afflicted, imprisoned and ex- 


ecuted. . . he was cut off 
out of the land of the living" 
and "he made his grave with the 
wicked." 

The circumstances described 
here are familiar from other cul- 
tures than the Hebrew; they arc 
found in the primitive ritual of 
many peoples, and ceremonial 
relics of them still existed in civi- 
lized fifth-century Athens. In 
certain primitive societies, to rid 
the group of guilt a scapegoat 
was chosen, who was declared 
responsible for the misdeeds of 
all, and who was then mocked, 
beaten, driven out of the com- 
munity, and killed. The scape- 
goat was hated and despised as 
the embodiment of the guilt of 
the whole community; his death 
was the most ignominious imag- 
inable. The memory of some 
such primitive ritual is unmis- 
takable in the Hebrew song; but 
its meaning has been utterly 
changed. It is precisely in the 
figure of the hated and suffer- 
ing scapegoa-t that the Hebrew 
prophet secs the savior of man- 
kind — an innocent sufferer, "he 
had done no violence, neither was 
any deceit in his mouth" — and 
he sees this without visible con- 
firmation; there is no recognition 
by the brothers, no vindication 
by a voice out of the whirlwind. 
It is the highest expression of 
the Hebrew vision at its saddest 
and most profound, this por- 
trayal of the savior who comes 
not in pomp and power but in 
suffering and meekness, who dies 
rejected and despised, and who 
atones for human sin and makes 
"intercession for the transgres- 
sors." It implies the complete 
rejection of all worldly stand 
ards, a rejection which is to be 



made explicit later in the words 
of Christ, the embodiment of 
the suffering servant: ‘‘No man 
can serve two masters: . . . 
God and mammon/' 

GREECE 

HOMER 

Greek literature begins with 
two masterpieces, the Iliad and 
the Odyssey, which cannot be 
accurately dated (the conjectural 
dates range over three centu- 
ries), and which are attributed 
to a poet, Homer, about whom 
nothing is known except his 
name. They may have been com- 
posed before the art of writing 
was in general use in Greece; it 
is certain that they were intended 
not for reading, but for oral 
recitation. Until quite recently 
it was generally believed that 
the poems as we now have them 
were an amalgam of the work of 
many different minstrels, eom- 
posing at different times and in 
different places, adopting and 
adapting the lines of their pred- 
ecessors while adding their 
own; much of the Homeric criti- 
cism of the nineteenth century 
was an attempt to distinguish 
the early material from the late 
according to the canons of lin- 
guistics, history, and archaeol- 
ogy. But the poetic organization 
of each of the two epics, the 
subtle interrelationship of the 
parts which creates their struc- 
tural and emotional unity, is 
now for most critics ample as- 
surance that these poems owe 
their present form to the shap- 
ing hand of a single poet, the 
architect who selected from the 
enormous wealth of the oral 
tradition and fused what he took 
with original material to create 
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the two magnificently ordered 
poems known as the Iliad and 
the Odyssey. 

Of these two the Iliad is per- 
haps the earlier; it is generally 
agreed that it is the greater 
poem. Its subject is war; its 
characters arc men in battle and 
women whose fate depends on 
the outcome, llie war is fought 
by the Achaeans against the 
Trojans for the recovery of 
Helen, the wife of the Achaean 
chieftain Mcnclaus; the com- 
batants are heroes who in their 
chariots engage in individual 
duels before the supporting lines 
of infantry and archers. This 
romantic war aim and the out- 
moded military technique sug- 
gest to the modern reader a com- 
parison with chivalrous engage- 
ments between medieval knights 
— Si vision of individual prowess 
in combat which the nostalgia 
of our mechanized age contrasts 
sentimentally with the mass 
slaughter of modern war. But 
there is no sentimentality in 
Homer's description of battle. 
“Patroclus went up to him and 
drove a spear into his right jaw; 
he thus hooked him by the teeth 
and the spear pulled him over 
the rim of his car. As one who 
sits at the end of some jutting 
rock and draws a strong fish out 
of the sea with a hook and line 
— even so with his spear did he 
pull Thestor all gaping from his 
chariot; he threw him down on 
his face and he died while fall- 
ing/' This is meticulously ac- 
curate; there is no attempt to 
suppress the ugliness of Thes- 
tor's death. The bare, careful 
description creates the true 
nightmare quality of battle, in 
which men perform monstrous 
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actions with the same matter-of- 
fact efficiency they display in 
their normal occupations; and 
the simile reproduces the gro- 
tesque appearance of violent 
death — the simple spear thrust 
takes away Thestor's dignity as 
a human being even before it 
takes his life. He is gaping, like 
a fish on the hook. 

The simile does something 
else too. The comparison of 
Patroclus to an angler empha- 
sizes another aspect of battle, its 
excitement. Homer's lines here 
combine two contrary emotions, 
the human revulsion from the 
horror of violent death and the 
human attraction to the excite- 
ment of violent action. Tliis 
passage is typical of the poem 
as a whole. Everywhere in it we 
are conscious of these two poles, 
of war^s ugly brutality and its 
'‘terrible beauty." Tlie poet ac- 
cepts violence as a basic factor 
in human life, and accepts it 
without sentimentality; for it is 
equally sentimental to pretend 
that war is not ugly and to pre- 
tend that it does not have its 
beauty. Three thousand years 
have not changed the human 
condition in this respect; we are 
Still both lovers and victims of 
the will to violence, and as long 
as we are, Homer will be read 
as its greatest interpreter. 

The Iliad describes the events 
of a few weeks in the ten-year 
siege of Troy. The particular 
subject of the poem, as its first 
line announces, is the anger of 
Achilles, tlie bravest of the 
Achaean chieftains encamped 
outside the city, Achilles is a 
man who lives by and for vio- 
lence» who is creative and alive 
only in violent action. He knows 


that he will be killed if he stays 
before Troy, but rather than de- 
cay, as he would decay, in peace, 
he accepts that certainty. His 
inadequacy for peace is shown 
by the fact that even in war the 
violence of his temper makes 
him a man apart and alone. His 
anger cuts him off from his com- 
mander and his fellow princes; 
to spite them he withdraws from 
the fighting, the only context in 
which his life has any meaning. 
He is brought back into it at 
last by the death of his one real 
friend, Patroclus; the conse- 
quences of his wrath and with- 
drawal fall heavily on the 
Achacans, but most heavily on 
himself. 

The great champion of the 
Trojans, Hector, fights bravely, 
but reluctantly; war, for him, is 
a necessary evil, and he regrets 
the peaceful past, though he has 
little hope of peace to come. His 
pre-eminence in peace is empha- 
sized by the tenderness of his 
relations with his wife and child 
and also by his kindness to 
Helen, the cause of the war 
which he knows in his heart will 
bring his city to destruction. We 
see Hector always against the 
background of the patterns of 
civilized life — the rich city with 
its temples and palaces, the con- 
tinuity of the family; Achilles' 
background is the discord of the 
armed camp on the shore, his 
loneliness, and his certainty of 
early death. The duel between 
these two men is the inevitable 
crisis of the poem, and just as in- 
evitable is Hector’s defeat and 
death. For against Achilles in 
his native element of violence 
nothing can stand. 

At the climactic moment of 



Hector’s death, as everywhere in 
the poem, Homer's firm control 
of his material preserves the bal- 
ance in which our contrary emo- 
tions are held; pity for Hector 
does not entirely rob us of sym- 
pathy for Achilles. His brutal 
words to the dying Hector and 
the insults he inflicts on his 
corpse are the mark of the sav- 
age, but we are never allowed to 
forget that this inflexible hatred 
is the expression of his love for 
Patroclus. And the final book of 
the poem shows us an Achilles 
whose iron heart is moved at 
last; he is touched by the sight 
of Hector's father clasping in 
suppliance the terrible hands 
that have killed so many of his 
sons. He remembers that he has 
a father, and that he will never 
see him again; Achilles and 
Priam, the slayer and the father 
of the slain, weep together: 

. . . the two remembered, as 
Priam sat huddled 
at the feet of Achillcus and wept 
close for manslaughtering 
Hektor 

and Achilleus wept now for his 
own father, now again 
for Patroklos.* 

Achilles gives Hector’s body to 
Priam for honorable burial. His 
anger has run its full course and 
been appeased; it has brought 
death, first to the Achacans and 
then to the Trojans, to Patroclus 
and to Hector, and so to Achil- 
les himself, for his death is fated 
to come “soon after Hektor’s.” 
The violence to which he is 
dedicated will finally destroy 
him too. 

* The translator has transliterated the 
original Greek names, rather than use 
the more familiar Latin forms. Thus we 
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This tragic action is the cen- 
ter of the poem, but it is sur- 
rounded by scenes which remind 
us tliat the organized destruction 
of war, though an integral part 
of human life, is only a part of 
it. Except for Achilles, whose 
worship of violence falters only 
in the final moment of pity for 
his enemy's father and his own, 
the yearning for peace and its 
creative possibilities is never far 
below the surface. This is most 
poignantly expressed by the 
scenes which take place in Troy, 
especially the farewell between 
Hector and Andromache; but it 
is made clear that the Achaeans 
too are eonscious of what they 
have sacrificed. Early in the 
poem, when Agamemnon, the 
Achaean commander, tests the 
mor^ilc of his troops by suggest- 
ing that the war be abandoned, 
they rush for the ships so eagerly 
anor: with such heartfelt relief 
thati their commanders are hard 
put to it to stop them. These 
two poles of the human condi- 
tion, war and peace, with their 
corresponding aspects of human 
nature, the destructive and the 
creative, are implicit in every 
situation and statement of the 
poem, and they are put before 
us, in symbolic form, on the 
shield which the god Hephaestus 
makes for Achilles. Its emblem 
is an image of human life as a 
whole. Here are two cities, one 
at peace and one at war. In one 
a marriage is celebrated and a 
quarrel settled by process of 
law; the other is besieged by a 
hostile army and fights for its 
existence. Scenes of violence — 

find ^‘Patroklos” rather than “Patro- 
clus,” “Achilleus” instead of “Achilles,” 
and so on. 
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peaceful shepherds slaughtered 
in an ambush, Death dragging 
away a corpse by its foot — are 
balanced by scenes of plowing, 
harvesting, work in the vineyard 
and on the pasture, a green on 
which youths and maidens 
dance. And around the outer- 
most rim of the shield runs ‘'the 
great strength of the Ocean 
River/' a river which is at once 
the frontier of the known and 
the imagined world and the bar- 
rier between the quick and the 
dead. The shield of Achilles is 
the total background for the 
tragic violence of the central fig- 
ures; it provides a frame which 
gives the wrath of Achilles and 
the death of Hector their just 
proportion and true significance. 

The Homeric poems played 
in the subsequent development 
of Greek civilization the same 
r61e that the Old Testament 
writings had played in Palestine; 
they became the basis of an ed- 
ucation and therefore of a whole 
culture. Not only did the great 
characters of the epic serve as 
models of conduct for later gen- 
erations of Greeks, but the fig- 
ures of the Olympian gods re- 
tained, in the prayers, poems, 
and sculpture of the succeeding 
centuries, the shapes and attri- 
butes set down by Homer. The 
difference between the Greek 
and the Hebrew hero, between 
Achilles and Joseph, for ex- 
aiMle, is remarkable, but the 
difference between “the God of 
Abraham and of Isaac" and the 
Olympians who interfere capri- 
ciously in the lives of Hector 
and Achilles is an unbridgeable 
chasm. The two conceptions of 
the power which governs the 
universe are irreconcilable; and 


in fact the struggle between 
them ended, not in synthesis, 
but in the complete victory of 
the one and the disappearance 
of the other. The Greek concep- 
tion of the nature of the gods 
and of their relation to man is so 
alien to us that it is difficult for 
the modern reader to take it 
seriously; the Hebrew basis of 
European Christianity has made 
it almost impossible for us to 
imagine a god who can be feared 
and laughed at, blamed and ad- 
mired, and still sincerely wor- 
shiped. Yet all these are proper 
attitudes toward the gods on 
Olympus; they are all implicit in 
Homer's poem. 

Tlie Hebrew conception of 
God is clearly an expression of 
an emphasis on those aspects of 
the universe which imply a har- 
monious order; the elements of 
disorder in the universe are, in 
the story of Creation, blamed on 
man, and in all Hebrew litera- 
ture the evidences of disorder 
are something the writer tries to 
reconcile with an a priori as- 
sumption of an all-powerful, just 
God — he never tampers with 
the fundamental datum. Just as 
clearly, the Greeks conceived 
their gods as an expression of 
the disorder of the world in 
which they lived; the Olympian 
gods, like the natural forces of 
sea and sky, follow their own 
will even to the extreme of con- 
flict with each other, and always 
with a sublime disregard for the 
human beings who may be af- 
fected by the results of their 
actions. It is true that they are 
all subjects of a single more pow- 
erful god, Zeus, but his authority 
over them is based only on supe- 
rior strength; though he cannot 
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be openly resisted, he can be 
temporarily deceived (as he is, 
in comic circumstances, in the 
fourteenth book of the Iliad), 
And Zeus, although in virtue 
of his superior power his will is 
finally accomplished in the mat- 
ter of Achilles' wrath, knows 
limits to his power too; he can- 
not save the life of his son, the 
Lycian hero Sarpedon. Behind 
Zeus stands the mysterious 
power of Fate, to which even he 
must bow. 

Such gods as these, represent- 
ing as they do the blind forces 
of the universe which man can- 
not control, are not thought of 
as connected with morality. 
Morality is a human creation, 
and though the gods may ap- 
prove of it, they are not bound 
by it. And violent as they are, 
they cannot feci the ultimate 
consequence of violence; death 
is a human fear, just as the cour- 
age to face it is a human quality. 
There is a double standard, one 
for gods, one for men, and the 
inevitable consequence is that 
our real admiration and sym- 
pathy is directed not toward the 
gods, but toward the men. With 
Hector, and even with Achilles 
at his worst, we can sympathize; 
but the gods, though they may 
excite terror or laughter, can 
never have our sympathy; wc 
could as easily sympathize with 
the blizzard or the force of grav- 
ity. Homer imposed on Greek 
literature the anthropocentric 
emphasis which is its distinguish- 
ing mark and its great contribu- 
tion to the Western mind; 
though the gods are ever-present 
characters in the incidents of his 
poem, his true concern, first and 
last, is with men. 


THE CITY-STATE — ^ATHENS 
In the centuries which fol- 
lowed the composition of the 
Iliad and the Odyssey there 
grew up in Greece a civilization 
based on the existence of many 
small independent cities. The 
geography of the Greek penin- 
sula encouraged such division, 
and the division produced a mul- 
titude of different constitutions, 
customs, and dialects, which 
fostered a spirit of independence 
and competition. By the begin- 
ing of the fifth century b.c. the 
two most prominent of these 
city-states were Athens and 
Sparta; these two cities led the 
combined Greek resistance to 
the Persian invasion of Europe 
in the years 490 to 479 b.c. 'Fhe 
defeat of the solid Persian power 
by tiie divided and insignificant 
Greek cities surprised the world 
andrinspired in Greece, and par- 
ticularly in Athens, a confidence 
that knew no bounds. Athens 
was at this time a democracy, 
the first in Western history. It 
was a direct, not a representa- 
tive, democracy, for the citizen 
body was small enough to per- 
mit the exercise of power by a 
meeting of the citizens in as- 
sembly. Athens' power lay in the 
fleet with which she had played 
her decisive part in the struggle 
against Persia, and with this 
fleet she rapidly became the 
leader of a naval alliance which 
included most of the islands of 
the Aegean Sea and many Greek 
cities on the coast of Asia Minor. 
Sparta, on the other hand, was 
a totalitarian state, rigidly con- 
servative in government and 
policy, in which the individual 
citizen was reared and trained 
by the state for the state's busi- 
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ness, war. The Spartan land 
army was consequently superior 
to any other in Greece, and the 
Spartans controlled, by direct 
rule or by alliance, the majority 
of the city-states of the Pclopon- 
nese. 

These two cities, allies for the 
war of liberation against Persia, 
became enemies when the ex- 
ternal danger was eliminated. 
The middle years of the fifth 
century were disturbed by inde- 
cisive hostilities between them 
and haunted by the probability 
of full-scale war to come; as the 
years went by this war came to 
be accepted as '^inevitable'" by 
both sides, and in 431 b.c. it be- 
gan. It was to end in 404 b.c. 
with the total defeat of Athens. 

Before the beginning of this 
disastrous war, Athenian democ- 
racy provided its citizens with a 
cultural and political environ- 
ment which was without prece- 
dent in the ancient world. The 
institutions of Athens encour- 
aged the maximum development 
of the individual's capacities and 
at the same time inspired the 
maximum devotion to the in- 
terests of the community. It was 
a moment in history of deli- 
cate and precarious balance be- 
tween the freedom of the indi- 
vidual and the demands of the 
state; and its uniqueness was 
emphasized by the complete lack 
of balance in Sparta, where the 
necessities of the state annihi- 
lated the individual as a creative 
and independent being. It was 
the proud boast of the Athe- 
nians that without sacrificing the 
cultural amenities of civilized 
life they could yet when called 
upon surpass in policy and war 
their adversary, whose citizen 


body was an army in constant 
training. The Athenians were, in 
this respect as in others, a na- 
tion of amateurs. . . the in- 
dividual Athenian," said Per- 
icles in the speech which is at 
once the panegyric of Athenian 
democracy and its epitaph, "in 
his own person seems to have 
the power of adapting himself to 
the most varied forms of action 
with the utmost versatility and 
grace." But the freedom of the 
individual did not, in Athens' 
great days, produce anarchy. 
"While we are . . . uncon- 
strained in our private inter- 
course," Pericles had observed 
earlier in his speech, "a spirit of 
reverence pervades our public 
acts." 

This balance of individual 
freedom and communal unity 
was not destined to outlast the 
century. It went down, with 
Athens, in the war. The process 
of disintegration, and the forces 
behind it, are described and 
analyzed in the tragic pages of 
the Athenian historian of the 
Peloponnesian War, Thucyd- 
ides. With an apparent dis- 
passionateness which increases 
the somber effect of his writing, 
he shows how his countrymen, 
under the mounting pressure of 
the long conflict, lost the "spirit 
of reverence" which Pericles saw 
as the stabilizing factor in Athe- 
nian democracy; they subordi- 
nated all considerations to the 
immediate interest of the city 
and surpassed their enemy in 
the logical ferocity of their ac- 
tions; they finally fell victims to 
leaders who carried the process 
one step further and subordi- 
nated all considerations to their 
own private interest. The most 



brilliant and dangerous of these 
new statesmen, Alcibiades, car- 
ried his personal freedom to the 
point of betraying his own city 
in her critical hour. His career 
is symptomatic of the decay of 
the freedom in unity described 
in Pericles* speech; by the end 
of the fifth century Athens was 
divided internally as well as de- 
feated externally. The individual 
citizen no longer thought of him- 
self and Athens as one and the 
same; the balance was gone for- 
ever. 

While it lasted, it provided an 
atmosphere for the artist which 
has rarely, if ever, existed since. 
The dramatic poet, whose play 
was performed at a religious 
festival attended by most of the 
citizen body, addressed an audi- 
ence which consisted of quick- 
thinking and keenly critical 
minds which were yet culturally 
and politically homogeneous; he 
spoke to the whole city, at a city 
festival, and in the city*s name. 
Shakespeare had to please the 
groundlings as well as the court 
wits, but the Athenian drama- 
tist speaks with the same em- 
phasis and in the same tone to 
the entire audience. 

THE DRAMA 

European drama begins in 
Athens in the fifth century b.c. 
Its origins are shrouded in ob- 
scurity into which the researches 
of many scholars, especially 
those who have drawn on com- 
arative anthropology, have 
rought a certain amount of 
light, though what has been il- 
luminated is the general nature 
of the development rather than 

♦ Aristophanes is not represented in 
this volume, because the topical nature 
of his material, the complication of his 
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any particular aspects of it 
What no one has explained (and 
it is perhaps inexplicable) is 
why the religious dances which 
are to be found in practically 
all primitive cultures, gave rise 
in Greece, and in Greece alone, 
to what we know as tragedy and 
comedy. 

By the fifth century both 
tragedy and comedy were regu- 
larly produced at the winter fes- 
tivals of the god Dionysus in 
Athens. Comedy, like tragedy, 
employed a chorus, that is to 
say, a group of dancers (who also 
sang) and actors, who wore 
masks; its tone was burlesque 
and parodic, though there was 
often a serious theme empha- 
sized by the crude clowning and 
the free play of wit. The only 
comic poet of the fifth century 
whojse work has survived is Aris- 
tophanes; in his thirteen extant 
comfedies, produced over the 
y^ik 425-388 B.C., the institu- 
tions and personalities of his 
time are caricatured and criti- 
cized in a brilliant combination 
of poetry and obscenity, of farce 
and wit, which has no parallel in 
European literature — it can be 
described only in terms of it- 
self, by the adjective **Aris- 
tophanic.*** 

TRAGEDY — AESCHYLUS 

Tragedy too developed from 
the dance and song of a chorus 
performing on a circular dancing 
floor. An actor, whose medium 
was speech, not song, and who 
performed outside the circle, was 
introduced by some unknown in- 
novator (his name was probably 
Thespis), and as the number of 

puns, and the extreme obscenity of much 
of his humor make adequate translation 
next to impossible. 
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actors was increased to two and 
then to three, the spoken part 
of the performance grew in im- 
portance. In the Agamemnon of 
Aeschylus, produced in 458 b.c., 
an equilibrium between the two 
elements of the performance has 
been established; the actors, with 
their speeches, create the dramat- 
ic situation and its movement, 
the plot; the chorus, while con- 
tributing to dramatic suspense 
and illusion, ranges free of the 
immediate situation in its odes, 
which extend and amplify the 
significance of the action. 

The Agamemnon is the first 
play of a trilogy; that is, it was 
followed at its performance by 
two more plays, the Choephoroe 
and the Eumenides, which car- 
ried on its story and its theme 
to a conclusion. The theme of 
the trilogy is justice; and its 
story, like that of almost all 
Greek tragedies, is a legend 
which was already well-known to 
the audience which saw the first 
performance of the play. This 
particular legend, the story of 
the house of Atreus, was rich in 
dramatic potential, for it deals 
with a series of retributive mur- 
ders which stained the hands of 
three generations of a royal fam- 
ily, and it has also a larger, a 
social and historical, significance, 
of which Aeschylus took full 
advantage. The legend preserves 
the memory of an important 
historical process through which 
the Greeks had passed, the tran- 
sition from tribal institutions of 
justice to communal justice, 
from a tradition which de- 
manded that a murdered man's 
next of kin avenge his death, to 
a system requiring settlement of 
the private quarrel by the court 


of law, the typical institution of 
the city-state which replaced the 
primitive tribe. When Agamem- 
non returns victorious from 
Troy, he is killed by his wife, 
Clytemnestra, and her lover, 
Aegisthus, who is Agamemnon's 
cousin. Clytemnestra kills her 
husband to avenge her daughter 
Iphigcnia, whom Agamemnon 
sacrificed to the goddess Artemis 
when he had to choose between 
his daughter's life and his ambi- 
tion to conquer Troy. Aegisthus 
avenges the crime of a previous 
generation, the hideous murder 
of his brothers by Agamemnon's 
father, Atreus. The killing of 
Agamemnon is, by the standards 
of the old system, justice; but it 
is the nature of this justice that 
the process can never be ar- 
rested; one act of violence must 
give rise to another; Agamem- 
non's murder must be avenged 
too, as it is in the second play 
of the trilogy by Orestes, his 
son, who kills both Aegisthus and 
his own mother, Clytemnestra. 
Orestes has acted justly accord- 
ing to the code of tribal society 
based on blood relationship, but 
in doing so he has violated the 
most sacred blood relationship 
of all, the bond between mother 
and son. The old system of 
justice has produced an insoluble 
dilemma; it can be surmounted 
only by the institution of a new 
system, and this is accomplished 
in the final play of the trilogy, 
in which a court of law is set up 
by the goddess Athene to try 
the case of Orestes. He is ac- 
quitted, but more important 
than the decision is the nature 
of the body which makes it. 
This is the end of an old era 
and the beginning of a new. The 



existence of the court is a guar- 
antee that the tragic series of 
events which drove Orestes to 
the murder of his mother will 
never be repeated. The system 
of communal justice, which al- 
lows consideration of circum- 
stance and motive, and which 
punishes impersonally, has at 
last replaced the inconclusive 
anarchy of individual revenge. 

But the play is concerned with 
much more than the history of 
human institutions, with more 
even than the general problem 
of violence between man and 
man for which the particular in- 
stances of the trilogy stand. It is 
also a religious statement. Tlie 
whole sequence of events, 
stretching over many genera- 
tions, is presented as the work- 
ing out of the will of Zeus. The 
tragic action of the Iliad was 
also the expression of the will of 
Zeus (though it is characteristic 
of Homer that Achilles was at 
least equally responsible), but 
for Aeschylus the will of Zeus 
means something new. In this 
trilogy the working out of Zeus's 
will proceeds intricately through 
three generations of bloodshed 
to the creation of a human insti- 
tution which will prevent any 
repetition of the cycle of murder 
which produced it. Agamemnon 
dies, and Clytemnestra dies in 
her turn, and Orestes is hounded 
over land and sea to his trial, 
but out of all this suffering 
comes an important advance in 
human understanding and civi- 
lization. The chorus of the 
Agamemnoriy celebrating the 
power of Zeus, tells how he 

. . . setting us on the road 
Made this a valid law — 
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''That men must learn by 
suffering.” 

From the suffering comes wis- 
dom, whereas in the Iliad noth- 
ing at all comes out of the suffer- 
ing, except the certainty of 
more. . far from the land 
of my fathers,” says Achilles to 
Priam, “I sit here in Troy, and 
bring nothing but sorrow to you 
and your children”; but his last 
words to Priam arc a reminder 
that this interval of sympathy is 
only temporary. After Hector's 
burial the war will go on as be- 
fore. This is Zeus’s will; Homer 
does not attempt to explain it. 
But the Aeschylean trilogy is 
nothing less than an attempt to 
justify the ways of God to man; 
the suffering is shown to us as the 
fulfillment of a purpose we can 
understand, a purpose benefi- 
cent to man. 

Ttie full scope of Zeus’s will 
is apparent only to the audience, 
which follows the pattern of its 
execution through the three 
plays of the trilogy; as in the 
Book of Job, the characters who 
act and suffer are in the dark. 
They claim a knowledge of 
Zeus’s will and boast that their 
actions are its fulfillment (it is 
in these terms that Agamemnon 
speaks of the sack of Troy, and 
Clytemnestra of Agamemnon’s 
murder), and they are, of course, 
in one sense, right. But their 
knowledge is limited; Agemem- 
non docs not realize that Zeus’s 
will includes his death at the 
hands of Clytemnestra, nor Cly- 
temnestra that it demands her 
death at the hands of her son. 
The chorus has, at times, a 
deeper understanding; in its 
opening ode it announces the 
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law of Zeus, that men must 
leam by suffering, and at the 
end it rec^nizes the responsi- 
bility of ^us in the death 
of Agamemnon — ‘‘Brought by 
Zeus, by Zeus, / Cause and 
worker of all/' But the chorus 
cannot interpret the event in 
any way it can accept, for it 
can sec no further than the im- 
mediate present; its knowledge 
of Zeus's law is an abstraction 
which it cannot relate to the ter- 
rible fact. 

In this murky atmosphere 
(made all the more terrible by 
the beacon fire of the opening 
lines, which brings not light, but 
deeper darkness), one human 
being sees clear; she possesses 
the concrete vision of the future 
which complements the chorus's 
abstract knowledge of the law. 
This is the prophet Cassandra, 
Priam's daughter, brought from 
Troy as Agamemnon's share of 
the spoils. She has been given 
the power of true prophecy by 
the god Apollo, but the gift is 
nullified by the condition that 
her prophecies will never be be- 
lieved. Like the Hebrew proph- 
ets, she secs reality — past, pres- 
ent, and future — so clearly that 
she is cut off from ordinary hu- 
man beings by the clarity of her 
vision and the terrible burden of 
her knowledge; like them she ex- 
presses herself in poetic figures, 
and like them she is rejected by 
her hearers. To the everyday 
world, represented by the chorus, 
she appears to be mad, the fate 
of prophets in all ages; and it is 
only as she goes into the palace 
to the death she foresees that 
the old men of the chorus begin 
to accept, fearfully and hesi- 
tantly, uie truth which she has 


been telling them. 

The great scene in which she 
mouths her hysterical prophecies 
at them delays the action for 
which everything has been pre- 
pared — the death of Agamem- 
non. Before we hear his famous 
cry off stage, Cassandra presents 
us with a mysterious vision in 
which she combines cause, effect, 
and result: the murders which 
have led to this terrible moment, 
the death of Agamemnon ( which 
will not take place until she 
leaves the stage), and the mur- 
ders which will follow. We do 
not see Agamemnon's death — 
we see much more. The past, 
present, and future of Clytem- 
nestra's action and Agamem- 
non's suffering are fused into a 
timeless unity in Cassandra's 
great lines, an unearthly unity 
which is dissolved only when 
Agamemnon, in the real world 
of time and space, screams in 
mortal agony. 

The tremendous statement of 
the trilogy is made in a style 
which for magnificence and rich- 
ness of suggestion can be com- 
pared only with the style of 
Shakespeare at the height of his 
poetic power, the Shakespeare of 
King Lear and Antony and 
Cleopatra, The language of the 
Agamemnon is an oriental car- 
pet of imagery in which combi- 
nations of metaphor, which at 
first seem bombastic in their vio- 
lence, take their place in the 
ordered pattern of the poem as 
a whole. An image, once intro- 
duced, recurs, and reappears 
again, to run its course verbally 
and visually through the whole 
length of the trilogy, richer in 
meaning with each ihesh appear- 
ance. In the second choral ode, 



for example, the chorus, wel- 
coming the news of Agamem- 
non*s victory at Troy, sings of 
the net which Zeus and Night 
threw over the city, trapping 
the inhabitants like animals. 
The net is here an image of 
Zeus's justice, a retributive jus- 
tice, since Troy is paying for the 
crime of taking Helen, and the 
image identifies Zeus's justice 
with Agamemnon’s action in 
sacking the city. This image oc- 
curs again, with a different em- 
phasis, in the hypocritical 
speech of welcome which Cly- 
temnestra makes to her husband 
on his return. She tells how she 
feared for his safety at Troy, 
how she trembled at the rumors 
of his death: 

... If Agamemnon 
Had had so many wounds as 
those reported . . . 

Then he would be gashed fuller 
than a net has holes! 

This vision of Agamemnon dead 
slie speaks of as her fear, but we 
know that it represents her deep- 
est desire, and more, the pur- 
pose which she is now preparing 
to execute. When, later, she 
stands in triumph over her hus- 
band's corpse, she uses the same 
image to describe the robe which 
she threw over his limbs to blind 
and baffle him before she stabbed 
him — ‘'Inextricable like a net for 
fishes / 1 cast about him a vi- 
cious wealth of raiment" — and 
this time the image materializes 
into an object visible on stage. 
We can see the net, the gashed 
robe still folded round Agamem- 
non's body. We shall see it again, 
for in the second play Orestes, 
standing over his motner's body 
as she now stands over his 


Introduction 17 

father's, will display the robe 
before us, with its holes and 
bloodstains, as a justification for 
what he has just done. Else- 
where in the Agamemnon the 
chorus compares Cassandra to a 
wild animal caught in the net, 
and later Aegisthus exults to see 
Agamemnon's body lying “in 
the nets of Justice." For each 
speaker the image has a different 
meaning, but not one realizes 
the terrible sense in which it 
applies to them all. They are all 
caught in the net, the system of 
justice by vengeance which only 
binds tighter the more its cap- 
tives struggle to free themselves. 
Clytemnestra attempts to es- 
cape, to arrest the process of the 
chain of murders and the work- 
ing out of the will of Zeus. “I 
am' ready to make a contract / 
with the Evil Genius of the 
Hcluse of Atreus," she says, but 
Agamemnon's body and the net 
she threw over him are there on 
the stage to remind us that her 
appeal will not be heard; one 
moire generation must act and 
suffer before the net will vanish, 
never to be seen again. 

THE INTELLECTUAL REVOLUTION 
OF THE FIFTH CENTURY 

Aeschylus belonged to the 
generation which fought at Mar- 
athon; his manhood and his old 
age were passed in the heroic 
period of the Persian defeat on 
Greek soil and the war which 
Athens fought to liberate her 
kinsmen in the islands of the 
Aegean and on the Asiatic 
coast. Sophocles, his younger 
contemporary, lived to see an 
Athens which had advanced in 
power and prosperity far beyond 
the city which Aeschylus knew, 
but it was an Athens in which 
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it became clearer every year that 
something had gone wrong. Tlie 
league of free Greek cities 
against Persia which Athens had 
led to victory in the Aegean had 
become an empire, in which 
Athens taxed and coerced the 
subject cities which had once 
been her allies; and inside the 
city a new and dangerous spirit 
was abroad. Democratic institu- 
tions had created a demand for 
an education which would pre- 
pare men for public life, espe- 
cially by training them in the art 
of public speaking, and the de- 
mand was met by the appear- 
ance of the professional teacher, 
the Sophist, as he was called, 
who taught, for a handsome fee, 
not only the techniques of pub- 
lic speaking but also the subjects 
which gave a man something to 
talk about — government, ethics, 
literary criticism, even astron- 
omy. The curriculum of the 
Sophists, in fact, marks the first 
appearance in European civiliza- 
tion of the liberal education, just 
as they themselves were the first 
professors. 

The Sophists were great teach- 
ers, but like most teachers they 
had little or no control over the 
results of their teaching. Their 
methods, with an inevitable em- 
phasis on effective presentation 
of a point of view, to the detri- 
ment, and if necessary the ex- 
clusion, of anything which might 
make it less convincing, pro- 
duced a generation which had 
been trained to see both sides of 
any question and to argue the 
weaker side as effectively as the 
stronger, the false as effectively 
as the true; to argue inferentially 
from probability in the absence 
of conaete evidence; to appeal 


to the audience's sense of its own 
advantage rather than to ac- 
cepted moral standards; and to 
justify individual defiance of gen- 
eral prejudice and even of law 
by the distinction between *'na- 
ture” and “convention." These 
methods dominated the think- 
ing of the Athenians of the last 
half of the century. The empha- 
sis on the technique of effective 
presentation of both sides of 
any case encouraged a relativistic 
point of view and finally pro- 
duced a cynical mood which de- 
nied the existence of any abso- 
lute standards. Tlie canon of 
probability (which implies an 
appeal to human reason as the 
supreme authority), became a 
critical weapon for an attack on 
myth and on traditional concep- 
tions of the gods; it had its con- 
structive aspect too, for it is the 
basis of Thucydides' magnificent 
guesswork about early Greek his- 
tory. Tlie appeal to the self- 
interest of the audience, to ex- 
pediency, became the method of 
new political leaders and the 
fundamental doctrine of a new 
school of political theory; this 
theory, and its practice, stripped 
to their terrifying essentials, are 
set down as an example to fu- 
ture ages in Thucydides' account 
of the negotiations between 
Athens and Melos. Tlie distinc- 
tion between “nature" and “con- 
vention" is the source of the 
doctrine of the superman, who 
breaks free of the conventional 
restraints of society and acts ac- 
cording to the law of his own 
“nature," as Alcibiades did when 
he betrayed his country in the 
Peloponnesian War. The new 
spirit in Athens has magnificent 
achievements to its credit, but it 



brought disaster. At its roots was 
a supreme confidence in the hu- 
man intelligence and a secular 
view of man*s position in the 
universe that is best expressed 
in the statement of Protagoras, 
the most famous of the Soph- 
ists: ''Man is the measure of all 
things.'' 

TRAGEDY — SOPHOCLES 

It was in this atmosphere of 
critical re-evaluation of accepted 
standards that Sophocles pro- 
duced his masterpiece, King 
Oedipus, probably performed for 
the first time in the opening 
years of the Peloponnesian War, 
which began in 431 b.c. This 
tragedy of a man of high prin- 
ciples and probing intelligence 
who follows the prompting of 
that intelligence to the final con- 
sequence of true self-knowledge, 
which makes him put out his 
eyes, was as full of significance 
for Sophocles' contemporaries as 
it is for us. Unlike a modern 
dramatist, Sophocles used for his 
tragedy a story well known to 
the audience and as old as their 
own history, a legend told by 
father to son, handed down from 
generation to generation because 
of its implicit wealth of mean- 
ing, learned in childhood and 
rooted deep in the consciousness 
of every member of the com- 
munity. Such a story the Greeks 
called a myth, and the use of it 
presented Sophocles, as it did 
Aeschylus in his trilogy, with 
material which, apart from its 
great inherent dramatic poten- 
tial, already possessed the signif- 
icance and authority which the 
modern dramatist must create 
for himself. It had the authority 
of history, for the history of 
ages which leave no records is 
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myth — that is to say, the signif- 
icant event of the past, stripped 
of irrelevancies and imaginatively 
shaped by the oral tradition. It 
had a religious authority, for the 
Oedipus story, like the story of 
the house of Atreus, is con- 
cerned with the relation between 
man and god. Lastly, and this is 
especially true of the Oedipus 
myth, it had the power, because 
of its subject matter, to arouse 
the irrational hopes and fears 
which lie deep and secret in the 
human consciousness. 

The use of the familiar myth 
enabled the dramatist to draw on 
all its wealth of unformulated 
meaning, but it did not prevent 
him from striking a contem- 
porary note. Oedipus, in Soph- 
ocles' play, is at one and the 
same time the mysterious figure 
of the past who broke the most 
fundamental human taboos and 
a typical fifth-century Athenian. 
His character contains all the 
viitdes for which the Athenians 
were famous and the vices for 
which they were notorious. The 
best commentary on Oedipus' 
character is the speech which 
Thucydides put into the mouth 
of the Corinthian spokesman at 
Sparta, a hostile but admiring 
assessment of the Athenian 
genius. “Athenians . . . [are] 
equally quick in the conception 
and in the execution of every 
new plan . . — so Oedipus 

has already sent to Delphi when 
the priest advises him to do so, 
and has already sent for Tircsias 
when the chorus suggests this 
course of action. “They are bold 
beyond their strength; they run 
risks which prudence would 
condemn . . ." — as Oedipus 
risked his life to answer the 
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riddle of the Sphinx and later, 
in spite of the oracle about his 
marriage, accepted the hand of 
the queen. . . in the midst 
of misfortune they are full of 
hope. . . — so Oedipus, when 

he is told that he is not the son 
of Polybus and Merope, and 
Jocasta has already realized 
whose son he is, claims that he 
is the '‘child of Good Luck."' 
“When they do not carry out 
an intention which they have 
formed, they seem to have sus- 
tained a personal bereavement 
. . — so Oedipus, shamed by 
Jocasta and the chorus into spar- 
ing Creon's life, yields sullenly 
and petulantly. 

Tlie Athenian devotion to the 
city, which received the main 
emphasis in Pericles' praise of 
Athens, is strong in Oedipus; his 
answer to the priest at the be- 
ginning of the play shows that 
he is a conscientious and patri- 
otic ruler. His sudden unreason- 
ing rage is the characteristic 
fault of Athenian democracy, 
which in 406 b.c., to give only 
one instance, condemned and 
executed the generals who had 
failed, in the stress of weather 
and battle, to pick up the 
drowned bodies of their own 
men killed in the naval engage- 
ment at Arginusae. Oedipus is 
like the fifth-century Athenian 
most of all in his confidence in 
the human intelligence, espe- 
cially his own; this confidence 
takes him in the play through 
the whole cycle of the critical, 
rationalist movement of the 
century, from the piety and 
orthodoxy he displays in the 
opening scene, through his 
taunts at oracles when he hears 
that Polybus is dead, to the 


despairing courage with which 
he accepts the consequences 
when he sees the abyss opening 
at his feet. “I am on the edge of 
dreadful words,'' says the herds- 
man from whom he is dragging 
the truth. “And I of hearing," 
Oedipus replies, “yet hear I 
must." And hear he does. He 
learns that the oracle he had 
first fought against and then 
laughed at has been fulfilled; 
that every step his intelligence 
prompted was one step nearer to 
disaster; that his knowledge was 
ignorance, his clear vision blind- 
ness. Faced with the reality 
which his determined probing 
finally reveals, he puts out his 
eyes. 

Tlie relation of Oedipus' char- 
acter to the development of the 
action is the basis of the most 
famous attempt to define the 
nature of the tragic process, 
Aristotle's theory that pity and 
terror arc aroused most effec- 
tively by the spectacle of a man 
who is “not eminently good and 
just, yet whose misfortune is 
brought about not by vice or 
depravity, but by some error or 
frailty. He must be one who is 
highly renowned and prosperous 
— a personage like Oedipus 
. . ." Other references by Ar- 
istotle to this play make it clear 
that this influential critical canon 
is based particularly on Soph- 
ocles' masterpiece, and the canon 
has been universally applied to 
the play. But the great influence 
(and validity) of the Aristote- 
lian theory should not be al- 
lowed to obscure the fact that 
Sophocles' King Oedipus is more 
highly organized and economical 
than Aristotle implies. The fact 
that the critics have differed 



about the nature of Oedipus’ 
error or frailty (his errors are 
many and his frailties include 
anger, impiety, and self-con- 
fidence) is a clue to the real 
situation. Oedipus falls not 
through ''some vicious mole of 
nature'' or some "particular 
fault," but because he is the man 
he is, because of all aspects of 
his character, good and bad 
alike. "How can I, being the 
man I am, being King Oedipus, 
do other than all I know?" he 
says in his opening speech; and 
the development of the action 
right through to the catastrophe 
shows us every aspect of his char- 
acter at work in the process of 
self-revelation and self-destruc- 
tion. His first decision in the 
play, to hear Creon's message 
from Delphi in public rather 
than, as Creon suggests, in pri- 
vate, is evidence of his kingly 
solicitude for his people and his 
trust in them, but it makes cer- 
tain the full publication of the 
truth. His impetuous proclama- 
tion of a curse on the murderer 
of Laius, an unnecessary step 
prompted by his civic zeal, 
makes his final situation worse 
than it need have been. His 
anger at Tiresias forces a revela- 
tion which drives him on to ac- 
cuse Creon; this in turn pro- 
vokes Jocasta's revelations. And 
throughout the play his con- 
fidence in the efficacy of his own 
action, his hopefulness as the 
situation darkens, and his pas- 
sion for discovering the truth, 
guide the steps of the investiga- 
tion which is to reveal the detec- 
tive as the criminal. All aspects 
of his character, good and bad 
alike, are equally involved; it is 
no frailty or error that leads him 
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to the terrible truth, but his 
total personality. 

The character of Oedipus as 
revealed in the play does some- 
thing more than explain the 
resent action, it also explains 
is past. In Oedipus' speeches 
and actions on stage we can see 
the man who, given the circum- 
stances in which Oedipus was in- 
volved, would inevitably do just 
what Oedipus has done. Each 
action on stage shows us the 
mood in which he committed 
some action in the past; his 
angry death sentence on Creon 
reveals the man who killed Laius 
because of an insult on the high- 
way; his impulsive proclamation 
of total excommunication for 
the unknown murderer shows us 
the man who without fore- 
thought accepted the hand of 
Jooasta; his intelligent, persistent 
search for the truth shows us the 
br^in and the courage which 
SO^ed the riddle of the Sphinx. 
Thfe revelation of his character 
ioithe play is at once a rccrea- 
tion of his past and an interpre- 
tation of the oracle which pre- 
dicted his future. His character 
is his fate. 

This organization of the mate- 
rial is what makes it possible for 
us to accept the story as tragedy 
at all, for it emphasizes Oedipus' 
independence of the oracle. 
When we first see Oedipus he 
has already committed the ac- 
tions for which he is to suffer, 
actions prophesied, before his 
birth, by Apollo. But the dram- 
atist's emphasis on Oedipus' 
character suggests that although 
Apollo has predicted what Oed- 
ipus will do, he does not de- 
termine it; Oedipus determines 
his own conduct, by being the 
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man he is. Milton's explanation 
of a similar situation, Adam's 
fall and God's foreknowledge of 
it, may be applied to Oedipus; 
foreknowledge had no influence 
on his fault, ''which had no less 
prov'd certain unforcknown." 
The relationship between A- 
pollo's prophecy and Oedipus' 
actions is not that of cause and 
effect. It is the relationship of 
two independent entities which 
are equated. 

This correspondence between 
his character and his fate re- 
moves the obstacle to our full 
acceptance of the play which an 
external fate governing his ac- 
tion would set up. Nevertheless, 
we feel that he suffers more than 
he deserves. He has served as an 
example of the inadequacy of 
the human intellect and a warn- 
ing that there is a power in the 
universe which humanity cannot 
control, nor even fully under- 
stand, but Oedipus the man still 
has our sympathy. Sophocles felt 
this too, and in a later play, his 
last, the Oedipus at Colonus, he 
dealt with the reward which 
finally balanced Oedipus' suf- 
fering. In King Oedipus itself 
there is a foreshadowing of this 
final development; the last scene 
shows us a man already begin- 
ning to recover from the shock 
of the catastrophe and reassert- 
ing a natural superiority. "I will 
obey, though upon conditions,"' 
he says to Creon when ordered 
back into the house, and a few 
lines later Creon has to say 
bluntly to him, "Do not seek to 
be master." TTiis renewed im- 
periousness is the first expression 
of a feeling on his part that he 
is not entirely guilty, a begin- 
ning of the reconstitution of the 


magnificent man of the opening 
scenes; it reaches its fulfillment 
in the final Oedipus play, in 
which he is a titanic figure, con- 
fident of his innocence and more 
masterful than he has ever been. 

TRAGEDY EURIPIDES 

Euripides" MedeUy produced in 
431 B.C., the year that brought 
the beginning of the Pelopon- 
nesian War, appeared earlier 
than the King Oedipus of Soph- 
ocles, but it has a bitterness that 
is more in keeping with the spirit 
of a later age. If the Oedipus is, 
in one sense, a warning to a gen- 
eration which has embarked on 
an intellectual revolution, the 
Medea is the ironic expression of 
the disillusion that comes after 
the shipwreck. In this play we 
are conscious for the first time 
of an attitude characteristic of 
modern literature, the artist's 
feeling of separation from his 
audience, the isolation of the 
poet. "Often previously," says 
Medea to the king, 

TTirough being considered clever 
I have suffered much. . . . 
If you put new ideas before the 
eyes of fools 

They'll think you foolish and 
worthless into the bargain; 
And if you arc thought superior 
to those who have 
Some reputation for learning, 
you will become hated. 

The common background of 
audience and poet is disappear- 
ing, the old certainties are being 
undermined, the city divided. 
Euripides is the first Greek poet 
to suffer the fate of so many of 
the great modem writers; re- 
jected by most of his contem- 
poraries, he became universally 
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loved and admired after his 
death. 

The change in atmosphere is 
clear even in Euripides' choice 
of subject and central character. 
He still dramatizes myth, but 
the myth he chooses is exotic 
and disturbing, and the protag- 
onist is not a man, but a 
woman. Medea is both woman 
and foreigner; that is to say, in 
terms of the audience's prejudice 
and practice she is a representa- 
tive of the two frcc-bom groups 
in Athenian society which had 
almost no rights at all (though 
the resident foreign male had 
more rights than the native 
woman). The tragic hero is no 
longer a king, **one who is highly 
renowned and prosperous — ^a 
personage like Oedipus," but a 
woman, who, because she finds 
no redress for her wrongs in 
society, is driven by her passion 
to violate that society's most 
sacred laws in a rebellion against 
its typical representative, Jason, 
her husband. She is not just a 
woman and a foreigner, she is 
also a person of great intellec- 
tual power; compared to her the 
credulous king and her com- 
placent husband are children, 
and once her mind is made up, 
she moves them like pawns to 
their proper places in her bar- 
baric game. The myth is used 
for new purposes, to shock the 
members of the audience, attack 
their deepest prejudices, and 
shake them out of their com- 
placent pride in the superiority 
of Greek masculinity. 

But the play is more than a 
feminist melodrama. Before it is 
over our sympathies have come 
full circle; the contempt with 
which we regard the Jason of the 


opening scenes turns to pity as 
we feel the measure of his loss 
and the ferocity of Medea's re- 
venge. Medea's passion has car- 
ried her too far; the death of 
Creon and his daughter we 
might have accepted, but the 
murder of the children is too 
much. It was, of course, meant 
to be. Euripides' theme, like 
Homer's, is violence, but this is 
the unspeakable violence of the 
oppressed, which is greater than 
the violence of the oppressor, 
and which, because it has been 
long pent up, cannot be con- 
trolled. 

In this, as in the other two 
plays, the gods have their place. 
In the Agamemnon the will of 
Zeus is manifested in every ac- 
tion and implied in every word; 
in ithe Oedipus the gods bide 
their time and watch Oedipus 
fulfil the truth of their proph- 
ecy; but in the Medea, the di- 
vint will, which is revealed at 
the end, is enigmatic, and far 
fiom bringing harmony, con- 
cludes the play with a terrifying 
discord. All through the Medea 
the human beings involved call 
on the gods; two especially are 
singled out for attention. Earth 
and Sun. It is by these two gods 
that Medea makes Aegeus swear 
to give her refuge in Athens, the 
chorus invokes them to prevent 
Medea's violence against her 
sons, and Jason wonders how 
Medea can look upon earth and 
sun after she has killed her own 
children. These emphatic ap- 
peals clearly raise the question of 
the attitude of the gods, and the 
answer to the question is a 
shock. We are not told what 
Earth does, but Sun sends the 
magic chariot on which Medea 
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makes her escape. His reason, 
too, is stated; it is not any con- 
cern for justice, but the fact that 
Medea is his granddaughter. 
Euripides is here using the letter 
of the myth for his own pur- 
poses. This jarring detail em- 
phasizes the significance of the 
whole. Tlie play creates a world 
in which there is no relation 
whatsoever between the powers 
which rule the universe and the 
fundamental laws of human 
morality. It dramatizes disorder, 
not just the disorder of the 
family of Jason and Medea, but 
the disorder of the universe as a 
whole. It is the nightmare in 
which the dream of the fifth 
century was to end, the senseless 
fury and degradation of perma- 
nent violence. ''Flow backward 
to your sources, sacred rivers,” 
the chorus sings, "And let the 
world's great order be reversed.” 

SOCRATES 

In the last half of the fifth 
century the whole traditional 
basis of individual conduct was 
undermined, gradually at first by 
the critical approach of the 
Sophists and their pupils, and 
then rapidly, as the war accel- 
erated the process of moral dis- 
integration. "In peace and pros- 
perity,” says Thucydides, "both 
states and individuals are actu- 
ated by higher motives . . . but 
war, which takes away the com- 
fortable provision of daily life, 
is a hard master, and tends to 
assimilate men's characters to 
their conditions.” The war 
brought to Athens the rule of 
the new politicians, who reck- 
oned only in terms of power, 
who carried out the massacre of 
Melos, and many of whom, like 
Alcibiades and Critias, betrayed 


their city for their own ends. 
Community and individual were 
no longer one, and the individ- 
ual, cast on his own resources for 
guidance, found only conflicting 
attitudes which he could not re- 
fer to any absolute standards. 
The mood of postwar Athens 
oscillated between a fanatic, un- 
thinking reassertion of tradi- 
tional values and a weary cyn- 
icism which wanted only to be 
left alone. The only thing com- 
mon to the two extremes was a 
distrust of intelligence. 

In the disillusioned gloom of 
the years of defeat the Athenians 
began to feel more and more 
exasperation with a voice they 
had been listening to for many 
years, the voice of Socrates, a 
stonemason who for most of his 
adult life had made it his busi- 
ness to discuss with his fellow 
citizens the great issues of which 
the Athenians were now so 
weary — the nature of justice, of 
truth, of piety. Unlike the 
Sophists, he did not lecture, nor 
did he charge a fee; his method 
was dialectic, the search for 
truth by a process of questions 
and answers, and his dedication 
to his mission had kept him 
poor. But the initial results of 
his discussions were often in- 
furiatingly like the results of 
sophistic teaching. By questions 
and answers he succeeded in ex- 
posing the illogicality of his op- 
ponent's position, but Socrates 
did not often provide a sub- 
stitute for the erroneous belief 
he had destroyed. Yet it is clear 
that he did believe in absolute 
standards, and what is more, he 
believed they could be discov- 
ered by a process of logical in- 
quiry and supported by logic^ 



proof. His ethics rested on an 
intellectual basis. The resent- 
ment against him, which came 
to a head in 399 b.c., is partly 
explained by the fact that he 
satisfied neither extreme of the 
postwar mood; he questioned 
the old standards in order to 
establish new, and he refused to 
let the Athenians live in peace, 
for he preached that it was 
every man's duty to think his 
way through to the truth. In this 
last respect he was the prophet 
of the new age; for him tlie city 
and the accepted code were no 
substitute for the task of self- 
examination which each individ- 
ual must set himself and carry 
through to a conclusion. The 
characteristic statement of the 
old Athens was public, in the 
assembly or the theater; Socrates 
proclaimed the right and duty of 
each individual to work out his 
own salvation and made clear 
his distrust of public life: . . 
he who will fight for the right 
. . . must have a private station 
and not a public one.” 

Socrates himself wrote noth- 
ing; we know what we do about 
him mainly from the writings of 
his pupil Plato, a philosophical 
and literary genius of the first 
rank. It is very difficult to dis- 
tinguish between what Socrates 
actually said and what Plato put 
into his mouth, but there is gen- 
eral agreement that the Apology, 
which Plato wrote as a repre- 
sentation of what Socrates said 
at his trial, is the clearest picture 
we have of the historical Soc- 
rates. He is on trial for impiety 
and '‘corrupting the youth”; he 
deals with these charges, but he 
also takes the opportunity to 
present a defense and explana- 
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tion of the mission to which his 
life has been devoted. 

The Apology is a defiant 
speech; Socrates rides roughshod 
over legal forms and seems to 
neglect no opportunity of out- 
raging his hearers. But this de- 
fiance is not stupidity (as he 
hints himself, he could, if he 
had wished, have made a speech 
to please the court), nor is it a 
deliberate courting of mart)^- 
dom. It is the only course pos- 
sible for him in the circum- 
stances if he is not to betray his 
life's work, for Socrates knows 
as well as his accusers that what 
the Athenians really want is to 
silence him without having to 
take his life. What Socrates is 
making clear is that there is no 
such easy way out; he will have 
no part of any compromise that 
would restrict his freedom of 
speech or undermine his moral 
position. The speech is a sample 
of >i^hat the Athenians will have 
to put up with if they allow him 
to live; he will continue to be 
the gadfly which stings the slug- 
gish horse. He will go on per- 
suading them not to be con- 
ca:ned for their persons or their 
property, but first and chiefly to 
care about the improvement of 
the soul. He has spent his life 
denying the validity of worldly 
standards, and he will not ac- 
cept them now. 

He was declared guilty, and 
condemned to death. While in 
prison awaiting execution, he 
was approached by a wealthy 
friend, Crito, who had made ar- 
rangements for his escape from 
Athens. In the dialogue Crito, 
Plato reconstructs the discussion 
between the two men. Socrates 
refused to escape, and the argu- 
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ments put into his mouth in this 
dialogue show that although he 
rejected the political life and the 
unwavering adherence to one 
political system which it de- 
manded, he still felt himself 
bound by the laws of the city. 
Unlike Alcibiades, the typical 
representative of the sophistic 
spirit, who betrayed his country 
when it had found him guilty 
of a crime, Socrates refused to 
disobey the laws even when they 
demanded his own death. 

The sentence was duly car- 
ried out. And in Plato's account 
of the execution we can see the 
calmness and kindness of a man 
who has led a useful life and 
who is secure in his faith that, 
contrary to appearances, *‘no evil 
can happen to a good man, 
either in life or after death." 

THE DIFFUSION OF 
GREEK CULTURE 

The century that followed the 
death of Socrates saw the ex- 
haustion of the Greek city-states 
in constant internecine warfare. 
Politically and economically 
bankrupt, they fell under the 
power of the semibarbarous 
kingdom of Macedon, in the 
north, whose king, Philip, com- 
bined a ferocious energy with a 
cynicism which enabled him to 
take full advantage of the cor- 
rupt governments of the city- 
states. Greek liberty ended at the 
battle of Chaeronea in 338 b.c., 
and Philip's son Alexander in- 
herited a powerful army and the 

e ditical control of all Greece. 

e led his Macedonian and 
Greek armies against Persia, and 
in a few brilliant campaigns be- 
came master of an empire which 
extended into Egypt in the south 
and to the borders of India in the 


east. He died at Babylon in 323 
B.C., and his empire broke up 
into a number of independent 
kingdoms ruled by his generals; 
but the results of his fantastic 
achievements were more durable 
than might have been expected. 
Into the newly conquered ter- 
ritories came thousands of 
Greeks who wished to escape 
from the political futility and 
economic crisis of the home- 
land, and wherever they went 
they took with them their lan- 
guage, their culture, and their 
typical buildings, the gymnasium 
and the theater. At Alexandria 
in Egypt, for example, a Greek 
library was formed to preserve 
the texts of Greek literature for 
the scholars who edited them, a 
school of Greek poetry flour- 
ished, Greek mathematicians 
and geographers made new ad- 
vances in science. The Middle 
East became, as far as the cities 
were concerned, a Greek-speak- 
ing area; and when, some two or 
three centuries later, the first 
accounts of Christ's life and 
teaching were written down, 
they were written in Greek, the 
language on which the cultural 
homogeneity of the whole area 
was based. 

ROME 

When Alexander died at 
Babylon in 323 b.c., the Italian 
city of Rome, situated on the 
Tiber in the western coastal 
plain, was engaged in a struggle 
for the control of central Italy. 
Less than a hundred years later 
(269 B.c.) Rome, in control of 
the whole Italian peninsula, was 
drawn into a hundred-year war 
against the Phoenician city of 
Carthage, on the West African 



coast, from which she emerged 
mistress of the western Mediter- 
ranean. At the end of the first 
century b.c., in spite of a series 
of civil wars fought with savage 
vindictiveness and on a con- 
tinental scale, Rome was the 
capital of an empire which 
stretched from the Straits of 
Gibraltar to the frontiers of 
Palestine. Tliis empire gave 
peace and orderly government 
to the Mediterranean area for 
the next two centuries, and for 
two centuries after that main- 
tained a desperate but losing 
battle against the invading sav- 
age tribes moving in from the 
north and east. When it finally 
went down, it left behind it the 
ideal of the world-state, an ideal 
which was to be reconstituted 
as a reality by tlic medieval 
church, which ruled from the 
same center, Rome, and with a 
spiritual authority as great as the 
secular authority it replaced. 

The achievements of the 
Romans, not only their con- 
quests but also their success in 
consolidating the conquests and 
organizing the conquered, are 
best understood in the light of 
the Roman character. Unlike the 
Greek, the Roman was above all 
a practical man. He might have 
no aptitude for pure mathemat- 
ics, but he could build an 
aqueduct to last two thousand 
years; he was not notable as a 
political theorist, but he or- 
ganized a complicated yet stable 
federation which held Italy loyal 
to him in the presence of in- 
vading armies. He was conserva- 
tive to the core; his strongest 
authority was mos maiorum, the 
custom of his predecessors; a 
monument of this conservatism. 
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the great body of Roman law, is 
one of his greatest contributions 
to Western civilization. The 
quality he most admired was 
gravitas, seriousness of attitude 
and purpose, and his highest 
words or commendation were 
‘'manliness,'' “industry," “dis- 
cipline." Pericles in his funeral 
speech praised the Athenian for 
his adaptability, versatility, and 
grace; this would have seemed 
strange praise to a Roman, 
whose ideal of personal and civic 
virtue was different. “By her 
ancient custom and her men the 
Roman state stands," says En- 
nius the Roman poet, in a line 
which by its metrical heaviness 
emphasizes the stability implied 
in the key word ‘‘stands": mori- 
bus antiquis res stat Romatia 
vifisque, 

LATIN LITERATURE — 
LUCRETIUS AND CICERO 
<5reek history begins, not with 
a king, a battle, or the founding 
of a city, but with an epic poem; 
the literary achievement pre- 
ceded the political by many cen- 
turies. The Romans, on the 
other hand, had conquered half 
the world before they began to 
write. The stimulus to the crea- 
tion of Latin literature was the 
Greek literature which the Ro- 
mans discovered when, in the 
second century b.c., they as- 
sumed political responsibility for 
Greece and the Near East. Latin 
literature began with a transla- 
tion of the Odyssey, made by a 
Greek prisoner of war, and with 
the exception of satire, until 
Latin literature became Chris- 
tian, the model was always 
Greek. The Latin writer (espie- 
cially the poet) borrowed whole- 
sale from his Greek original, not 
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furtively, but openly and proudly, 
as a tribute to the master from 
whom he had learned. But this 
frank acknowledgment of in- 
debtedness should not blind us 
to the fact that Latin literature 
is original, and sometimes pro- 
foundly so. Writing in the first 
century b.c., both Lucretius and 
Cicero, the one a poet and the 
other an orator and philosopher, 
followed Greek models in the 
works by which they are repre- 
sented in this volume. Yet the 
results were not slavish imita- 
tions; each made what he bor- 
rowed peculiarly his own. 

Lucretius' poem On the Na- 
ture of Things (De rerum na- 
tura) is a Latin presentation of 
the philosophical system of 
Epicurus, a Greek philosopher 
of the fourth century b.c. Epi- 
curus had reacted to the hope- 
lessness of his age, which saw the 
breakdown of the Greek ciW- 
states, by propounding a philos- 
ophy that described the universe 
as the result of blind combina- 
tions of atoms. With Epicurus 
the philosophy was not com- 
pletely materialistic, for it al- 
lowed the existence of the gods, 
though it denied them any role 
in the government of the uni- 
verse and asserted that they had 
no interest in human affairs. But 
in Lucretius' version, especially 
in his thoroughly materialistic 
account (in Book V) of the de- 
velopment of human civilization 
from primitive savagery, the 
gods play no part; far from 
creating man or his civilization, 
the gods are themselves created 
by humanity out of its dreams 
and ignorance. 

The ethical precepts of Epicu- 
rus' philosophy are summed up 


in his famous admonition to 
pursue pleasure, which according 
to his definition, however, con- 
sisted in living a virtuous life. 
It is a philosophy which en- 
courages a withdrawal from 
public life, and is in this respect 
a typical product of the political 
chaos of the fourth century. ITiis 
is probably one of the reasons 
why it attracted Lucretius, for he 
too lived in an age of social con- 
flict which every twenty years or 
so erupted in revolution and 
civil war. But it did not attract 
many Romans; their respect for 
action and their deep-rooted 
worship of duty were obstacles 
too great to be overcome even by 
Lucretius' great poetic power. 

How great that power is can 
be seen in the conclusion of his 
third book, in which he draws 
the moral from his exposition of 
the atomic basis of phenomena, 
and proclaims that death is not 
to be feared. Death is merely 
not-bcing. a rearrangement of 
the atoms of which we arc com- 
posed, the dead feel neither 
pleasure nor pain — so runs his 
argument, and if it were no 
more complicated than that it 
would be just a restatement, 
though admittedly a magnificent 
one, of an Epicurean common- 
place. But as he develops the 
argument, we can detect beneath 
the authoritative calm of the 
teacher the cry of a man in an 
agony of doubt and fear. As we 
read Nature's speech to the 
coward who is afraid to die, we 
become increasingly aware that 
no one is more afraid of death 
than the poet himself. The 
vehemence and passion of these 
famous lines is the mark of a 
man trying to convince himself 



rather than his audience; the 
fears of the unenlightened, 
animal, part of the human being, 
which in the face of death will 
abandon everything except the 
will to live, are too vividly 
evoked to be stilled by Nature's 
argument. And the argument it- 
self, that death is no more than 
the extinction of consciousness, 
is a frightening one, especially 
for an Epicurean, who narrows 
his ethical and intellectual con- 
cern to the restricted scope of 
his individual self, who “cul- 
tivates his garden," and who by 
his withdrawal from society re- 
jects the corporate immortality 
of family, city, or race. Lucretius 
believes in the Epicurean sys- 
tem, but on this central point of 
the fear of death it brings him 
little comfort. The disturbance 
in the poet's own soul, expressed 
in the tension and violence of 
these great lines, has turned a 
philosophical sermon into great 
poetry. 

Much more acceptable to the 
Roman temperament is the 
vision of a future life of happi- 
ness for those who have been 
outstanding in their service to 
the state which is the subject of 
Cicero's “Dream of Scipio." 
lliis is the final chapter of his 
great work On the Republic (De 
republica), the myth which con- 
cludes the philosophical discus- 
sion. The work as a whole is an 
imitation of Plato's Republic, 
which is also rounded off by a 
myth, the story told by Er, who 
returns from the dead and de- 
scribes to the living the life of 
the souls, “the just going up the 
heavenly way to their reward, the 
unjust going down to the place 
of punishment." But Cicero's 
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imitation is characteristically 
Roman. Instead of imagining, 
as Plato did, the ideal city, 
Cicero deals with the Roman re- 
public, its birth, growth, and 
maturity, and his myth shows 
the same practical, social view- 
point, which is the hallmark of 
Roman philosophy at its best. 
“But hold fast to this . . . 
says Scipio, Cicero's spokesman: 
“For all those who have guarded, 
aided, and increajjed the welfare 
of their fatherland there is a place 
reserved in heaven, where they 
shall dwell in happiness forever.^' 
Lucretius' desperate assertion 
that the individual must live for 
himself and accept the oblitera- 
tion of his personality in death 
is counterpoised by a vision of 
an eternal heaven for those who 
devote themselves to the su- 
prtoc duty, which, for the Ro- 
mab, is the public duty. 

lATIN LITERATURE — ^VIRGIL 

When Cicero wrote “Tlic 
Dieam of Scipio" the repub- 
lican form of government which 
^!ms his larger subject still ex- 
isted, but its days were num- 
bered. The institutions of the 
city-state proved inadequate for 
world government. The civil con- 
flict which had disrupted the re- 
public for more than a hundred 
years ended finally in the estab- 
lishment of a powerful executive. 
Although the Senate, which had 
been the controlling body of the 
republic, retained an impressive 
share of the power, the new ar- 
rangement developed inevitably 
toward autocracy, the rule of the 
executive, the emperor, as he 
was called once the system was 
stabilized. The first of the long 
line of Roman emperors who 
gave stable government to the 
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Roman world during the first 
two centuries a.d. was Octavius, 
known generally by his title, 
Augustus. He had made his way' 
cautiously through the intrigues 
and bloodshed that followed the 
murder of his uncle Julius Caesar 
in 44 B.C., until by 31 b.c. he 
controlled the western half of 
the empire. In that year he 
fought a decisive battle with the 
ruler of the eastern half of the 
empire, Mark Antony, who was 
supported by Cleopatra, queen 
of Egypt. Octavius' victory at 
Actium united the empire under 
one authority and ushered in an 
age of peace and reconstruction. 
It was in the opening years of 
the new age that Virgil wrote 
(and left unfinished at his early 
death), the great Roman epic, 
the Aeneid. 

Like all the Latin poets, Virgil 
built on the solid foundations of ‘ 
his Greek predecessors. The story 
of Aeneas, the Trojan prince who 
came to Italy and whose de- 
scendants founded Rome, com- 
bines the themes of the Odyssey 
(the wanderer in search of 
home), and the Iliad (the hero 
in battle). Virgil borrows Ho- 
meric turns of phrase, similes, 
sentiments, whole incidents; his 
Aeneas, like Achilles, sacrifices 
prisoners to the shade of a 
friend, and, like Odysseus, de- 
scends alive to the world of the 
dead. But unlike Achilles, Aeneas 
does not satisfy the great passion 
of his life, nor, like Odysseus, 
does he find a home in which to 
end his days in peace. The per- 
sonal objectives of both of Ho- 
mer's heroes are sacrificed by 
Aeneas for a greater objective. 
There is something greater than 
himself. His mission, imposed on 


him by the gods, is to found a 
city, from which, in the fullness 
of time, will spring the Roman 
state. 

Homer presents us in the Iliad 
with the tragic pattern of the 
individual will, Achilles' wrath. 
But Aeneas is more than an in- 
dividual, he is the prototype of 
the ideal Roman ruler; his quali- 
ties are the devotion to duty and 
the seriousness of purpose which 
were to give the Mediterranean 
world two centuries of ordered 
government. Aeneas' mission be- 
gins in disorder in the burning 
city of Troy, but he leaves it car- 
rying his father on his shoulders 
and leading his little son by the 
hand. This famous picture em- 
phasizes the fact that, unlike 
Achilles, he is securely set in a 
continuity of generations, the 
immortality of the family group, 
just as his mission to found a 
city, a home for tlie gods of Troy 
whose statues he carries with 
him, places him in a political 
and religious continuity. Achilles 
has no future. When he men- 
tions his father and son, neither 
of whom he will see again, he 
emphasizes for us the loneliness 
of his short career; the brilliance 
of his life is that of a meteor 
which burns itself out to dark- 
ness. Odysseus has a father, wife, 
and son, and his heroic efforts 
are directed towar^ re-establish- 
ing himself in his proper context, 
that home in which he will be 
no longer man in a world of 
magic and terror, but man in an 
organized and continuous com- 
munity. But he fights for him- 
self. Aeneas, on the other hand, 
suffers and fights, not for him- 
self, but for me future; his own 
life is unhappy and his death 
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miserable. Yet he can console 
himself with the glory of his 
sons to come, the pageant of 
Roman achievement which he is 
shown by his father in the world 
below and which he carries on 
his shield. Aeneas' future is Vir- 
gil's present; the consolidation 
of the Roman peace under Au- 
gustus is the reward of Aeneas' 
unhappy life of effort and suffer- 
ing. 

Summarized like this, the 
Aeneid sounds like propaganda, 
which, in one sense of the word, 
it is. But what saves it from tlie 
besetting fault of even the best 
propaganda — the partial conceal- 
ment of the truth — is the fact 
tliat Virgil maintains an inde- 
pendence of the power which he 
is celebrating, and sees his hero 
in the round. He knows that the 
Roman ideal of devotion to duty 
has another side, the suppression 
of many aspects of the personal- 
ity; that the man who wins and 
uses power must sacrifice much 
of himself, must live a life which, 
compared with that of Achilles 
or Odysseus, is constricted. In 
Virgil’s j^oem Aeneas betrays the 
great passion of his life, his love 
for Dido, queen of Carthage. 
He docs it reluctantly, but never- 
theless he leaves her, and the full 
realization of what he has lost 
comes to him only when he 
meets her ghost in the world be- 
low. He weeps (as he did not at 
Carthage) and he pleads, in 
stronger terms than he did then, 
the overriding power which 
forced him to depart. *'It was 
not of my own will. Dido, I left 
your land.” She leaves him with- 
out a word, her silence as im- 
pervious to pleas and tears as his 
at Carthage once, and he fol- 


lows her weeping as she goes 
back to join her first love, her 
husband Sychaeus. He has sacri- 
ficed his love to something 

S reatcr, but this does not insulate 
im from unhappiness. The lim- 
itations upon the dedicated man 
are emphasized by the contrast- 
ing figure of Dido, who follows 
her own impulse always, even in 
death; by her death, Virgil tells 
us expressly, she forestalls fate, 
breaks loose from the pattern in 
which Aeneas remains to the 
bitter end. 

The angry reactions which this 
part of the poem has produced 
in many critics are tlie true 
measure of Virgil's success. 
Aeneas docs act in such a way 
that he forfeits much of our 
sympathy, but this is surely ex- 
actly what Virgil intended. The 
Dido episode is not, as many 
critics have supposed, a flaw in 
the great design, a case of Virgil's 
sympathy outrunning his admi- 
ration for Aeneas; it is Virgil's 
emphatic statement of the sacri- 
fice which the Roman ideal of 
duty demands. Aeneas' sacrifice 
is so great that few of us could 
make it ourselves, and none of 
us can contemplate it in another 
without a feeling of loss. It is an 
expression of the famous Vir- 
gilian sadness which informs ev- 
ery line of the Aeneid and which 
makes a poem that was in its 
historical context a command 
performance into the great epic 
which has dominated Western 
literature ever since. 

JESUS OF NAZARETH 

In the last years of Augustus' 
life, in the Roman province of 
Judaea, there was bom to Joseph, 
a carpenter of Nazareth, and his 
wife, Mary, a son who was at 
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once the final product of an old 
tradition and the starting point 
of a new. He was the last of the 
Hebrew prophets, but His mes- 
sage, unlike theirs, was to spread 
outside the boundaries of Pales- 
tine until it beeame the religion 
of the Roman Empire. His life 
on earth was short; it ended in 
the agony of crucifixion at about 
His thirty-third year. This event 
is a point of intersection of the 
three main lines of development 
of the ancient world — Hebrew, 
Greek, and Latin — for this He- 
brew prophet was executed by a 
Roman governor, and His life 
and teachings were written down 
in the Greek language. These 
documents, which eventually, 
with some additions, constituted 
what we now know as the New 
Testament, circulated in the 
Greek-speaking half of the Ro- 
man Empire, and later, in a 
Latin translation, in the West. 
They became the sacred texts of 
a church which, at first perse- 
cuted by and then triumphantly 
associated with Roman imperial 
power, outlasted the destruction 
of the empire and ruled over 
a spiritual kingdom which still 
exists. 

The teaching of Christ was 
revolutionary not only in terms 
of Greek and Roman feeling but 
also in terms of the Hebrew re- 
ligious tradition. The Hebrew 
idea of a personal God who is 
yet not anthropomorphic, who 
is omnipotent, omniscient, and 
infinitely just, was now broad- 
ened to include among His at- 
tributes an infinite mercy which 
tempered the justice, Greek and 
and Roman religion was outward 
and visible, the formal practice 
of ritual acts in a social context; 


Christianity was inward and 
spiritual, the important relation- 
ship was that between the indi- 
vidual soul and God. All human 
beings were on an equal plane 
in the eyes of their Creator. This 
idea ran counter to the theory 
and practice of an institution 
basic to the economy of the an- 
cient world, slavery. Christ was 
rejected by His own people, as 
prophets have always Wn, and 
His death on the cross and His 
resurrection provided His follow- 
ers and the future converts with 
an unforgettable symbol of a new 
dispensation, the son of God in 
human form suffering to atone 
for the sins of humanity, the 
supreme expression of divine 
mercy. Tliis conception is the 
basis of the teaching of Paul, the 
apostle to the gentiles, who in 
the middle years of the first cen- 
tury A.D. changed Christianity 
from a Jewish sect to a world- 
wide movement with flourishing 
churches all over Asia Minor and 
Greece, and even in Rome. In 
his First Epistle to the Corin- 
thians, Paul gives detailed ad- 
vice and formulates doctrine for 
the church at Corinth, which he 
himself had helped to found 
many years before. The burden 
of his message is the frailty and 
corruption of this life and world, 
and the certainty of resurrection. 
‘Tor this corruptible must put 
on incorruption, and this mortal 
must put on immortality." To 
those who had accepted this 
vision the secular materialism 
which was the dominant view in 
the new era of peace and prog- 
ress guaranteed by the stabiliza- 
tion of Roman rule was no 
longer tenable. 
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LATIN LITERATURE — ^PETRONIUS 

The pragmatic outlook which 
Christianity was to supplant is 
to be seen most clearly portrayed 
in the satiric masterpiece of the 
Roman aristocrat Petronius. The 
work which is attributed to him, 
the Satyricony was probably writ- 
ten during the principatc of Nero 
(54-68 A.D. ), a period in which 
the material benefits and the 
spiritual weakness of the new 
order had already become ap- 
parent. The Satyricon itself has 
survived only in fragments; we 
know nothing certain about the 
scope of the work as a whole, 
but from the fragments it is 
clear that this book is the work 
of a satiric genius, perhaps the 
most original genius of Latin lit- 
erature. 

‘The Banquet of Trimalchio,"' 
one of the longer fragments, 
selections from which are in- 
cluded here, shows us a trades- 
man's world. The narrator, a 
student of literature, and his 
cronies may have an aristocratic 
disdain for the businessmen at 
whose tables they eat, but they 
know that Trimalchio and his 
kind have inherited the earth. 
Trimalchio began life as a for- 
eign slave, but he is now a multi- 
millionaire. The representative 
of culture, Agamemnon the 
teacher, drinks his wine and 
praises his fatuous remarks; he 
is content to be the court jester, 
the butt of Trimalchio’s witti- 
cisms. Trimalchio knows no god 
but Mercury, the patron of busi- 
ness operations, but the gold 
bracelet, a percentage of his in- 
come which he has dedicated to 
Mercury, he wears on his own 
arm. He identifies himself with 
the god, and worships himself, 


the living embodiment of the 
power of money. The conversa- 
tion at his table is a sardonic 
revelation of the tempei of a 
whole civilization. Written in 
brilliantly humorous and collo- 
quial style it exposes mercilessly 
a blindness to spiritual values of 
any kind, a distrust of the intel- 
lect, and a ferocious preoccupa- 
tion with the art of cheating 
one's neighbor. The point is 
made more effective by the con- 
scious evocation of the epic tra- 
dition throughout the work. The 
names alone of the teacher, 
Agamemnon, and his assistant 
in instruction, Menelaus; the 
wall paintings which show “the 
Iliad and the Odyssey and the 
gladiator's show given by Lae- 
nas“; Trimalchio’s exhibition of 
monstrous ignorance of Homer 
(wljich nobody dares to cor- 
recl|); the Nestorian tone of 
G^ijymede, who regrets the old 
dayf when men were men (he is 
talMng of the time when Sa- 
fi^ius forced the bakers to lower 
the price of bread) — one touch 
after another reminds us that 
these figures are the final prod- 
uct of a tradition which began 
with Achilles and Odysseus. 

Tlie satire is witty, but it is 
none the less profound. All of 
them live for the moment, in 
material enjoyment, but they 
know that it cannot last. “Let us 
remember the living" is their 
watchword, but they cannot for- 
get the dead. And as the banquet 
goes on, the thought of death, 
suppressed beneath the debased 
Epicureanism of Trimalchio and 
his associates, emerges slowly to 
the surface of their conscious- 
ness and comes to dominate it 
completely. The last arrival at 
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the banquet is Habinnas the 
undertaker, and his coming coin- 
cides with the last stage of 
Trimalchio's drunkenness, the 
maudlin exhibition of his fu- 
neral clothes and the description 
of his tomb. “I would that I 
were dead,” says the Sibyl in the 
story Trimalchio tells early in 
the evening; at its end he him- 
self acts out his own funeral, 
complete with ointment, robes, 
wine, and trumpet players. The 
fact of death, the one fact which 
the practical materialism of 
Trimalchio and his circle can 
neither deny nor assimilate, as- 
serts itself triumphantly as the 
supreme fact in the emptiness 
of Trimalchio’s mind. 

ST. AUGUSTINE 

When Augustine was born in 
North Africa in 354 a.d. the era 
of Roman peace was already 
over. ITie invading barbarians 
had pierced the empire's de- 
fenses and were increasing their 
pressure every year. The eco- 
nomic basis of the empire was 
cracking under the strain of the 
enormous taxation needed to 
support the army; the land was 
exhausted. The empire was 
Christian, but the Church was 
split, beset by heresies and or- 
ganized heretical sects. The em- 
pire was about to go down to 
destruction, and there was every 
prospect that the Church would 
go down with it. 

Augustine, one of the men 
responsible for the consolidation 
of the Church in the West, es- 
pecially for the systematization 
of its doctrine and policy, was 
not converted to Christianity un- 
til he had reached middle life. 
^^Late I loved you. Beauty so 
ancient and so new,” he says in 
his Confessions {Confessiones, 


397 A.D.), written long after his 
conversion. The lateness of his 
conversion and his regret for his 
wasted youth were among the 
sources of the energy which 
drove him to assume the intel- 
lectual leadership of the West- 
ern Church and to guarantee, by 
combating heresy on the one 
hand and laying new ideological 
foundations for Christianity on 
the other, the Church's suwival 
through the dark centuries to 
come. Augustine had been 
brought up in the literary and 
philosophical tradition of the 
classical world, and it is partly 
because of his assimilation of 
classical literature and method 
to Christian training and teach- 
ing that the literature of the 
ancient world survived at all 
when Roman power collapsed in 
a welter of bloodshed and de- 
struction which lasted for gen- 
erations. 

In his Confessions he set 
down, for the benefit of others, 
the story of his early life and his 
conversion to Christianity. I’his 
is, as far as we know, the first 
real ancient autobiography, and 
that fact itself is a significant ex- 
pression of the Christian spirit, 
which proclaims the value of the 
individual soul and the impor- 
tance of its relation with God. 
Throughout the Confessions 
Augustine talks directly to God, 
in humility, yet conscious that 
God is concerned for him per- 
sonally; at the same time he 
comes to an understanding of his 
own feelings and development 
as a human being which marks 
his Confessions as one of the 
great literary documents of the 
Western world. His description 
of his childhood is the only de- 
tailed account of the childhood 



of a great man which antiquity 
has left us, and his accurate ob- 
servation and keen perception 
arc informed by the Hebrew and 
Christian idea of the sense of 
sin, "'So young, and such a sin- 
ner"' — from the beginning of his 
narrative to the end Augustine 
sees man not as the Greek at his 
most optimistic tended to see 
him, the center and potential 
master of the universe, but as a 
child, wandering in ignorance, 
capable of reclamation only 
through the divine mercy which 
waits eternally for him to turn 
to it. 

In Augustine are combined 
the intellectual tradition of the 
ancient world at its best and the 
religious feeling which was the 
characteristic of the Middle 
Ages. The transition from the 
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old world to the new can be 
seen in his pages; his analytical 
intellect pursues its Odyssey 
through strange and scattered 
islands — the mysticism of the 
Manichees, the skepticism of the 
Academic philosophers, the fa- 
talism of the astrologers — until 
he finds his home in the Church 
to which he was to render such 
great service. His account of his 
conversion in the garden at 
Milan records the true moment 
of transition from the ancient to 
the medieval world; the innu- 
merable defeats and victories, the 
burning towns and ravaged 
farms, the bloodshed, dates, and 
statistics of the end of an era 
are all illuminated and ordered 
by this moment in the history 
(rf the human spirit. Here is the 
point of change itself. 
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account of his unsuccessful campaign in 
Book IV, Chapters 103-109 of his 
History of the Peloponnesian War^ 
and mentions his exile in Book V, Chap- 
ter 26. He probably returned to Athens 
after the defeat in 404 b.c., but he did 
not live long enough to complete his 
history of the war; his book ends 
with the events of the year 411 b.c. 

A translation by Benjamin Jowett of 
the complete work is included in The 
Creek Historians, edited by F. R. B. 
Godolphin, Vol. I, 1942. There is also 
a translation by R. Crawley, 1876, re- 
printed 1934. 

Criticism. J. H. Finlay, Jr., Thucyd^ 
ides, 1947. 


SOPHOCLES 

Life and Writings. Born in 495 b.c. 
He was victorious over Aeschylus in 
the dramatic contest in 468 b.c. In 440 
B.c. he was appointed one of ten 
generals for the expedition against 
Samos. He died in 406 b.c. His plays 
are Antigone, 441? b.c.; Ajax; King 
Oedipus {Oedipus the King)\ Electra; 
Trackiniae; Philoctetes, 409 b.c.; Oedi- 
pus at Colonus (produced after his 
death, 401 b.c.). 

^ The standard edition in English, by 
Sir Richard C. Jebb, consists of seven 
separate volumes, 1884-1896, each 
containing a careful prose translation. 
For modern translations see E. F. 
Watling, The Theban Plays, 1947; Dud- 
ley Fitts, Greek Plays in Modern Trans- 
lations, 1947; David Grene and Rich- 
mond Lattimorc, Sophocles, Three Trag- 
edies, 1954. 

Criticism, C. M, Bowra, Sophoclean 
Tragedy, 1944; T. B. L, Webster, An 
Introduction to Sophocles, 1936; Ced- 
ric Whitman, Sophocles, 1951. 

EURIPIDES 

Life and Writings. Born in 480 
B.c. His first dramatic victory was in 
441 B.c. Among his plays are Alcestis, 
438 B.C.; Medea, 431 b.c.; Hippolytus, 
428 B.C.; Trojan Women, 415? b.c.; 
Orestes, 408 b.c. Some time after this 
he left Athens for Macedonia, where he 
di^ in 406 B.C. The Bacchae and 
iphtgenia at Aulis were produced at 
Athens after his death. Eighteen of his 
plays have been preserved. Good trans- 
lations are obtainable in Philip Vella- 
cott. ^ripidei, Akesti, and Other 
Phyt, t9S3; David Gren. and Rich- 
mond Lattimore, Euripides, Four Trag- 
edies, 1955. ® 

Csiiicisit. G M. A. Grube, The 
Drama of Eurtpides, 1941. 

PLATO 

Bora in Athens in 429 or 428 
B.C. He was present at the trial of 
Socrates, his teacher, b 399 b.c. After 
this he traveled widely, eventually re- 
to found his philo- 
sophical school^ the Academy. He made 


two visits to Sicily to act as philo- 
sophical and political tutor to the 
younger Dionysius, tyrant of Syracuse, 
but both of these interventions in prac- 
tical affairs were unfortunate. He died 
in 347 B.C. 

Writings. The whole of his work is 
preserved; all of his writings except 
the last, The Laws, are dialogues in 
which Socrates is the chief speaker. A 
complete translation is Benjamin 
Jowett, The Dialogues of Plato, 1925. 
Ihe best translation of Plato’s most 
famous work, The Republic, is by F. 
M. Cornford, 1945. Translations by 
Percy Bysshe Shelley of the Ion and 
Symposium are to be found in Five 
Dialogues of Plato, Everyman’s Library, 
1952. 

Criticism. A. E. Taylor, Plato, The 
Man and His Work, 1927. 

ARISTOTLE 

Life. Born at Stagira (Macedonia) 
in 384 b.c. In 367 b.c. he went to 
Athens and became a pupil of Plato 
at the Academy. He left Athens in 347 
B.C, (the year Plato died), spent some 
years in the Greek cities of Asia 
Minor, and in 342 b.c. went to Mace- 
donia as tutor to the young Alexander, 
then thirteen years of age. In 335 b.c., 
when Alexander succeeded to the throne 
of Macedonia, Aristotle returned to 
Athens, where he founded a school, the 
Lyceum. He directed the school, lectur- 
ing and' writing, until 323 b.c., the 
year of Alexander’s death at Babylon. 
Aristotle himself died at Chalcis, in 
Euboea, in the next year. 

Writings. His writings cover almost 
the whole field of human knowledge. 
Among the subjects he treated are 
logic, rhetoric, literary criticism, phys- 
ics, metaphysics, politics, mathematics, 
meteorology, zoology, and history. For 
the complete works see the Oxford 
translation, completed in 1931. For the 
Poetics, see Ingram Bywater, Aristotle 
on the Art of Poetry, 1909; S. H. 
Butcher, Aristotle^ s Theory of Poetry 
and the Fine Arts, 1907. 

CHmciSM. Werner Jaeger, Aristotle. 


ROME — GENERAL 

For a good one-volume history of 
19°3T of Rome, 


Life and Writings. Titus Lucretius 
Carus, born about 99 b.c. He died in 
55 B.C., a suicide, according to rumor. 
His only work is the didactic poem On 
the Nature o) Things (De rerum na- 
/W'O), a philosophical poem in six books. 
Ihe best edition (with prose transla- 
tion) is by C. Bailey, 3 vols., 1946. For 
a verse translation of the whole poem 
we the version by W. E. Leonard. 
Everyman’s Library, 1947. 
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Criticism. £. £. Sikes, Lucretius, had enormous influence. These were 
Poet and Philosopher, 1936. followed by the Georgies, a didactic 

CICERO poem on farming, in four books, which 

Life and Writings. Marcus Tullius many critics consider his finest work. 

Cicero, born in 106 b.c. He studied at The Aeneid, the Roman epic, was left 

Athens, went into law, and soon became unfinished at his early death in 19 a c. 

prominent in politics. In 70 b.c. he sue- Recent translations are by Cecil Day 

cessfully pleaded the case of the Sicilians Lewis, The Georgies, 1940, and The 

against Verres, a corrupt governor. In Aeneid oj Virgil, 1952. John Dryden’s 

63 B.c. he attained the highest repub- classic versions of the Georgies and the 

lican office, the consulate, and during Aeneid can be found in The Complete 

his term put down forcibly an insurrec- Poems of John Dryden, 1949. 

tion led by Catiline. Later, a reaction Criticism. T. R. Glover, Virgil, 
against his policies caused him to retire 1923; W. F. J. Knight, Roman VergU, 
from Rome, he returned in 55 b.c. When 1944. 
the civil war broke out in 49 b.c. he petronius 

took sides with Pompey against Julius Life. It is not certain that Caius 
Caesar; after Pompey ’s defeat and death Petronius (Arbiter) was the author of 

he was pardoned and returned to Rome. the Satyricon, but he is the best candi- 

After Caesar’s murder in 44 b.c. Cicero date. A friend of Nero’s, he committed 

led the opposition against Caesar’s lieu- suicide at the imperial order after be- 

tenant, Antony, and he was murdered in coming involved in the Pisonian con- 

43 B.c. at Antony’s orders. He has left spiracy against the emperor in 65 a.d. 

a great number of speeches, both forensic A brilliant account of Petronius* char- 

and political, which have served as acter and death is given by Tacitus in 

models for Western oratory ever since; the eighteenth and nineteenth chapters 

philosophical works, in which he made of Book XVI of the Annals, 

available to the Latin-speaking (and ST. Augustine 

medieval) world the achievements of Life and Writings. Aurelius Augus- 
Greek philosophy; works on rhetoric; tinus, born in 354 a.d at Tagaste, in 

and a huge collection of private letters, North Africa. He was baptized as a 

which give a fascinating and uncensored Christian in 387 a.d. and ordained 

picture of his life and times. Transla- bi$hop of Hippo, in North Africa, in 

tions of almost all of his works are to jpfS a.d. When he died there in 430 

be found in the Loeb Classical Library. the city was besieged by Gothic 

Biography and Criticism. For a invaders. Besides the Confessions (Cow- 

good biography see E. G. Sihler, Cicero feisiones, written in 397 a.d.) he wrote 

of Arpinum, 1914. See also J. L. Stra- ;pke City of God (De civitate dei, fin- 

chan -Davidson, Cicero and the Pall of iil|ed in 426 a.d.) and many polemical 

the Roman Republic, 1903. Ir4rks against schismatics and heretics. 

VIRGIL T^nslations of The City of God may 

Life and Writings. Publius Virgilius oe found in Everyman’s Library and 

Maro, born in 70 b.c. in the north of tMso in tbe Loeb Classical Library, 

Italy. Very little is known about his Rrbich also includes some of his letters, 

life. The earliest work which is cer- For a modern translation of the Cow- 

tainly his is the Bucolics, a collection of Sessions see F. J. Sheed, The Confessions 

poems in the pastoral genre which have of St, Augustine, 1943. 


The Old Testament* 

[The Creation]\ 

1. In the beginning God created the heaven and the earth. And 
the earth was without form, and void; and darkness was upon the 
face of the deep. And the Spirit of God moved upon the face of the 
waters. 

And God said, Let there be light: and there was light. And God 
saw the light, that it was good: and God divided the light from the 
darkness. And God called the light Day, and the darkness he called 
Night. And the evening and the morning were the first day. 

* The text of these selections from James, or Authorized, Version, 

the Holy Bible is that of the King f Genesis 1:1 — ^3:24. 
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And God said, Let there be a firmament in the midst of the 
waters,^ and let it divide the waters from the waters. And God made 
the firmament, and divided the waters which were under the firma- 
ment from the waters which were above the firmament: and it was 
so. And God called the firmament Heaven. And the evening and 
the morning were the second day. 

And God said, Let the waters under the heaven be gathered to- 
gether unto one place, and let the dry land appear: and it was so. 
And God called the dry land Earth; and the gathering together of 
the waters called he Seas: and God saw that it was good. And God 
said, Let the earth bring forth grass, the herb yielding seed, and the 
fruit tree yielding fruit after his kind, whose seed is in itself, upon 
the earth: and it was so. And the earth brought forth grass, and herb 
yielding seed after his kind, and the tree yielding fruit, whose seed 
was in itself, after his kind: and God saw that it was good. And the 
evening and the morning were the third day. 

And God said. Let there be lights in the firmament of the heaven 
to divide the day from the night; and let them be for signs, and for 
seasons, and for days, and years: and let them be for lights in the 
firmament of the heaven to give light upon the earth: and it was so. 
And God made two great lights; the greater light to rule the day, and 
the lesser light to rule the night: he made the stars also. And God set 
them in the firmament of the heaven to give light upon the earth, 
and to rule over the day and over the night, and to divide the light 
from the darkness: and God saw that it was good. And the evening 
and the morning were the fourth day. And God said. Let the waters 
bring forth abundantly the moving creature that hath life, and fowl^ 
that may fly above the earth in the open firmament of heaven. And 
God created great whales, and every living creature that moveth, 
which the waters brought forth abundantly, after their kind, and 
every winged fowl after his kind: and God saw that it was good. 
And God blessed them, saying. Be fruitful, and multiply, and fill 
the waters in the seas, and let fowl multiply in the earth. And the 
evening and the morning were the fifth day. 

And God said. Let the earth bring forth the living creature after 
his Iciiid, cattle, and creeping thing, and beast of the earth after his 
kind: and it was so. And God made the beast of the earth after his 
kind, and cattle after their kind, and everything that creepeth upon 
the earth after his kind: and God saw that it was good. 

And God said. Let us make man in our image, after our like- 
ness: and let them have dominion over the fish of the sea, and over 
the fowl of the air, and over the cattle, and over all the earth, and 

1. The firmament is the sky, which which come down in the form of rain, 

seen from has the appearance of 2. winged creatures of all kinds, 
a celling ; the waters above it are those 
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over every creeping thing that creepeth upon the earth. So God 
created man in his own image, in the image of God created he him; 
male and female created he them. And God blessed them, and God 
said unto them. Be fruitful, and multiply, and replenish the eartli, 
and subdue it: and have dominion over the fish of the sea, and over 
the fowl of the air, and over every living thing that inoveth upon 
the earth. 

And God said. Behold, I have given you every herb bearing seed, 
which is upon the face of all the earth, and every tree, in the which 
is the fruit of a tree yielding seed; to you it shall be for meat. And 
to every beast of the earth, and to every fowl of the air, and to every 
thing that creepeth upon the earth, wherein there is life, I have 
given every green herb for meat: and it was so. And God saw every 
thing that he had made, and, behold, it was very good. And the 
evening and the morning were the sixth day. 

2. Thus the heavens and the earth were finished, and all the host 
of them. And on the seventh day God ended his work which he 
had made; and he rested on the seventh day from all his work which 
he had made. And God blessed the seventh day, and sanctified it: 
because that in it he had rested from all his work which God created 
and made. 

These are the generations of the havens and of the earth when 
they were created,® in the day that the Lord God made the earth 
and the heavens, and every plant of the field before it was in the 
earth, and every herb of the field befc^c it grew: for the Lord God 
had not caused it to rain upon the <iatth, and there was not a man 
to till the ground. But there went tip a mist from the earth, and 
watered the whole face of the ground. And the Lord God formed 
man of the dust of the ground, and breathed into his nostrils the 
breath of life; and man became a living soul. 

And the Lord God planted a garden eastward in Eden; and there 
he put the man whom he had formed. And out of the ground made 
the Lord God to grow every tree that is pleasant to the sight, and 
good for food; the tree of life also in the midst of the garden, and 
the tree of knowledge of good and evil. And a river went out of 
Eden to water the garden; and from thence it was parted, and 
became into four heads. The name of the first is Pison: that is it 
which compasseth the whole land of Havilah, where there is gold; 
and the gold of that land is good: there is bdellium and the onyx 
stone. And the name of the second river is Gihon: the same is it that 
compasseth the whole land of Ethiopia. And the name of the third 

3. This is the beginning of a different account of the Creation, which does not 
agree in all respects with the first. 
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river is Hiddekel: that is it which goeth toward the east of Assyria* 
And the fourth river is Euphrates. And the Lord God took the 
man, and put him into the garden of Eden to dress it and to keep 
it. And the Lord God commanded the man, saying, Of every tree of 
the garden thou mayest freely eat: but of the tree of the knowledge 
of good and evil, thou shalt not eat of it: for in the day that thou 
catest thereof thou shalt surely die. 

And the Lord God said. It is not good that the man should be 
alone; I will make him an help meet for him. And out of the ground 
the Lord God formed every beast of the field, and every fowl of the 
air; and brought them unto Adam to see what he would call them: 
and whatsoever Adam called every living creature, that was the 
name thereof. And Adam gave names to all cattle, and to the fowl 
of the air, and to every beast of the field; but for Adam there was not 
found an help meet for him. And the Lord God caused a deep sleep 
to fall upon Adam, and he slept: and he took one of his ribs, and 
closed up the flesh instead thereof; and the rib, which the Lord God 
had taken from man, made he a woman, and brought her unto the 
man. And Adam said, This is now bone of my bones, and flesh of 
my flesh: she shall be called Woman, because she was taken out of 
Man. Therefore shall a man leave his father and his mother, and 
shall cleave unto his wife: and they shall be one flesh. And they 
were both naked, the man and his wife, and were not ashamed. 

3. Now the serpent was more subtil than any beast of the field 
which the Lord God had made. And he said unto the woman. 
Yea, hath God said, Yc shall not eat of every tree of the garden? 
And the woman said unto the serpent, We may eat of the fruit of 
the trees of the garden: but of the fruit of the tree which is in the 
midst of the garden, God hath said, Ye shall not eat of it, neither 
shall ye touch it, lest ye die. And the serpent said unto the woman. 
Ye shall not surely die: for God doth know that in the day ye eat 
thereof, then your eyes shall be opened, and ye shall be as gods, 
knowing good and evil. And when the woman saw that the tree 
was good for food, and that it was pleasant to the eyes, and a tree 
to be desired to make one wise, she took the fruit thereof, and did 
eat, and gave also unto her husband with her; and he did eat. And 
the eyes of them both were opened, and they knew that they were 
naked; and they sewed fig leaves together, and made themselves 
aprons. And they heard the voice of the Lord God walking in the 
garden in the cool of the day: and Adam and his wife hid themselves 
from the presence of the Lord God amongst the trees of the garden. 
And the Lord God called unto Adam, and said unto him. Where 
art thou? And he said, I heard thy voice in the garden, and I was 
afraid, because I was naked; and I hid myself. And he said. Who 
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told thee that thou wast naked? Hast thou eaten of the tree, whereof 
I commanded thee that thou shouldest not eat? And the man said, 
The woman whom thou gavest to be with me, she gave me of the 
tree, and I did eat. And the Lord God said unto the woman, What 
is this that thou hast done? And the woman said, The serpent 
beguiled me, and I did eat. And the Lord God said unto the serpent, 
Because thou hast done this, thou art cursed above all cattle, and 
above every beast of the field; upon thy belly shalt thou go, and 
dust shalt thou cat all the days of thy life: and I will put enmity 
between thee and the woman, and between thy seed and her seed; 
it shall bruise thy head, and thou shalt bruise his heel. Unto the 
woman he said, I will greatly multiply thy sorrow and thy coneep- 
tion; in sorrow thou shalt bring forth children; and thy desire shall 
be to thy husband, and he shall rule over thee. And unto Adam 
he said. Because thou hast hearkened unto the voice of thy wife, 
and hast eaten of the tree, of which I commanded thee, saying, 
Thou shalt not cat of it: cursed is the ground for thy sake; in sorrow 
shalt thou eat of it all the days of thy life; thorns also and thistles 
shall it bring forth to thee; and thou shalt cat the herb of the field; 
in the sweat of thy face shalt thou eat bread, till thou return unto 
the ground; for out of it wast thou taken: for dust thou art, and 
unto dust shalt thou return. And Adam called his wife’s name Eve; 
because she was the mother of all Uv|ng. Unto Adam also and to 
his wife did the Lord God make coata of skins, and clothed them. 

And the Lord God said. Behold, thn man is become as one of us, 
to know good and evil: and now, leal he put forth his hand, and 
take also of the tree of life, and cat,iatid live forever: therefore the 
Lord God sent him forth from th# garden of Eden, to till the 
ground from whence he was taken.. So he drove out the man; and 
he placed at the east of the garden of Eden Chcrubims, and a 
flaming sword which turned every way, to keep the way of the tree 
of life. 


[The Story of Joseph]* 

yj, . . . Joseph, being seventeen years old, was feeding the flock 
with his brethren; and the lad was with the sons of Bilhah, and 
with the sons of Zilpah, his father’s wives: and Joseph brought unto 
his father! their evil report.^ Now Israel loved Joseph more than 
all his children, because he was the son of his old age: and he made 
him a coat of many colours. And when his brethren saw that their 
father loved him more than all his brethren, they hated him, and 
could not speak peaceably unto him. 

And Joseph dreamed a dream, and he told it his brethren: and 


♦From Genesis 37:2—46:7, 
1. Israel. 


2. Joseph reported their misdeeds. 
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they hated him yet the more. And he said unto them, Hear, I pray 
you, this dream which I have dreamed: for, behold, we were binding 
sheaves in the field, and, lo, my sheaf arose, and also stood upright; 
and, behold, your sheaves stood round about, and made obeisance 
to® my sheaf. And his brethren said to him, Shalt thou indeed reign 
over us? or shalt thou indeed have dominion over us? And they hated 
him yet the more for his dreams, and for his words. 

And he dreamed yet another dream, and told it his brethren, and 
said. Behold, I have dreamed a dream more; and, behold, the sun 
and the moon and the eleven stars made obeisance to me. And he 
told it to his father, and to his brethren: and his father rebuked 
him, and said unto him. What is this dream that thou hast 
dreamed? Shall I and thy mother and thy brethren indeed come to 
bow down ourselves to thee to the earth? And his brethren envied 
him; but his father observed the saying. 

And his brethren went to feed their father’s flock in Shechem. 
And Israel said unto Joseph, Do not thy brethren feed the flock 
in Shechem? come, and I will send thee unto them. And he 
said to him. Here am I. And he said to him, Go, I pray thee, see 
whether it be well with thy brethren, and well with the flocks; and 
bring me word again. So he sent him out of the vale of Hebron, and 
he came to Shechem. 

And a certain man found him, and, behold, he was wandering 
in the field: and the man asked him, saying, What scekest thou? 
And he said, I seek my brethren: tell me, 1 pray thee, wlicre they 
feed their flocks. And the man said. They arc departed hence; for 
I heard them say, Let us go to Dothan. And Joseph went after his 
brethren, and found them in Dothan. And when they saw him afar 
off, even before he came near unto them, they conspired against 
him to slay him. And they said one to another. Behold, this dreamer 
cometh. Come now therefore, and let us slay him, and cast him 
into some pit, and we will say. Some evil beast hath devoured him: 
and we shall see what will become of his dreams. And Reuben 
heard it, and he delivered him out of their hands; and said. Let 
us not kill him. And Reuben said unto them. Shed no blood, but 
cast him into this pit that is in the wilderness, and lay no hand upon 
him; that he might rid him out of their hands, to deliver him to 
his father again. 

And it came to pass, when Joseph was come unto his brethren, 
that they stripped Joseph out of his coat, his coat of many colours 
that was on him; and they took him, and cast him into a pit: and 
the pit was empty, there was no water in it. And they sat down to 
eat bread: and they lifted up their eyes and looked, and, behold, 
a company of Ishmeelites came from Gilead with their camels 

3. bowed down to. 
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bearing spicery and balm and myrrh, going to carry it down to 
Egypt. And Judah said unto his brethren, What profit is it if we slay 
our brother, and conceal his blood? Come, and let us sell him to the 
Ishmeelites, and let not our hand be upon him; for he is our brother 
and our flesh. And his brethren were content. Then there passed by 
Midianites merchantmen;* and they® drew and lifted up Joseph 
out of the pit, and sold Joseph to the Ishmeelites for twenty pieces 
of silver: and they® brought Joseph into Egypt. 

And Reuben returned unto the pit; and, behold, Joseph was not 
in the pit; and he rent his clothes. And he returned unto his breth- 
ren, and said, The child is not; and I, whither shall I go? And they 
took Joseph's coat, and killed a kid of the goats, and dipped tlie 
coat in the blood; and they sent the coat of many colours, and they 
brought it to their father; and said. This have we found: know now 
whether it be thy son's coat or no. And he knew it, and said, It 
is my son's coat; an evil beast hath devoured him; Joseph is without 
doubt rent in pieces. And Jacob’^ rent his clothes, and put sackcloth 
upon his loins, and mourned for his son many days. And all his 
sons and all his daughters rose up to comfort him; but he refused to 
be comforted; and he said. For I will go down into the grave unto 
my son mourning. Thus his father wept for him. . . . 

39. And Joseph was brought down .to Egypt; and Potiphar, an 
officer of Pharaoh,® captain of the giiaed, an Egyptian, bought him 
of the hands of the Ishmeelites, which had brought him down 
thither. And the Lord was with Joseph, and he was a prosperous 
man; and he was in the house of his master the Egyptian. And his 
master saw that the Lord was with him, and that the Lord made all 
he did to prosper in his hand. And Joseph found grace in his sight, 
and he served him: and he made him overseer over his house, and 
all that he had he put into his hand. And it came to pass from the 
time that he had made him overseer in his house, and over all that 
he had, that the Lord blessed the Egyptian's house for Joseph’s 
sake; and the blessing of the Lord was upon all that he had in the 
house, and in the field. And he left all that he had in Joseph's 

hand; and he knew not ought he had, save the bread which he did 

eat. And Joseph was a goodly person, and well favoured.® 

And it came to pass after these things, that his master's wife cast 
her eyes upon Joseph; and she said. Lie with me. But he refused, 
and said unto his master's wife. Behold, my master wotteth not 
what is with me in the house, and he hath committed all that he 

4. The confusion in this passage may 6. the Ishmeelites. 

be due to the fact that the version we 7. Israel. 

have is a composite of two different 8. the Egyptian king, 

versions. 9. handsome. 

5. the brothers. 
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hath to my hand; there is none greater in this house than I; neither 
hath he kept back any thing from me but thee, because thou art his 
wife: how then can I do this great wickedness, and sin against God? 
And it came to pass, as she spake to Joseph day by day, that he 
hearkened not unto her, to lie by her, or to be with her. And it came 
to pass about this time, that Joseph went into the house to do his 
business; and there was none of the men of the house there within. 
And she caught him by his garment, saying, Lie with me: and he 
left his garment in her hand, and fled and got him out. And it came 
to pass, when she saw that he had left his garment in her hand, and 
was fled forth, that she called unto the men of her house, and spoke 
unto them, saying, See, he hath brought in an Hebrew unto us to 
mock us; he came in unto me to lie with me, and I cried with a loud 
voice: and it came to pass, when he heard that I lifted up my voice 
and cried, that he left his garment with me, and fled, and got him 
out. And she laid up his garment by her, until his lord came home. 
And she spake unto him according to these words, saying, The 
Hebrew servant, which thou hast brought unto us, came in unto 
me to mock me: and it came to pass, as I lifted up my voice and 
cried, that he left his garment with me, and fled out. And it came 
to pass, when his master heard the words of his wife, which she 
spake unto him, saying, After this manner did thy servant to me; 
that his wrath was kindled. And Joseph's master took him, and put 
him into the prison, a place where the king's prisoners were bound: 
and he was there in the prison. 

But the Lord was with Joseph, and showed him mercy, and gave 
him favour in the sight of the keeper of the prison. And the keeper 
of the prison committed to Joseph's hand all the prisoners that were 
in the prison; and whatsoever they did there, he was the doer of 
it. The keeper of the prison looked not to any thing that was under 
his^® hand; because the Lord was with and that which 

he did, the Lord made it to prosper. 

40. And it came to pass after these things that the butler of 
the king of Egypt and his baker had offended their lord the king of 
Egypt. And Pharaoh was wroth against two of his officers, against 
the chief of the butlers, and against the chief of the bakers. And he 
put them in ward in the house of the captain of the guard, into 
the prison, the place where Joseph was bound. And the captain of 
the guard charged Joseph with them, and he served them: and they 
continued a season in ward. 

And they dreamed a dream both of them, each man his dream 
in one night, each man according to the interpretation of his 
dream, the butler and the baker of the king of Egypt, which were 

10. Joseph’s. 11. Joseph. 
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bound in the prison. And Joseph came in unto them in the morning, 
and looked upon them, and, behold, they were sad. And he asked 
Pharaoh's officers that were with him in the ward of his lord's house, 
saying. Wherefore look ye so sadly to day? And they said unto him, 
We have dreamed a dream, and there is no interpreter of it. And 
Joseph said unto them, Do not interpretations belong to God? tell 
me them, I pray you. And the chief butler told his dream to Joseph, 
and said to him. In my dream, behold, a vine was before me; and 
in the vine were three branches: and it was as though it budded, and 
her blossoms shot forth; and the clusters thereof brought forth ripe 
grapes: and Pharaoh's cup was in my hand: and I took the grapes, 
and pressed them into Pharaoh's cup, and I gave the cup into 
Pharaoh's hand. And Joseph said unto him. This is the interpreta- 
tion of it: the three branches are three days: yet within three days 
shall Pharaoh lift up thine head, and restore thee unto thy place: and 
thou shalt deliver Pharaoh's cup into his hand, after the former 
manner when thou wast his butler. But think on me when it shall 
be well with thee, and shew kindness, I pray thee, unto me, and 
make mention of me unto Pharaoh, and bring me out of this house: 
for indeed I was stolen away out of the land of the Hebrews: and 
here also have I done nothing that they should put me into the 
dungeon. Wlicn the chief baker saw ftliat the interpretation was 
good, he said unto Joseph, I also was i|i my dream, and, behold, I 
had three white baskets on my head: slid in the uppermost basket 
there was of all manner of bakemeatstfor Pharaoh; and the birds 
did eat them out of the basket upon my^^hcad. And Joseph answered 
and said, This is the interpretation Iticreof: the three baskets are 
three days: yet within three days shall Pharaoh lift up thy head 
from off thee, and shall hang thee on a tree; and the birds shall eat 
thy flesh from off thee. 

And it came to pass the third day, which was Pharaoh's birthday, 
that he made a feast unto all his servants: and he lifted up the 
head of the chief butler and of the chief baker among his servants. 
And he restored the chief butler unto his butlership again; and he 
gave the cup into Pharaoh's hand. But he hanged the chief baker: 
as Joseph had interpreted to them. Yet did not the chief butler 
remember Joseph, but forgat him. 

41. And it came to pass at the end of two full years, that 
Pharaoh dreamed: and, behold, he stood by the river. And, behold, 
there came up out of the river seven well favoured kine^^ 
fleshed; and they fed in a meadow. And, behold, seven other kine 
came up after them out of the river, ill favoured and leanfleshed; 
and stood by the other kine upon the brink of the river. And the 
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ill favoured and leanfleshed kine did eat up the seven well favoured 
and fat kine. So Pharaoh awoke. And he slept and dreamed the 
second time: and, behold, seven ears of corn came up upon one 
stalk, rank^® and good. And, behold, seven thin ears and blasted 
with the east wind sprung up after them. And the seven thin ears 
devoured the seven rank and full cars. And Pharaoh awoke, and, 
behold, it was a dream. And it came to pass in the morning that his 
spirit was troubled; and he sent and called for all the magicians of 
Egypt, and all the wise men thereof: and Pharaoh told them his 
dream; but there was none that could interpret them unto Pharaoh. 

Then spake the chief butler unto Pharaoh, saying, I do remember 
my faults this day: Pharaoh was wroth with his servants, and put 
me in ward in the captain of the guard's house, both me and the 
chief baker: and wc dreamed a dream in one night, I and he; wc 
dreamed each man according to the interpretation of his dream. And 
there was there with us a young man, an Hebrew, servant to the 
captain of the guard; and we told him, and he interpreted to us our 
dreams; to each man according to his dream he did interpret. And 
it came to pass, as he interpreted to us, so it was; me he restored 
unto mine office, and him he hanged. 

Then Pharaoh sent and called Joseph, and they brought him 
hastily out of the dungeon: and he shaved himself, and changed his 
raiment, and came in unto Pharaoh. And Pharaoh said unto Joseph, 
I have dreamed a dream, and there is none that can interpret it: and 
I have heard say of thee that thou canst understand a dream to 
interpret it. And Joseph answered Pharaoh, saying, It is not in me: 
God shall give Pharaoh an answer of peace. And Pharaoh said unto 
Joseph, In my dream, behold, I stood upon the bank of the river: 
and, behold, there came up out of the river seven kine, fatfleshed 
and well favoured; and they fed in a meadow: and, behold, seven 
other kine came up after them, poor and very ill favoured and lean- 
fleshed, such as I never saw in all the land of Egypt for badness: 
and the lean and the ill favoured kine did eat up the first seven 
fat kine; and when they had eaten them up, it could not be known 
that they had eaten them; but they were still ill favoured, as at the 
beginning. So I awoke. And I saw in my dream, and, behold, seven 
cars came up in one stalk, full and good: and, behold, seven ears, 
withered, thin, and blasted with the east wind, sprung up after 
them: and the thin ears devoured the seven good ears: and I told 
this unto the magicians; but there was none that could declare it 
to me. 

And Joseph said unto Pharaoh, The dream of Pharaoh is one: 
God hath shewed Pharaoh what he is about to do. The seven good 
kine are seven years; and the seven goods ears are seven years: the 
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dream is one. And the seven thin and ill favoured kine that came 
up after them are seven years; and the seven empty ears blasted 
with the east wind shall be seven years of famine. This is the thing 
which I have spoken unto Pharaoh: what God is about to do he 
sheweth unto Pharaoh. Behold, there come seven years of great 
plenty throughout all the land of Egypt: and there shall arise after 
them seven years of famine; and all the plenty shall be forgotten in 
the land of Egypt; and the famine shall consume the land; and the 
plenty shall not be known in the land by reason of that famine 
following; for it shall be very grievous. And for that the dream was 
doubled unto Pharaoh twice; it is because the thing is established 
by God, and God will shortly bring it to pass. Now therefore let 
Pharaoh look out a man discreet and wise, and set him over the 
land of Egypt. Let Pharaoh do this, and let him appoint officers over 
the land, and take up the fifth part of the land^^ of Egypt in the 
seven plenteous years. And let them gather all the food of those 
good years that come, and lay up corn under the hand of Pharaoh, 
and let them keep food in the cities. And that food shall be for 
store to the land against the seven years of famine, which shall be 
in the land of Egypt; that the land perish not through the famine. 

And the thing was good in the eyes of Pharaoh, and in the eyes 
of all his servants. And Pharaoh said untt) his servants. Can we find 
such a one as this is, a man in whom the Spirit of God is? And 
Pharaoh said unto Joseph, Forasmuch asl God hath shewed thee all 
this, there is none so discreet and wise US thou art: thou shalt be 
over my house, and according unto thy Word shall all my people be 
ruled: only in the throne will I be greater than thou. And Pharaoh 
said unto Joseph, See, I have set thee over all the land of Egypt. 
And Pharaoh took off his ring from his hand, and put it upon 
Joseph's hand, and arrayed him in vestures of fine linen, and put 
a gold chain about his neck; and he made him to ride in the second 
chariot which he had; and they cried before him. Bow the knee: 
and he made him ruler over all the land of Egypt. And Pharaoh 
said unto Joseph, I am Pharaoh, and without thee shall no man 
lift his hand or foot in all the land of Egypt. And Pharaoh called 
Joseph's name Zaphnath-paaneah; and he gave him to wife Asenath 
the daughter of Poti-pherah priest of On. And Joseph went out over 
all the land of Egypt. 

And Joseph was thirty years old and when he stood before Phar- 
aoh king of Egypt. And Joseph went out from the presence of 
Pharaoh, and went throughout all the land of Egypt. And in the 
seven plenteous years the earth brought forth by handfuls. And he 
gathered up all the food of the seven years, which were in the land 
of Egypt, and laid up the food in the cities: the food of the field, 
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48 • The Old Testament 

which was round about every city, laid he up in the same. And 
Joseph gathered corn as the sand of the sea, very much, until he 
left numbering; for it was without number. And unto Joseph were 
born two sons before the years .of famine came, which Asenath the 
daughter of Poti-pherah priest of On bare unto him. And Joseph 
called the name of the first born Manasseh:^® For God, said he, 
hath made me forget all my toil, and all my father's house. And the 
name of the second called he Ephraim:^® For God hath caused me 
to be fruitful in the land of my afiliction. 

And the seven years of plenteousness, that was in the land of 
Egypt, were ended. And the seven years of dearth^^ began to come, 
according as Joseph had said: and the dearth was in all lands; but 
in all the land of Egypt there was bread. And when all the land 
of Egypt was famished, the people cried to Pharaoh for bread: and 
Pharaoh said unto all the Egyptians, Go unto Joseph; what he 
saith to you, do. And the famine was over all the face of the earth. 
And Joseph opened all the storehouses, and sold unto the Egyptians; 
and the famine \\’axcd sore in the land of Egypt. And all countries 
came into Egypt to Joseph for to buy corn; because that the famine 
was so sore in all lands. 

42. Now when Jacob saw that there was corn in Egypt, Jacob 
said unto his sons. Why do ye look one upon another? And he 
said. Behold, I have heard that there is corn in Egypt; get you down 
thither, and buy for us from tlience; that we may live, and not die. 

And Joseph's ten brethren went down to buy corn in Egypt. But 
Benjamin,^® Joseph's brother, Jacob sent not with his brethren; for 
he said. Lest perad venture mischief befall him. And the sons of 
Israel came to buy corn among tliose that came: for the famine was 
in the land of Canaan. And Joseph was the governor over the land, 
and he it was that sold to all the people of the land: and Joseph's 
brethren came, and bowed down themselves before him with their 
faces to the earth. And Joseph saw his brethren, and he knew them, 
but made himself strange unto them, and spake roughly unto them; 
and he said unto them. Whence come ye? And they said. From 
the land of Canaan to buy food. And Joseph knew his brethren, but 
they knew not him. And Joseph remembered the dreams which he 
dreamed of them, and said unto them. Ye are spies; to see the 
nakedness of the land ye are come. And they said unto him, Nay, 
my lord, but to buy food are thy servants come. We are all one man's 
sons; we are true men, thy servants are no spies. And he said unto 
them. Nay, but to see the nakedness of the land ye are come. And 
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they said, Thy servants are twelve brethren, the sons of one man 
in the land of Canaan; and, behold, the youngest is this day with 
oui father, and one is not. And Joseph said unto them, That is it 
that I spake unto you, saying. Ye are spies: Hereby ye shall be 
proved: By the life of Pharaoh ye shall not go forth hence, except 
your youngest brother come hither. Send one of you, and let him 
fetch your brother, and ye shall be kept in prison, that your words 
may be proved, whether there be any truth in you: or else by the 
life of Pharaoh surely ye are spies. And he put them all together 
into ward three days. And Joseph said unto them the third day. This 
do, and live; for I fear God: if ye be true men, let one of your 
brethren be bound in the house of your prison: go ye, carry corn 
for the famine of your houses: but bring your youngest brother unto 
me; so shall your words be verified, and ye shall not die. And they 
did so. 

And they said one to another. We are verily guilty concerning 
our brother, in that we saw the anguish of his soul, when he 
besouglit us, and we would not hear; therefore is this distress come 
upon us. And Reuben answered them, saying. Spake I not unto 
you, saying. Do not sin against the child; and ye would not hear? 
therefore, behold, also his blood is required. And they knew not that 
Joseph understood them; for he spake urto them by an interpreter. 
And he turned himself about from thcni, and wept; and returned 
to them again, and communed with them, and took from them 
Simeon, and bound him before their ejrefe. 

Then Joseph commanded to fill their sacks with corn, and to 
restore every man’s money into his sackj and to give them provision 
for the way: and thus did he unto thenl. And they laded their asses 
with the corn, and departed thence. And as one of them opened his 
sack to give his ass provender in the inn, he espied his money; for, 
behold, it was in his sack’s mouth. And he said unto his brethren, 
My money is restored; and, lo, it is even in my sack: and their heart 
failed them, and they were afraid, saying one to another, What is 
this that God hath done unto us? 

And they came unto Jacob their father unto the land of Canaan, 
and told him all that befell unto them; saying, The man, who is 
lord of the land, spake roughly to us, and took us for spies of the 
country. And we said unto him. We are true men; we arc no spies: 
we be twelve brethren, sons of our father; one is not, and the 
youngest is this day with our father in the land of Canaan. And the 
man, the lord of the country, said unto us, Hereby shall I know 
that ye are true men; leave one of your brethren here with me, and 
take food for the famine of your households, and be gone: and 
bring your youngest brother unto me: then shall I know that ye 
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are no spies, but that ye are true men: so will I deliver you your 
brother, and ye shall traffick in the land. 

And it came to pass as they emptied their sacks, that, behold, 
every man's bundle of money was in his sack: and when both they 
and their father saw the bundles of money, they were afraid. And 
Jacob their father said unto them, Me have ye bereaved of my 
children: Joseph is not, and Simeon is not, and ye will take Ben- 
jamin away: all these things are against me. 

And Reuben spake unto his father, saying, Slay my two sons, if 
I bring him not to thee: deliver him into my hand, and I will bring 
him to thee again. And he said. My son shall not go down with 
you; for his brother is dead, and he is left alone: if mischief befall 
him by the way in the which yc go, then shall ye bring down my 
gray hairs with sorrow to the grave. 

43. And the famine was sore in the land. And it came to pass, 
when they had eaten up the corn which they had brought out of 
Egypt, their father said unto them. Go again, buy us a little food. 
And Judah spake unto him, saying, The man did solemnly protest 
unto us, saying, Yc shall not see my face, except your brother be 
with you. If thou wilt send our brother with us, we will go down 
and buy thee food: but if thou wilt not send him, we will not go 
down: for the man said unto us, Yc shall not see my face, except 
your brother be with you. And Israel said. Wherefore dealt ye so ill 
with me, as to tell the man whether ye had yet a brother? And they 
said, The man asked us straitly^® of our state, and of our kindred, 
saying. Is your father yet alive? have yc another brother? and we 
told him according to the tenor of these words: could we certainly 
know that he would say, Bring your brother down? And Judah said 
unto Israel his father. Send the lad with me, and we will arise and 
go; that we may live, and not die, both we, and thou, and also our 
little ones. I will be surety for him; of my hand shalt thou require 
him: if I bring him not unto thee, and set him before thee, then 
let me bear the blame for ever: for except we had lingered, surely 
now we had returned this second time. And their father Israel said 
unto them. If it must be so now, do this; take of the best fruits in 
the land in your vessels, and carry down the man a present, a little 
balm, and a little honey, spices, and myrrh, nuts, and almonds: and 
take double money in your hand; and the money that was brought 
again in the mouth of your sacks, carry it again in your hand; 
peradventure it was an oversight: take also your brother, and arise, 
go again unto the man: and God Almighty give you mercy before 
the man, that he may send away your other brother, and Benjamin. 

19. strictly, precisely. 
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If I be bereaved of my children, I am bereaved. 

And the men took that present, and they took double money 
in their hand, and Benjamin; and rose up, and went down to 
Egypt, and stood before Joseph. And when Joseph saw Benjamin 
with them, he said to the ruler of his house, Bring these men home, 
and slay,2® and make ready; for these men shall dine with me at 
noon. And the man did as Joseph bade; and the man brought the 
men into Joseph's house. And the men were afraid, because they 
were brought into Joseph's house; and they said, Because of the 
money that was returned in our sacks at the first time are we brought 
in; that he may seek occasion against us, and fall upon us, and take 
us for bondmen, 21 and our asses. And they came near to the steward 
of Joseph’s house, and they communed with him at the door of 
the house, and said, O sir, we came indeed down at the first time 
to buy food; and it came to pass, when we came to the inn, that we 
opened our sacks, and, behold, every man's money was in the mouth 
of his sack, our money in full weight: and we have brought it again 
in our hand. And other money have we brought down in our hands 
to buy food: we cannot tell who put our money in our sacks. And 
he said. Peace be to you, fear not: your God, and the God of your 
father, hath given you treasure in your sacks: I had your money. 
And he brought Simeon out unto them. And the man brought the 
men into Joseph's house, and gave them water, and they washed 
their feet; and he gave their asses proveiider. And they made ready 
the present against Joseph came at noom for they heard that they 
should cat bread there. 

And when Joseph came home, they brought him the present 
which was in their hand into the houst, and bowed themselves to 
him to the earth. And he asked them of their welfare, and said. Is 
your fatlicr well, the old man of whom ye spoke? Is he yet alive? 
And they answered. Thy servant our father is in good health, he is 
yet alive. And they bowed down their heads, and made obeisance. 
And he lifted up his eyes, and saw his brother Benjamin, his 
mother's son, and said. Is this your younger brother, of whom ye 
spoke unto me? And he said, God be gracious unto thee, my son. 
And Joseph made haste; for his bowels did yearn upon his brother: 
and he sought where to weep; and he entered into his chamber, and 
wept there. And he washed his face, and went out, and refrained 
himself and said, Set on bread. And they set on for him by himself, 
and for them by themselves, and for the Egyptians, which did eat 
with him, by themselves: because the Egyptians might not eat 
bread with the Hebrews; for that is an abomination unto the 
Egyptians. And they sat before him, the firstborn according to his 

20. kill an animal for meat. 21. slaves. 
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birthright, and the youngest according to his youth: and the men 
marvelled one at another. And he took and sent messes^^ unto them 
from before him: but Benjamin's mess was five times so much as 
any of theirs. And tliey drank, and were merry with him. 

44. And he commanded the steward of his house, saying. Fill 
the men's sacks with food, as much as they can carry, and put every 
man's money in his sack's mouth. And put my cup, the silver cup, 
in the sack’s mouth of the youngest, and his corn money. And he 
did according to the word that Joseph had spoken. As soon as the 
morning was light, the men were sent away, they and their asses. 
And when they were gone out of the city, and not yet far off, 
Joseph said unto his steward. Up, follow after the men; and when 
thou dost overtake them, say unto them. Wherefore have ye re- 
warded evil for good? Is not this it in which my lord drinketh, and 
whereby indeed he divineth?^^ ye have done evil in so doing. 

And he overtook them, and he spake unto them these same words. 
And they said unto him. Wherefore saith my lord these words? God 
forbid that thy servants should do according to this thing: behold, 
the money, which we found in our sacks' mouths, we brought again 
unto thee out of the land of Canaan: how then should we steal out 
of thy lord's house silver or gold? With whomsoever of thy servants 
it be found, both let him die, and wq also will be my lord's bond- 
men. And he said, Now also let it be according unto your words: 
he with whom it is found shall be my servant; and ye shall be 
blameless. Then they speedily took down every man his sack to the 
ground, and opened every man his sack. And lie searched, and 
began at the eldest, and left at the youngest: and the cup was found 
in Benjamin's sack. Then they rent their clothes, and laded every 
man his ass, and returned to the citv. 

And Judah and his brethren came to Joseph's house; for he was 
yet tlierc: and they fell before him on the ground. And Joseph said 
unto them, Wliat deed is this that yc have done? wot ye not that 
such a man as I can certainly divine? And Judah said. What shall 
we say unto my lord? what shall we speak? or how shall we clear 
ourselves? God hath found out the iniquity of thy servants: behold, 
we arc my lord's servants, both we, and he also with whom the cup 
is found. And he said, God forbid that I should do so: but the man 
in whose hand the cup is found, he shall be my servant; and as for 
you> get you up in peace unto your father. 

Then Judah came near unto him, and said. Oh my lord, let thy 
servant, I pray thee, speak a word in my lord's ears, and let not 
thine anger bum against thy servant: for thou art even as Pharaoh. 

22. portions. ance; the diviner stared into cup of 

23. Joseph’s servant is to claim that water and foretold the future, 
this is the cup Joseph uses for clairvov- 
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My lord asked his servants, saying. Have ye a father, or a brother? 
And we said unto my lord. We have a father, an old man, and a 
child of his old age, a little one; and his brother is dead, and he 
alone is left of his mother, and his father loveth him. And thou 
saidst unto thy servants, Bring him down unto me, that I may set 
mine eyes upon him. And we said unto my lord, The lad cannot 
leave his father; for if he should leave his father, his father would 
die. And thou saidst unto thy servants, Except your youngest 
brother come down with you, ye shall see my face no more. And it 
came to pass when we came up unto thy servant my father, we 
told him the words of my lord. And our father said. Go again, and 
buy us a little food. And we said. We cannot go down: if our 
youngest brother be with us, then will we go down: for we may not 
sec the man’s face, except our youngest brother be with us. And 
thy servant my father said unto us. Ye know that my wife bare me 
two sons; and the one went out from me, and I said. Surely he is 
torn in pieces; and I saw him not since: and if yc take this also from 
me, and mischief befall him, ye shall bring down my gray hairs with 
sorrow to the grave. Now therefore when I come to thy servant my 
father, and the lad be not with us; seeing that his life is bound up 
in the lad’s life; it shall come to pass, when he seeth that the lad is 
not with us, that he will die: and thy serviints^* shall bring down the 
gray hairs of thy servant our father withf sorrow to the grave. For 
thy servant^"’ became surety for the lad linto my father, saying, If 
I bring him not unto thee, then I shall bdar the blame to my father 
for ever. Now therefore, I pray thee, le| |hy servant^*^ abide instead 
of the lad a bondman to my lord; and fct the lad go up with his 
brethren. For how shall I go up to my; father, and the lad be not 
witli me? lest peradventurc I see the evil that shall come on my 
father. i 

45. Then Joseph could not refrain himself before all them that 
stood by him; and he cried, Cause every man to go out from me. 
And there stood no man with him, while Joseph made himself 
known unto his brethren. And he wept aloud: and the Egyptians 
and the house of Pharaoh heard. And Joseph said unto his brethren, 
I am Joseph; doth my father yet live? And his brethren could not 
answer him; for they were troubled at his presence. And Joseph said 
unto his brethren, Come near to me, I pray you. And they came 
near. And he said, I am Joseph your brother, whom ye sold into 
Egypt. Now therefore be not grieved, nor angry with yourselves, 
that ye sold me hither: for God did send me before you to preserve 

life. For these two years hath the famine been in the land: and yet 
■ ' ^ 
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birthright, and the youngest according to his youth: and the men 
marvelled one at another. And he took and sent messes^^ unto them 
from before him: but Benjamin's mess was five times so much as 
any of theirs. And they drank, and were merry with him. 

44, And he commanded the steward of his house, saying. Fill 
the men's sacks with food, as much as they can carry, and put every 
man's money in bis sack's mouth. And put my cup, the silver cup, 
in the sack's mouth of the youngest, and his corn money. And he 
did according to the word that Joseph had spoken. As soon as the 
morning was light, the men were sent away, they and their asses. 
And when they were gone out of the city, and not yet far off, 
Joseph said unto his steward. Up, follow after the men; and when 
thou dost overtake them, say unto them. Wherefore have yc re- 
warded evil for good? Is not this it in which my lord drinketh, and 
whereby indeed he divineth?^^ yc have done evil in so doing. 

And he overtook them, and he spake unto them these same words. 
And they said unto him. Wherefore saith my lord these words? God 
forbid that thy servants should do according to this thing: behold, 
the money, which wc found in our sacks' mouths, we brought again 
unto thee out of the land of Canaan: how then should we steal out 
of thy lord's house silver or gold? With whomsoever of thy servants 
it be found, both let him die, and we also will be my lord's bond- 
men. And he said. Now also let it be according unto your words: 
he with whom it is found shall be my servant; and ye shall be 
blameless. Then they speedily took down every man his sack to the 
ground, and opened every man his sack. And he searched, and 
began at the eldest, and left at the youngest: and the cup was found 
in Benjamin's sack. Then they rent their clothes, and laded every 
man his ass, and returned to the city. 

And Judah and his brethren came to Joseph's house; for he was 
yet there: and they fell before him on the ground. And Joseph said 
unto them. What deed is this that yc have done? wot ye not that 
such a man as I can certainly divine? And Judah said. What shall 
we say unto my lord? what shall we speak? or how shall we clear 
ourselves? God hath found out the iniquity of thy servants: behold, 
we are my lord's servants, both we, and he also with whom the cup 
is found. And he said, God forbid that I should do so: but the man 
in whose hand the cup is found, he shall be my servant; and as for 
you, get you up in peace unto your father. 

Then Judah came near unto him, and said. Oh my lord, let thy 
servant, I pray thee, speak a word in my lord's cars, and let not 
thine anger bum against thy servant: for thou art even as Pharaoh. 

22. portions. ance; the diviner stared into cup of 

23. Joseph’s servant is to claim that water and foretold the future, 
this is the cup Joseph uses for clairvov- 
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My lord asked his servants, saying, Have ye a father, or a brother? 
And we said unto my lord. We have a father, an old man, and a 
child of his old age, a little one; and his brother is dead, and he 
alone is left of his mother, and his father loveth him. And thou 
saidst unto thy servants, Bring him down unto me, that I may set 
mine eyes upon him. And we said unto my lord. The lad cannot 
leave his father: for if he should leave his father, his father would 
die. And thou saidst unto thy servants, Except your youngest 
brother come down with you, ye shall see my face no more. And it 
came to pass when we came up unto thy servant my father, we 
told him the words of my lord. And our father said. Go again, and 
buy us a little food. And we said. We Cannot go down: if our 
youngest brother be with us, then will we go down: for we may not 
see the man's face, except our youngest brother be with us. And 
thy servant my father said unto us. Ye know that my wife bare me 
two sons; and the one went out from me, and I said, Surely he is 
torn in pieces; and 1 saw him not since: and if ye take this also from 
me, and mischief befall him, ye shall bring down my gray hairs with 
sorrow to the grave. Now therefore when I come to thy servant my 
father, and the lad be not with us; seeing that his life is bound up 
in the lad's life; it shall come to pass, when he fi^eth that the lad is 
not with us, that he will die: and thy servants^** bring down the 
gray hairs of thy servant our father with sorroi^ to the grave. For 
thy servant-’’’ became surety for the lad unto father, saying. If 
I bring him not unto thee, then I shall bear the Wame to my father 
for ever. Now therefore, I pray thee, let thy sefvjint^'^ abide instead 
of the lad a bondman to my lord; and let the l^d go up with his 
brethren. For how shall I go up to my father^ and the lad be not 
with me? lest peradventure I see the evil th^ shall come on my 
father. 

45. Then Joseph could not refrain himself before all them that 
stood by him; and he cried. Cause every man i to go out from me. 
And there stood no man with him, while Joseph made himself 
known unto his brethren. And he wept aloudi and the Egyptians 
and the bouse of Pharaoh heard. And Joseph said unto his brethren, 
I am Joseph; doth my father yet live? And his brethren could not 
answer him; for they were troubled at his presence. And Joseph said 
unto his brethren, Come near to me, I pray you. And they came 
near. And he said, I am Joseph your brother, whom ye sold into 
Egypt. Now therefore be not grieved, nor angry with yourselves, 
that ye sold me hither: for God did send me before you to preserve 
life. For these two years hath the famine been in the land: and.yet 
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there are five years, in the which there shall neither be earing noi 
harvest. And God sent me before you to preserve you a posterity 
in the earth, and to save your lives by a great deliverance. So now 
it was not you that sent me hither, but God: and he hath made 
me a father to Pharaoh, and lord of all his house, and a ruler through- 
out all the land of Egypt. Haste ye, and go up to my father, and 
say unto him, Thus saith thy son Joseph, God hath made me lord 
of all Egypt: come down unto me, tarry not: and thou shalt dwell in 
the land of Goshen, and thou shalt be near unto me, thou, and thy 
children, and thy children's children, and thy flocks, and thy herds, 
and all thou hast: and there will I nourish thee; for yet there arc 
five years of famine; lest thou, and thy household, and all that thou 
hast, eome to poverty. And, behold, your eyes see, and the eyes of 
my brother Benjamin, that it is my mouth that speaketh unto you. 
And ye shall tell my father of all my glory in Egypt, and of all that 
ye have seen; and ye shall haste and bring down my father hither. 
And he fell upon his brother Benjamin's neck, and wept; and Ben- 
jamin wept upon his neck. Moreover he kissed all his brethren, and 
wept upon them; and after that his brethren talked with him. 

And the fame thereof was heard in Pharaoh's house, saying, 
Joseph's brethren arc come: and it pleased Pharaoh well, and his 
servants. And Pharaoh said unto Joseph, Say unto thy brethren, 
This do yc; lade^^ your beasts, and go, get you unto the land of 
Canaan; and take your father and your households, and eome unto 
me: and I will give you the good of the land of Egypt, and ye shall 
eat the fat of the land. Now thou art commanded, this do ye; take 
you wagons out of the land of Egypt for your little ones, and for 
your wives, and bring your father, and come. Also regard not your 
stuff; for the good of all the land of Egypt is your's. And the chil- 
dren of Israel did so: and Joseph gave them wagons, according to 
the commandment of Pharaoh, and gave them provision for the 
way. To all of them he gave each man changes of raiment; but to 
Benjamin he gave three hundred pieces of silver, and five changes 
of raiment. And to his father he sent after this manner; ten asses 
laden with the good things of Egypt, and ten she-asses laden with 
corn and bread and meat for his father by the way. So he sent his 
brethren away, and they departed: and he said unto them, See that 
ye fall not out by the way. 

And they went up out of Egypt, and came into the land of 
Oanaan unto Jacob their father, and told him, saying, Joseph is 
yet alive, and he is governor over all the land of Egypt. And Jacob's 
heart fainted, for he believed them not. And they told him all the 
words of Joseph, which he had said unto them: and when he ^aw 
the wagons which Joseph had sent to carry him, the spirit of Jacob 
27. load. 
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their father revived. And Israel said, It is enough; Joseph my son is 
yet alive; I will go and see him before I die. 

46. And Israel took his journey with all that he had, and came 
to Beer-sheba, and offered sacrifices unto the God of his father 
Isaac. And God spake unto Israel in the visions of the night, and 
said, Jacob, Jacob. And he said. Here am I. And he said, I am God, 
the God of thy father: fear not to go down into Egypt; for I will 
there make of thee a great nation: I will go down with thee into 
Egypt; and I will also surely bring thee up again: and Joseph shall 
put his hand upon thine eyes. And Jacob rose up from Beer-sheba: 
and the sons of Israel carried Jacob their father, and their little 
ones, and their wives, in the wagons which Pharaoh had sent to 
carry him. And they took their cattle, and their goods, which they 
had gotten in the land of Canaan, and came into Egypt, Jacob, 
and all his seed with him; his sons, and his sons' sons with him, his 
daughters, and his sons' daughters, and all his seed brought he with 
him into Egypt. 

The Book of Job* 

1. There was a man in the land of Uz whose liamc was Job; and 
that man was perfect and upright, and one that feared God, and 
eschewed^ evil. And there were born unto him seven sons and three 
daughters. His substance also was seven thousand sheep, and three 
thousand camels, and five hundred yoke of oxeni and five hundred 
she asses, and a very great household; so that is man was the 
greatest of all the men of the cast. And his sons went and feasted 
in their houses, every one his day;^ and sent and called for their 
three sisters to eat and to drink with them. And it was so, when the 
days of their feasting were gone about, that Job sent and sanctified 
them,*^ and rose up early in the morning, and offered burnt offerings 
according to the number of them all: for Job said, It may be that 
my sons have sinned, and cursed God in their hearts. Thus did Job 
continually. 

Now there was a day when the sons of God came to present them- 
selves before the Lord, and Satan^ came also among them. And 
the Lord said unto Satan, Whence comest thou? Then Satan an- 
swered the Lord, and said. From going to and fro in the earth, and 
from walking up and down in it. And the Lord said unto Satan, 
Hast thou considered my servant Job, that there is none like him 
in the earth, a perfect and an upright man, one that feareth God, 
and echeweth evil? Then Satan answered the Lord, and said, Doth 
Job fear God for nought? Hast not thou made an hedge about him, 

♦Chapters 1-14, 29—31, 38-42. 3. by ritual purification. 

1. avoided. 4. His name means “the accuser/’ 

2. in rotation at each son’s house. “the opposer.” 
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and about his house, and about all that he hath on every side? thou 
hast blessed the work of his hands, and his substance is increased 
in the land. But put forth thine hand now, and touch all that he 
hath, and he will curse thee to thy face. And the Lord said unto 
Satan, Behold, all that he hath is in thy power; only upon himself 
put not forth thine hand. So Satan went forth from the presence 
of the Lord. 

And there was a day when his sons and his daughters were eating 
and drinking wine in their eldest brother's house: and there came 
a messenger unto Job, and said. The oxen were plowing, and the 
asses feeding beside them: and the Sabeans fell upon them, and 
took them away; yea, they have slain the servants with the edge of 
the sword; and I only am escaped alone to tell thee. While he was 
yet speaking, there came also another, and said. The fire of God is 
fallen from heaven, and hath burned up the sheep, and the servants, 
and consumed tliem; and I only am escaped alone to tell thee. While 
he was yet speaking, there came also another, and said, The 
Chaldeans made out three bands,® and fell upon the camels, and 
have carried them away, yea, and slain the servants with the edge 
of the sword; and I only am escaped alone to tell thee. Wliilc he 
was yet speaking, there came also another, and said, Thy sons and 
thy daughters were eating and drinking wine in their eldest brother's 
house: and, behold, there came a great wind from the wilderness, 
and smote the four corners of the house, and it fell upon the young 
men, and they are dead; and I only am escaped alone to tell thee. 

Then Job arose and rent® his mantle,^ and shaved his head, and 
fell down upon the ground, and worshipped, and said. Naked came 
I out of my mother's womb, and naked shall I return thither: the 
Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away; blessed be the name of 
the Lord. In all this Job sinned not, nor charged God foolishly. 

2 , Again there was a day when the sons of God came to present 
themselves before the Lord, and Satan came also among them to 
present himself before the Lord. And the Lord said unto Satan, 
From whence comest thou? And Satan answered the Lord, and 
said, From going to and fro in the earth, and from walking up and 
down in it. And the Lord said unto Satan, Hast thou considered 
my servant Job, that there is none like him in the earth, a perfect 
and an upright man, one that fcareth God, and escheweth evil? 
and still he holdcth fast his integrity, although thou movedst me 
against him, to destroy him without cause. And Satan answered 
the Lord, and said. Skin for skin, yea, all that a man hath will he 
give for his life. But put forth thine hand now, and touch his bone 
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and his flesh, and he will curse thee to thy face. And the Lord said 
unto Satan, Behold, he is in thine hand; but save his life. 

So went Satan forth from the presence of the Lord, and smote 
Job with sore boils from the sole of his foot unto his crown. And 
he took him a potsherd to scrape himself withal;® and lie sat down 
among the ashes. 

Then said his wife unto him. Dost thou still retain thine integrity? 
curse God, and die. But he said unto her, Thou speakest as one of 
the foolish women speaketh. What? shall we receive good at the 
hand of God, and shall we not receive evil? In all this did not Job 
sin with his lips. 

Now when Job’s three friends heard of all this evil that was come 
upon him, they came every one from his own place; Eliphaz the 
Temanite, and Bildad the Shuhitc, and Zophar the Naamathitc: 
for they had made an appointment together to come to mourn with 
him and to comfort him. And when they lifted up their eyes afar 
off, and knew him not, they lifted up their voice, and wept; and they 
rent every one his mantle, and sprinkled dust upon their heads 
toward heaven. So they sat down with him upon the ground seven 
days and seven nights, and none spake a word unto him: for they 
saw that his grief was very great. 

3. After this opened Job his mouth, and ciirsad his day. And Job 
spake, and said, Let the day perish wherein I was |>orn, and the night 
in which it was said, There is a man child conctived. Let that day 
be darkness; let not God regard it from above^ii^either let the light 
shine upon it. Let darkness and the shadow ofi death stain it; let 
a cloud dwell upon it; let the blackness of the -day terrify it. As for 
that night, let darkness seize upon it; let it not be joined unto the 
days of the year, let it not come into the number of the months. 
Lo, let that night be solitary, let no joyful voice come therein. Let 
tliem curse it that curse the day,® who are ready to raise up their 
mourning. Let the stars of the twilight thereof be dark; let it look 
for light, but have none; neither let it sec the dawning of the day; 
because it shut not up the doors of my mother’s womb, nor hid 
sorrow from mine eyes. Why died I not from the womb? Why did 
I not give up the ghost when I came out of the belly? Why did the 
knees prevent^*^ me? or why the breasts that I should suck? For now 
should I have lain still and been quiet, I should have slept: then 
had I been at rest, with kings and counsellors of the earth, which 
built desolate places for themselves; or with princes that had gold, 
who filled their houses with silver: or as an hidden untimely birth 

8. with. than.” Leviathan was a dragon that 

9. sorcerers, magicians. A more literal was thought to produce darkness, 
translation of the next clause would 10. receive. 

read, “who are ready to rouse up levia- 
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I had not been; as infants which never saw light. There the wicked 
cease from troubling; and there the weary be at rest. There the 
prisoners rest together; they hear not the voice of the oppressor. 
The small and great are there; and the servant is free from his 
master. Wherefore is light given to him that is in misery, and life 
unto the bitter in soul; which long for death, but it cometh not; 
and dig for it more than for hid treasures; which rejoice exceedingly, 
and are glad, when they can find the grave? Why is light given to a 
man whose way is hid, and whom God hath hedged in? For my 
sighing cometh before I eat, and my roarings are poured out like the 
waters. For the thing which I greatly feared is come upon me, and 
that which I was afraid of is come unto me. I was not in safety, 
neither had I rest, neither was I quiet;^^ yet trouble came. 


4. Then Eliphaz the Temanite answered and said, If we assay 
to commune with thee, wilt thou be grieved? But who can withhold 
himself from speaking? Behold, thou hast instructed many, and 
thou hast strengthened the weak hands. Thy words have upholden 
him that was falling, and thou hast strengthened the feeble knees. 
But now it is come upon thee, and thou faintest; it toucheth thee, 
and thou art troubled. Is not this thy fear, thy confidence, thy hope, 
and the uprightness of thy ways?^^ Remember, I pray thee, who ever 
perished, being innocent? or where were the righteous cut off? 
Even as I have seen, they that plow iniquity, and sow wickedness, 
reap the same. By the blast of God they perish, and by the breath 
of his nostrils are they consumed. The roaring of the lion, and 
the voice of the fierce lion, and the teeth of the young lions, arc 
broken. The old lion perisheth for lack of prey, and the stout lion's 
whelps are scattered abroad. Now a thing was secretly brought to 
me, and mine ear received a little^* thereof. In thoughts from the 
visions of the night, when deep sleep fallcth on men, fear came upon 
me, and trembling, which made all my bones to shake. Then a spirit 
passed before my face; the hair of my flesh stood up: It stood still, 
but I could not discern the form thereof: an image was before mine 
eyes, there was silence, and I heard a voice, saying. Shall mortal 
man be more just than God? Shall a man be more pure than his 
maker? Behold, he put no trust in his servants; and his angels he 
charged with folly: How much less^* in them that dwell in houses 
of clay, whose foundation is in the dust, which arc crushed before 
the moth? They are destroyed from morning to evening: they perish 
for ever without any regarding it. Doth not their excellency which 
is in them go away? They die, even without wisdom. 


11 . For was, had, and was, read, 
“am,” **have,’» and “am.” 

12. A more literal translation of this 
lentence would read, “Is not thy fear 


of God thy confidence, and thy hope 
the uprightness of thy ways?” 
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5. Call now, if there be any that will answer thee; and to which 
of the saints wilt thou turn? For wrath killeth the foolish man, and 
envy slayeth the silly one. I have seen the foolish taking root: but 
suddenly I cursed his habitation. His children are far from safety, 
and they are crushed in the gate, neither is there any to deliver them. 
Whose harvest the hungry eateth up, and taketh it even out of the 
thorns,^® and the robber swalloweth up their substance. Although 
afiBiction cometh not forth of tlie dust, neither doth trouble spring 
out of the ground; yet man is born unto trouble, as the sparks fly 
upward. I would seek unto God, and unto God would I commit 
my cause: which doeth great things and unsearchable; marvellous 
tilings without number: who giveth rain upon the earth, and 
sendeth waters upon the fields: to set up on high those that be 
low; that those which mourn may be exalted to safety. He dis- 
appointeth the devices of the crafty, so that their hands cannot 
perform their enterprise. He taketh the wise in their own craftiness: 
and the counsel of the froward is carried headlong. They meet 
with darkness in the daytime, and grope in the noonday as in the 
night. But he saveth the poor from the sword, from their mouth, 
and from the hand of the mighty. So the poor hath hope, and 
iniquity stoppeth her mouth. Behold, happy is the man whom God 
correctoth: therefore despise not thou the cha$tening of the Al- 
mighty: for he maketh sore, and bindeth up: he^woundeth, and his 
hands make whole. He shall deliver thee in sit troubles: yea, in 
seven there shall no evil touch thee. In famine he shall redeem thee 
from death: and in war from the power of the sword. Thou shalt 
be hid from the scourge of the tongue: neither shalt thou be afraid 
of destruction when it cometh. At destructiflfn and famine thou 
shalt laugh: neither shalt thou be afraid of the beasts of the eartli. 
For thou shalt be in league with the stones of the field: and the 
beasts of the field shall be at peace with thee. And thou shalt know 
that thy tabernacle^® shall be in peace; and thou shalt visit thy 
habitation, and shalt not sin. Thou shalt know also that thy seed 
shall be great, and thine offspring as the grass of the earth. Thou 
shalt come to thy grave in a full age, like as a shock of corn cometh 
in in his season. Lo this, we have searched it, $0 it is; hear it, and 
know thou it for thy good. 

6. But Job answered and said, Oh that my grief were thoroughly 
weighed, and my calamity laid in the balances together! For now it 
would be heavier than the sand of the sea: therefore my words arc 
swallowed up.^^ For the arrows of the Almighty are within me, the 
poison whereof drinketh up my spirit: the terrors of God do set 

15. perhaps a hedge of thorn. clause would read, *^therefore have mjr 

16. tent words been rash.” Job recognizes the 

17. A more literal translation of this exaggeration of his first outburst 
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themselves in array against me. Doth the wild ass bray when he 
hath grass? or loweth the ox over his fodder?^® Can that which is 
unsavoury be eaten without salt? or is there any taste in the white 
of an egg? The things that my soul refused to touch are as my 
sorrowful meat.^® Oh that I might have my request; and that God 
would grant me the thing that I long for! Even that it would please 
God to destroy me; that he would let loose his hand, and cut me off! 
Then should I yet have comfort; yea, I would harden myself in 
sorrow: let him not spare; for I have not concealed^^* the words of 
the Holy One. What is my strength, that I should hope? and what 
is mine end, that I should prolong my life? Is my strength the 
strength of stones? or is my flesh of brass? Is not my help in me? 
and is wisdom driven quite from me?^^ To him that is afflicted pity 
should be shewed from his friend; but he forsaketh the fear of the 
Almighty. My brethren have dealt deceitfully as a brook, and as 
the stream of brooks they pass away; which arc blackish by reason 
of the ice, and wherein the snow is hid: what time they wax warm, 
they vanish: when it is hot, they are consumed out of their place. 
The paths of their way are turned aside; they go to nothing, and 
perish. The troops of Tema looked, the companies of Sheba waited 
for them. They were confounded because they had hoped;^® they 
came thither, and were ashamed. For now ye are nothing; ye see 
my casting down, and arc afraid. Did I say. Bring unto me? or. Give 
a reward for me of your substance? or. Deliver me from the enemy's 
hand? or, Redeem me from the hand of the mighty? Teach me, and 
I will hold my tongue: and cause me to understand wherein I have 
erred. How forcible are right words! But what doth your arguing 
reprove? Do ye imagine to reprove words, and the speeches of one 
that is desperate, which are as wind? Yea, ye overwhelm the father- 
less, and ye dig a pit for your friend. Now therefore be content, look 
upon me; for it is evident unto you if I lie. Return, I pray you, let 
it not be iniquity;®* yea, return again, my righteousness is in it.®* 
Is there iniquity in my tongue? Cannot my taste discern perverse 
things? 

7. Is there not an appointed time to man upon earth? Are not 
his days also like the days of an hireling? As a servant earnestly 
desireth the shadow,®® and as an hireling looketh for the reward of 

18,. Animals do not complain without 
reason; therefore when a rational man 
complains, he must have some justihea- 
tion for it. 

19. more literally, “My soul refuseth 
to touch them, they are as loathsome 
meat to me.** He is referring to the 
Itatements of his friends. 

^0, more literally, “denied.” 


21. more literally, “Is not my help 
within me gone, and is not wisdom 
driven quite away from me?** 

22. The caravans reached the springs 
they had counted on and found them 
dry. 

23. let there be no injustice. 

24. my cause is righteous. 

25. evening, the end of the working 
day. 
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his work: so atn I made to possess months of vanity, and wearisome 
nights are appointed to me. When I lie down, I say, When shall 
I arise, and the night be gone? and 1 am full of tossings to and fro 
unto the dawning of the day. My flesh is clothed with worms and 
clods of dust; my skin is broken, and become loathsome. My days 
are swifter than a weaver's shuttle, and arc spent without hope. O 
remember that my life is wind: mine eye shall no more see good. 
The eye of him that hath seen me shall see me no more: thine eyes 
are upon me, and I am not. As the cloud is consumed and vanisheth 
away: so he that goeth down to the grave shall come up no more. 
He shall return no more to his house, neither shall his place know 
him any more. Therefore I will not refrain my mouth; I will speak 
in the anguish of my spirit; I will complain in the bitterness of my 
soul. Am I a sea, or a whale, that thou settest a watch over me?** 
When I say, My bed shall comfort me, my couch shall ease my 
complaint; then thou scarcst me with dreams, and terrifiest me 
through visions: so that my soul chooseth strangling, and death 
rather than my life. I loathe it; I would not live alway: let me alone; 
for my days arc vanity. What is man, that thou shouldest magnify 
him? and that thou shouldest set thine heart upon him? and that 
thou shouldest visit him every morning, and try him every moment? 
How long wilt thou not depart from me, nor Itt me alone till I 
swallow down my spittle?*^ I have sinned; whajt shall I do unto 
thee, O thou preserver*® of men? Why hast thoti iet me as a mark** 
against thee, so that I am a burden to myself? 'Arid why dost thou 
not pardon my transgression, and take away iinSne iniquity? For 
now shall I sleep in the dust; and thou shalt scdc^e in the morning, 
but I shall not be. ? ' 

8. Then answered Bildad the Shuliitc, and said. How long wilt 
thou speak these things? and how long shall the words of thy mouth 
be like a strong wind? Doth God pervert judgment? or doth the 
Almighty pervert justice? If thy children have sinned against him, 
and he have cast them away for their transgression; if thou wouldest 
seek unto God betimes,®® and make thy supplication to the Al- 
mighty; if thou wert pure and upright; surely now he would awake 
for thee, and make the habitation of thy righteousness prosperous. 
Though thy beginning was small, yet thy latter end should greatly 
increase. For enquire, I pray thee, of the former age, and prepare 
thy self to the search of their fathers: (For we are but of yerterday, 
and know nothing, because our days upon earth are a shadow:) 

26. Job, now addressinj? God directly, 27. even for a moment, 
compares his situation with that of the 23. A more literal translation would 
sea monster whom a god fought read, “watcher,** 
against in the Babylonian myth. He 29. target, 

reproves God for exerting His power 30. early, 

against anything as small as himself. 
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shall not they teach thee, and tell thee, and utter words out of their 
heart? Can the rush^^ grow up without mire? Can the flag grow 
without water? Whilst it is yet in his greenness, and not cut down, 
it withcreth before any other herb. So are the paths of all that 
forget God; and the hypocrite's hope shall perish: whose hope shall 
be cut off, and whose trust shall be a spider's web. He shall lean 
upon his house, but it shall not stand: he shall hold it fast, but it 
shall not endure. He is green before the sun, and his branch shooteth 
forth in his garden. His roots are wrapped about the heap, and 
seeth the place of stones. If he destroy him from his place, then it 
shall deny him, saying, I have not seen thee. Behold, this is the joy 
of his way, and out of the earth shall others grow. Behold, God will 
not cast away a perfect man, neither will he help the evil doers: 
till he fill thy mouth with laughing, and thy lips with rejoicing. They 
that hate thee shall be clothed with shame; and the dwelling place 
of the wicked shall come to nought. 

9. Then Job answered and said, I know it is so of a truth: but 
how should man be just with God? If he will contend with him, 
he cannot answer him one of a thousand. He is wise in heart, and 
mighty in strength: who hath hardened himself against him, and 
hath prospered? Which removeth the mountains, and they know 
not: which overturncth them in his anger. Which shaketh the 
earth out of her place, and the pillars thereof tremble. Which com- 
mandeth the sun, and it riseth not; and sealcth up the stars. Which 
alone spreadeth out the heavens, and treadeth upon the waves of 
the sea. Which maketh Arcturus, Orion, and Pleiades, and the 
chambers of the south. Which doeth great things past finding out; 
yea, and wonders without number. Lo, he gocth by me, and I see 
him not: he passeth on also, but I perceive him not. Behold, he 
taketh away, who can hinder him? Who will say unto him. What 
doest thou? If'*® God will not withdraw his anger, the proud helpers 
do stoop under him. How much less shall I answer him, and choose 
out my words to reason with him? Whom, though I were righteous, 
yet would I not answer, but I would make supplication to my judge. 
If I had called, and he had answered me; yet would I not believe 
that he had hearkened unto my voice. For he breaketh me with a 
tempest, and multiplieth my wounds without cause. He will not 
suffer me to take my breath, but fillcth me with bitterness. If I 
speak of strength, lo, he is strong: and if of judgment, who shall 
set me a time to plead? If I justify myself, mine own mouth shall 
condemn me: if I say, I am perfect, it shall also prove me perverse. 
Though I were perfect, yet would I not know my soul: I would 

31. the papyrus, which grows rapidly 32. one of a thousand questions, 

when the Nile is high, but withers at 33. In a more literal translation, // 

•nee when the waters go down. would be omitted. 
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despise my life.** This is one thing, therefore I said it, He destroycth 
the perfect and the wicked. If the scourge slay suddenly, he will 
laugh at the trial of the innocent. The earth is given into the hand 
of the wicked: he covereth the faces of the judges thereof; if not,®® 
where, and who is he? Now my days are swifter than a post:®® they 
flee away, they see no good. They arc passed away as the swift ships : 
as the eagle that hasteth to the prey. If I say, I will forget my com- 
plaint, I will leave off my heaviness, and comfort myself: I am afraid 
of all my sorrows, I know that thou wilt not hold me innocent. If 
I be wicked, why then labour I in vain? If I wash myself with snow 
water, and make my hands never so clean; yet shalt thou plunge me 
in the ditch, and mine own clothes abhor mc.®^ For he is not a 
man, as I am, that I should answer him, and we should come to- 
gether in judgment. Neither is there any daysman®® betwixt us, that 
might lay his hand upon us both. Let him take his rod away from 
me, and let not his fear terrify me: then would I speak, and not 
fear him; but it is not so with me. 

10. My soul is weary of my life; I will leave®® my complaint 
upon*® myself; I will speak in the bitterness of my soul. I will say 
unto God, Do not condemn me; shew me wherefore thou con- 
tendest with me. Is it good unto thee that thou shouldest oppress, 
that thou shouldest despise the work of thine hands, and shine 
upon the counsel of the wicked? Hast thou eyes of flesh? or secst 
thou as man sceth?*^ Are thy days as the days of man? Are thy 
years as man's days,*® that thou enquirest after iiinc iniquity, and 
scarchest after my sin? Thou knowest that I am not wicked; and 
there is none that can deliver out of thine hand, ^hine hands have 
made me and fashioned me together round about; yet thou dost 
destroy me. Remember, I beseech thee, that thou hast made me as 
the clay; and wilt thou bring me into dust again? Hast thou not 
poured me out as milk and curdled me like cheese? Thou hast 
clothed me v^ith skin and flesh, and hast fenced me with bones and 
sinews. Thou hast granted me life and favour, and thy visitation hath 
preserved my spirit. And these things hast thou hid in thine heart: 
I know that this is with thee.*® If I sin, then thou markest me, and 
thou wilt not acquit me from mine iniquity. If I be wicked, woe 
unto me; and if I be righteous, yet will I not lift up my head. I am 
full of confusion; therefore see thou mine affliction; for it increas- 
eth. Thou huntest me as a fierce lion: and again thou shewest thy- 

34. In a more literal translation this 41. Are you capable of mistakes, of 

sentence would read, “I am perfect, I seeing as a man sees? 

regard not myself. I despise my life.” 42. Is your time, like man’s, short, 

35. if not he. so that you have to Judge hastily? 

36. courier. 43. The meaning is, “My destruction 

37. shall abhor me. (this) is your purpose.” Job accuses 

38. arbitrator. God of planning his destruction while 

39. give free course to. showing favor to him. 

40. on behalf of. 
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self marvellous upon me. Thou renewcst thy witnesses^^ against 
me, and increasest thine indignation upon me; changes and war 
are against me. Wherefore then hast thou brought me forth out 
of the womb? Oh that I had given up the ghost, and no eye had 
seen me! I should have been as though I had not been; I should 
have been carried from the womb to the grave. Are not my days 
few? Cease then, and let me alone, that I may take comfort a little, 
before I go whence I shall not return, even to the land of dark- 
ness and the shadow of death: a land of darkness, as darkness itself; 
and of the shadow of death, without any order, and where the light 
is as darkness. 

11. Then answered Zophar the Naamathite, and said. Should not 
the multitude of words be answered? And should a man full of 
talk be justified? Should thy lies make men hold their peace? And 
when thou mockest, shall no man make thee ashamed? For thou 
hast said. My doctrine is pure, and I am clean in thine eyes. But 
oh that God would speak, and open his lips against thee; and that 
he would shew thee the secrets of wisdom, that they are double to 
that which is!^® Know therefore that God exacteth of thee less than 
thine iniquity deserveth. Canst thou by searching find out God? 
Canst thou find out the Almighty unto perfection? It is as high as 
heaven; what canst thou do? Deeper than hell; what canst thou 
know? The measure thereof is longer than the earth, and broader 
than the sea. If he cut off, and shut up, or gather together,^® then 
who can hinder him? For he knoweth vain men; he secth wicked- 
ness also; will he not then consider it? For vain man would be wise, 
though man be born like a wild ass's colt. If thou prepare thine 
heart, and stretch out thine hands toward him; if iniquity be in 
thine hand, put it far away, and let not wickedness dwell in thy 
tabernacles. For then shalt thou lift up thy face without spot; yea, 
thou shalt be stedfast, and shalt not fear; because thou shalt forget 
thy misery, and remember it as waters that pass away: and thine 
age shall be clearer than the noonday; thou shalt shine forth, thou 
shalt be as the morning. And thou shalt be secure, because there is 
hope; yea, thou shalt dig*^ about thee, and thou shalt take thy 
rest in safety. Also thou shalt lie down, and none shall make thee 
afraid; yea, many shall make suit unto thee. But the eyes of the 
wicked shall fail, and they shall not escape, and their hope shall be 
as the giving up of the ghost 

12. And Job answered and said. No doubt but ye are the people, 
and wisdom shall die with you. But I have understanding as well as 

44 . his afflictions, which prove (to simply “manifold,’* “various,” 

his friends) his auilt. 46. for judf^ment. 

45. double to that which is: obscure 47. search. The master inspects his 
In the original, usually taken to mean property before retiring. 
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you; I am not interior to you: yea, who knoweth not such things as 
these? I am as one mocked of his neighbour, who calleth upon God, 
and he answered him: the just upright man is laughed to scorn. 
He that is ready to slip with his feet is as a lamp despised in the 
thought of him that is at ease. The tabernacles of robbers prosper, 
and they that provoke God are secure; into whose hand God bring- 
eth abundantly. But ask now the beasts, and they shall teach thee; 
and the fowls of the air, and they shall tell thee: or speak to the 
earth, and it shall teach thee: and the fishes of the sea shall declare 
unto thee. Who knoweth not in all these that the hand of the Lord 
hath wrought this? In whose hand is the soul of every living thing, 
and the breath of all mankind. Doth not the ear try words? and the 
mouth taste his meat? With the ancient is wisdom; and in length 
of days understanding. With him is wisdom and strength, he hath 
counsel and understanding. Behold, he breaketh down, and it can- 
not be built again: he shutteth up a man, and there can be no 
opening. Behold, he withholdeth the waters, and they dry up: also 
he sendeth them out, and they overturn the earth. With him is 
strength and wisdom; the deceived and the deceiver are his. He 
leadeth counsellors away spoiled, and maketh the judges fools. He 
looseth the bond of kings, and girdeth their loans with a girdle. 
He leadeth princes away spoiled, and overthrowcih the mighty. He 
removeth away the speech of the trusty, and takefli away the under- 
standing of the aged. He poureth contempt upon princes, and weak- 
cneth the strength of the mighty. He discovcrctli Beep things out of 
darkness, and bringeth out to light the shadc^f of death. He in- 
creaseth the nations, and dcstroyeth them : he qifllrgeth the nations, 
and straiteneth^® them again. He taketh aw^^the heart of tlie 
chief of the people of the earth, and causeth taein to wander in a 
wilderness where there is no way. They grope in the dark without 
light, and he maketh them to stagger like a drunken man. 

13 . Lo, mine eye hath seen all this, mine ear hath heard and un- 
derstood it. What ye know, the same do I know also; I am not infe- 
rior unto you. Surely I would speak to the Almighty, and I desire to 
reason with God. But ye are forgers of lies, ye are all physicians of 
no value. O that ye would altogether hold your peace! and it should 
be your wisdom. Hear now my reasoning, and hearken to the 
pleadings of my lips. Will ye speak wickedly for God? and talk 
deceitfully for him? Will ye accept*® his person? Will ye contend 
for God? Is it good that he should search you out? or as one man 
mocketh another, do ye so mock him? He will surely reprove you, 
if ye do secretly accept persons.®® Shall not his excellency make 

48. contracts their boundaries. 50. This phrase seems to mean some- 

49. respect. thing like, “back the winning side for 

personal reasons.” 
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you afraid? and his dread fall upon you? Your remembrances®^ are 
like unto ashes, your bodies to bodies of clay. Hold your peace, lei 
me alone, that I may speak, and let come on me what will. Where- 
fore do I take my flesh in my teeth, and put my life in mine hand? 
Though he slay me, yet will I trust in him: but I will maintain mine 
own ways before him. He also shall be my salvation: for an hypocrite 
shall not come before him. Hear diligently my speech, and my 
declaration with your cars. Behold now, I have ordered my cause; 
I know that I shall be justified. Who is he that will plead with me?®* 
for now, if I hold niy tongue, 1 shall give up the ghost.®^ Only do 
not two things unto me: then will I not hide myself from thee.®® 
Withdraw thine hand far from me: and let not thy dread make me 
afraid. Then call thou, and I will answer: or let me speak, and 
answer thou me. How many are mine iniquities and sins? Make me 
to know my transgression and my sin. Wherefore hidcst thou thy 
face, and boldest me for thine enemy? Wilt thou break a leaf 
driven to and fro? and wilt thou pursue the dry stubble? For thou 
writest bitter things against me, and makest me to possess®® the 
iniquities of my youth. Thou puttest my feet also in the stocks, 
and lookest narrowly unto all my paths; thou settest a print upon®^ 
the heels of my feet. And he,®* as a rotten thing, consumeth, as a 
garment that is moth eaten. 

14. Man that is born of a woman is of few days, and full of trou- 
ble. He cometh forth like a flower, and is cut down: he flecth also as 
a shadow, and continucth not. And dost thou open thine eyes upon 
such an one, and bringest me into judgment with thee? Who can 
bring a clean thing out of an unclean? not one. Seeing his days are 
determined, the number of his months are with thee, thou hast 
appointed his bounds that he cannot pass; turn froni him, that he 
may rest, till he shall accomplish, as an hireling, his day. For there 
is hope of a tree, if it be cut down, that it will sprout again, and 
that the tender branch thereof will not cease. Though the root 
thereof wax old in the earth, and the stock thereof die in the 
ground; yet tliiough the scent of water it will bud, and bring forth 
boughs like a plant. But man dieth, and wasteth away: yea, man 
giveth up the ghost, and where is he? As the waters fail from the 
sea, and the flood decaycth and drieth up: so man lieth down, and 
riseth not: till the heavens be no more, they shall not awake, nor 
be raised out of their sleep. O that thou wouldest hide me in the 
grave, that diou wouldest keep me secret, until thy wrath be past, 

SI. memorable sayings. I shall hold my tongue and die” 

$2. like a wild beast at bay, defend- 55. He now addresses himself directly 
mg its life with its teeth. to God. 

53, accuse me. 56. inherit. 

54. In a more literal translation this 57. drawest a line about. 

would read, “If anyone does accuse me 58. the prisoner in the stocks. Job. 
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that thou wouldest appoint me a set time, and remember mel If a 
man die, shall he live again? All the days of my appointed time will 
I wait, till my change®® come. Thou shalt call, and I will answer 
thee: thou wilt have a desire to®® the work of thine hands. For now 
thou numberest my steps: dost thou not watch over my sin? My 
transgression is scaled up in a bag, and thou sewest up mine 
iniquity. And surely the mountain falling cometh to nought, and 
the rock is removed out of his place. The waters wear the stones: 
thou washest away the things which grow out of the dust of the 
earth; and thou dcstroyest the hope of man. Thou prevailest for 
ever against him, and he passeth: thou changest his countenance, 
and sendest him away. His sons come to honour, and he knoweth 
it not; and they are brought low, but he perceiveth it not of them. 
But his flesh upon him shall have pain, and his soul within him 
shall mourn. 


29. Moreover Job continued his parable, and said. Oh that I 
were as in months past, as in the days when God preserved me; 
when his candle shined upon my head, and when by his light 1 
walked through darkness; as I was in the days of my youth, when 
the seeret of God was upon my tabernacle; when the Almighty 
was yet with me, when my children were about me; when I washed 
my steps with butter and the rock poured me out dvers of oil; when 
I went out to the gate®^ through tlie city, when I prepared my seat 
in the street! The young men saw me, and hid ^msclves: and the 
aged arose, and stood up. The princes refrain^ talking, and laid 
their hand on their mouth. The nobles held their peace, and their 
tongue cleaved to the roof of their mouth. When the car heard 
me, then it blessed me; and when the eye saw it gave witness to 
me: because I delivered the poor that cried, and the fatherless, and 
him that had none to help him. The blessing of him that was ready 
to perish came upon me: and I caused the widow's heart to sing for 
joy. I put on righteousness, and it clothed me: my judgment was as 
a robe and a diadem. I was eyes to the blind, and feet was I to the 
lame. I was a father to the poor: and the cause which I knew not 1 
searched out. And I brake the jaws of the wicked, and plucked the 
spoil out of his teeth. Then I said, I shall die in my nest, and I 
shall multiply my days as the sand. My root was spread out by the 
waters, and the dew lay all night upon my branch. My glory was 
fresh in me, and my bow was renewed in my hand. Unto me men 
gave ear, and waited, and kept silence at my counsel. After my words 
they spake not again; and my speech dropped upon them. And they 
waited for me as for the rain; and they opened their mouth wide 

59. release. 61. The town meeting place and law 

60. for. court was just inside the gate. 
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as for the latter rain. If I laughed on them, they believed it not;®® 
and the light of my countenance they cast not down. I chose out 
their way, and sat chief, and dwelt as a king in the army, as one 
that comforteth the mourners. 

50. But now they that are younger than I have me in derision, 
whose fathers I would have disdained to have set with the dogs of 
my flock. Yea, whereto might the strength of their hands profit me,**^ 
in whom old age was perished? For want and famine they were 
solitary; fleeing into the wilderness in former time desolate and 
waste. Who cut up mallows by the bushes, and juniper roots for 
their meat. They were driven forth from among men, (they cried 
after them as after a thief;) to dwell in the cliffs of the valleys, in 
caves of the earth, and in the rocks. Among the bushes they brayed; 
under the nettles they were gathered together. They were children 
of fools, yea, children of base men: they were viler than the earth. 
And now am 1 their song, yea, 1 am their byword. They abhor me, 
they flee far from me, and spare not to spit in my face. Because he 
hath loosed my cord, and afflicted me, they have also let loose the 
bridle before me. Upon my right hand rise the youth; they push 
away my feet, and they raise up against me the ways of their de- 
struction. They mar my path, they set forward my calamity, they 
have no helper.®^ They came upon me as a wide breaking in of 
waters: in the desolation they rolled themselves upon me. Terrors 
are turned upon me: they pursue my soul as the wind: and my 
welfare passe th away as a cloud. And now my soul is poured out 
upon®® me; the days of affliction have taken hold upon me. My 
bones are pierced in me in the night season: and my sinews take 
no rest. By the great force of my disease is my garment changed: it 
bindeth me about as the collar of my coat. He hath cast me into 
the mire, and I am become like dust and ashes. I cry unto thee, 
and thou dost not hear me: I stand up, and thou regardest me not. 
Thou art become cruel to me: with thy strong hand thou opposest 
tliysclf against me. Thou liftest me up to the wind; thou causest 
me to ride upon it, and dissolvest my substance. For I know that 
thou wilt bring me to death, and to the house appointed for all liv- 
ing. Howbeit he will not stretch out his hand to the grave, though 
they cry in his destruction.®® Did not I weep for him that was in 
trouble? Was not my soul grieved for the poor? When I looked for 
good, then evil came unto me; and when I waited for light, there 
came darkness. My bowels boiled, and rested not: the days of afflic- 

62, obscure In the original; perhaps, 64, tAey have no helper: The text 
•^1 smiled on them and they were con- is uncertain at this point, 
fident.” 65. within. 

6^. 'rhey were too old to work. 66. Thi.s sentence is unintelligible is 

the original. 
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tion prevented me.®^ I went mourning without the sun: I stood up, 
and I cried in the congregation. I am a brother to dragons, and a 
companion to owls. My skin is black upon me, and my bones arc 
burned with heat. My harp also is turned to mourning, and my 
organ®® into the voice of them that weep. 

ji. I made a covenant with mine eyes; why then should I think 
upon a maid? For what portion of God is there from above? and 
what inheritance of the Almighty from on high? Is not destruction 
to the wicked? and a strange punishment to the workers of iniquity? 
Doth not he see my ways, and count all my steps? If 1 have walked 
with vanity, or if my foot hatli hasted to deceit; let me be weighed 
in an even balance, that God may know mine integrity. If my step 
hath turned out of the way, and mine heart walked after mine eyes, 
and if any blot hath cleaved to mine hands; then let me sow, and 
let another eat; yea, let my offspring be rooted out. If mine heart 
have been deceived by a woman, or if I have laid wait at my neigh- 
bour's door; then let my wife grind unto another, and let others bow 
down upon her. For this is an heinous crime; yea, it is an iniquity 
to be punished by the judges. For it is a fire that consumeth to 
destruction, and would root out all mine increase. 

If I did despise the cause of my manservant or of my maid- 
servant, when they contended with me; what then shall 1 do when 
God riseth up? and when he visiteth, what shall ^ answer him? Did 
not he that made me in the womb make him? and did not one 
fashion us in the womb? If I have withheld poor from their 
desire, or have caused the eyes of the widow ^ itail; or have eaten 
my morsel myself alone, and the fatherless hatji not eaten thereof; 
(For from my youth he was brought up with me, as with a father, 
and I have guided her from my mother's womb;) if I have seen any 
perish for want of clothing, or any poor without covering; if his 
loins have not blessed me, and if he were not warmed with the 
fleece of my sheep; if I have lifted up my hand against the father- 
less, when I saw my help in the gate:®® then let mine arm fall from 
my shoulder blade, and mine arm be broken from the bone. For 
destruction from God was a terror to me, and by reason of his 
highness I could not endure. If I have made gold my hope, or have 
said to the fine gold. Thou art my confidence; if I rejoiced because 
my wealth was great, and because mine hand had gotten much; if 
I beheld the sun when it shined, or the moon walking in bright- 
ness; and my heart hath been secretly enticed, or my mouth hath 
kissed my hand:^® this also were an iniquity to be punished by the 
67. came upon me. court.” 

55* BJP®* • V . , heart , . . my hand: idol- 

69. The gate is the court; the clause atrous acts of wor^ip of the sun and 
means, ^‘when 1 bad influence in the moon. 
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judge: for I should have denied the God that is above. 

If I rejoiced at the destruction of him that hated me, or lifted up 
myself when evil found him: neither have I suffered my mouth to 
sin by wishing a curse to his soul. If the men of my tabernacle said 
not, Oh that we had of his flesh! We cannot be satisfied.^^ The 
stranger did not lodge in the street: but I opened my doors to the 
traveller. If I covered my transgressions as Adam, by hiding mine 
iniquity in my bosom: did I fear a great multitude, or did the con- 
tempt of families terrify me, that I kept silence, and went not out 
of the door? Oh that one would hear me! Behold, my desire is,, 
that tlie Almighty would answer me, and that mine adversary had 
written a book. Surely I would take it upon my shoulder, and bind 
it as a erown to me. I would declare unto him the number of my 
steps; as a prince would I go near unto him. If my land cry against 
me, or that the furrows likewise thereof complain; if I have eaten 
the fruits thereof without money, or have caused the owners thereof 
to lose their life: let thistles grow instead of wheat, and cockle 
instead of barley. The words of Job are ended. 


38. Then the Lord answered Job out of the whirlwind, and said. 
Who is this that darkeneth counsel by words without knowledge?* 
Gird up now thy loins like a man; for I will demand of thee, and 
answer thou me. Where wast thou when I laid the foundations of 


the earth? Declare, if thou hast understanding. Who hath laid the 
measures thereof, if thou knowest? or who hath stretched the line 
upon it? Whereupon are the foundations thereof fastened? or who* 
laid the corner stone thereof; when the morning stars sang together, 
and all the sons of God shouted for joy? Or who shut up the sea 
with doors, when it brake forth, as if it had issued out of the 
womb? When I made the cloud the garment thereof, and thick 
darkness a swaddlingband for it, and brake up for it my decreed 
place, ^2 and set bars and doors, and said. Hitherto shalt thou come, 
but no further: and here shall thy proud waves be stayed? Hast thou 
commanded the morning since thy days; and caused the dayspring^^ 
to know his place; that it might take hold of the ends of the earth, 
that the wicked might be shaken out of it? It is turned as clay to 
the seal;^^ and they^*'* stand as a garment. And from the wicked their 
light is withholden, and the high arm shall be broken. Hast thou 
entered into the springs of the sea? or hast thou walked in the 
search of the depth? Have the gates of death been opened unto 


71. Translated literally, the state- 
ment of the men of the tabernacle 
should probably read, “Who can find 
one that hath not been satisfied with 
his flesh?’* i.e., with meat from his 
flocks. 


72. the broken coastline. 

73. dawn. 

74. A more literal translation wouldi 
read, “changed as clay under the seal.” 

75. all things. God is describing the* 
moment of the creation of the universe, 
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thee? or hast thou seen the doors of the shadow of death? Hast 
thou perceived the breadth of the earth? Declare if thou knowest 
it all. Where is the way where light dwelleth? And as for darkness, 
where is the place thereof, that thou shouldest take it to the bound 
thereof, and that thou shouldest know the paths to the house 
thereof? Knowest thou it, because thou wast then bom? or because 
the number of thy days is great? Hast thou entered into the 
treasures of the snow? or hast thou seen the treasures of the hail, 
w'hich I have reserved against the time of trouble, against the day 
of battle and war? By what way is the light parted, which scattereth 
the east wind upon the carth?^® Who hath divided a watercourse for 
the overflowing of waters, or a way for the lightning of thunder; to 
cause it to rain on the earth, where no man is; on the wilderness, 
wherein there is no man; to satisfy the desolate and waste ground; 
and to cause the bud of the tender herb to spring forth? Hath the 
rain a father? or who hath begotten the drops of dew? Out of whose 
womb came the ice? And the hoary frost of heaven, who hath 
gendered it? The waters are hid as with a stone, and the face of 
the deep is frozen. Canst thou bind the sweet influences of Pleiades, 
or loose the bands of Orion? Canst thou bring forth Mazzaroth^’^ 
in his season? or canst thou guide Arcturus with his sons? Knowest 
thou the ordinances of heaven? Canst thou set the dominion thereof 
in the earth? Canst thou lift up thy voice to the^ clouds, that abun- 
dance of waters may cover thee? Canst thou send lightnings, that 
they may go, and say unto thee. Here we are? Who hath put wis- 
dom in the inward parts? or who hath given understanding to the 
heart? Wlio can number the clouds in wisdom? or who can stay 
the bottles of heaven, when the dust groweth into hardness, and 
the clods cleave fast together? Wilt thou hunt the prey for the 
lion? or fill the appetite of the young lion, when they couch in 
their dens, and abide in the covert to lie in wait? Who provideth 
for the raven his food? when his young ones cry unto God, they^® 
wander for lack of meat. 

39 . Knowest thou the time when the wild goats of the rock bring 
forth? or canst thou mark when the hinds do calve? Canst thou 
number the months that they fulfil? or knowest thou the time when 
they bring forth? They bow themselves, they bring forth their 
young ones, they cast out their sorrows. Tlieir young ones are in 
good liking, they grow up with com; they go forth, and return not 
unto them. Who hath sent out the wild ass free? or who hath 
loosed the bands of the wild ass? Whose house I have made the 
wilderness, and the barren land his dwellings. He scorneth the 

76. more literally, “and the east name for the signs of the zodiac, or 

wind scattered upon the earth.” for some particular constellation. 

77. meaning disputed; it may be a 78. more literally, “and.” 
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multitude of the city, neither regardeth he the crying of the driver. 
The range of the mountains is his pasture, and he searchcth after 
every green thing. Will the unicorn^® be willing to serve thee, or 
abide by thy crib? Canst thou bind the unicorn with his band in 
the furrow? or will he harrow the valleys after thee? Wilt thou trust 
him, because his strength is great? or wilt thou leave thy labour to 
him? Wilt thou believe him, that he will bring home thy seed, 
and gather it into thy barn? Gavest thou the goodly wings unto the 
peacocks? or wings and feathers unto the ostrich? Which leaveth 
her eggs in the earth, and warmeth them in dust, and forgetteth 
that the foot may crush tlicm, or that the wild beast may break 
them. She is hardened against her young ones, as though they were 
not her’s: her labour is in vain without fear;®® because God hath 
deprived her of wisdom, neither hath he imparted to her under- 
standing. What time she lifteth up herself on high, she scorneth 
the horse and his rider. Hast thou given the horse strength? Hast 
thou clothed his neck with thunder? Canst thou make him afraid 
as a grasshopper? The glory of his nostrils is terrible. He paweth in 
the valley, and rcjoiceth in his strength: he gocth on to meet the 
armed men. He mocketh at fear, and is not affrighted; neither turn- 
cth he back from the sword. Tlie quiver rattleth against him, the 
glittering spear and the shield. He swalloweth the ground with 
fierceness and rage: neither believeth he that it is the sound of the 
trumpet. He saith among the trumpets, Ha, ha; and he smelleth 
the battle afar off, the thunder of the captains, and the shouting. 
Doth the hawk fly by thy wisdom, and stretch her wings toward 
the south? Doth the eagle mount up at thy command, and make 
her nest on high? She dwclleth and abideth on the rock, upon the 
crag of the rock, and the strong place. From thence she sceketh the 
prey, and her eyes behold afar off. Her young ones also suck up 
blood: and where the slain are, there is she. 


40. Moreover the Lord answered Job, and said, Shall he that 
contendeth with the Almighty instruct him? He that reproveth 
God, let him answer it. 

Then Job answered the Lord, and said. Behold, I am vile; what 
shall I answer thee? I will lay mine hand upon my mouth. Once 
have I spoken; but I will not answer: yea, twice; but I will proceed 
no further. 


Then answered the Lord unto Job out of the whirlwind, and 
said, Gird up thy loins now like a man: I will demand of thee, and 
declare thou unto me. Wilt thou also disannul my judgment? Wilt 
thou condemn me, that thou mayest be righteous? Hast thou an 


79. • mythical beast with one horn 
in the center of his forehead. The 
Hebrew is less imaginative: it says. 


“wild ox.” 

80. though her labor is in vain, she 
is without fear. 
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arm like God? or canst thou thunder with a voice like him? Deck 
thyself now with majesty and excellency; and array thyself with glory 
and beauty. Cast abroad the rage of thy wrath: and behold every 
one that is proud, and abase him. Look on every one that is proud, 
and bring him low; and tread down the wicked in their place. Hide 
them in the dust together; and bind their faces in secret. Then will 
I also confess unto thee that thine own right hand can save thee. 

Behold now behemoth,**^ which I made with thee; he eatetli 
grass as an ox. Lo now, his strength is in his loins, and his force is 
in the navel of his belly. He moveth his tail like a cedar: the sinews 
of his stone®® are wrapped together. His bones are as strong pieces of 
brass; his bones arc like bars of iron. He is the chief of the ways of 
God: he that made him can make his sword to approach unto him. 
Surely the mountains bring him forth food, where all the beasts of 
the field play. He lieth under the shady trees, in the covert of the 
reed, and fens. The shady trees cover him with their shadow; the 
willows of the brook compass him about. Behold, he drinketh up a 
river, and hastetli not: he trusteth that he can draw up Jordan into 
his mouth. He taketh it with his eyes:®^ his nose pierceth through 
snares. 


41. Canst thou draw out leviathan®* with an hook?®® or his 
tongue with a cord which thou lettest down? Canst thou put an 
hook into his nose? or bore his jaw through witW a thorn? Will he 
make many supplications unto thee? will he speik soft words unto 
thcc? Will he make a covenant with thee? wilt jthou take him for 
a servant for ever? Wilt thou play with him as^ viith a bird? or wilt 
thou bind him for thy maidens? Shall the - <k>inpanions make a 
banquet of him? ShkW they part him among thC' merchants? Canst 
thou fill his skin with barbed irons? or his head ^ith fish spears? Lay 
thine hand upon him, remember the battle, do no more. Behold, 
the hope of him is in vain: shall not one be cast down even at the 
sight of him? None is so fierce that dare stir him up: who then is 
able to stand before me? Who hath prevented®® me, that 
I should repay him? Whatsoever is under the whole heaven is mine. 
I will not conceal his parts, nor his power, nor his comely propor- 
tion. Who can discover the face of®^ his garment?®® or who can 
come to him with his double bridle? Who can open the doors of his 
face? His teeth are terrible round about. His scales are his pride, 
shut up together as with a close seal. One is so near to another, that 


81. generally identified with the hip- 
popotamus. 

82. A more literal translation would 
read, “thighs.” 

83. obscure in the original; prob- 
ably, “None can attack him in the 
eyes.” 


84. here probably the crocodSo*, 

85. The Greek hi^orian H^motus 

tells how the Egyptiai^ captwr^ the 
crocodile with a hook: ' ‘ ' - 

86. given anythjlaig’^tb me 

87. strip off. 

88. his scales. 
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no air can come between them. They are joined one to another, 
they stick together, that they cannot be sundered. By his neesings®® 
a light doth shine, and his eyes arc like the eyelids of the morning. 
Out of his mouth go burning lamps, and sparks of fire leap out. Out 
of his nostrils gocth smoke, as out of a seething pot or caldron. His 
breath kindleth coals, and a flame gocth out of his mouth. In his 
neck remaineth strength, and sorrow is turned into joy before him. 
The flakes of his flesh are joined together: they arc firm in them- 
selves; they cannot be moved. His heart is as firm as a stone; yea, as 
hard as a piece of the nether millstone. When he raiseth up himself, 
the mighty are afraid: by reason of breakings they purify them- 
selves.®^ The sword of him that layeth at him cannot hold: the spear, 
the dart, nor the habergeon. He csteemeth iron as straw, and brass as 
rotten wood. The arrow cannot make him flee: slingstones are 
turned with him into stubble. Darts arc counted as stubble: he 
laugheth at the shaking of a spear. Sharp stones arc under him: he 
spreadeth sharp pointed things upon the mire. He maketh the deep 
to boil like a pot: he maketh the sea like a pot of ointment. He 
maketh a path to shine after him; one would think the deep to be 
hoary Upon earth there is not his like, who is made without fear. 
He beholdeth all high things: he is a king over all the children of 
pride. 


42. Then Job answered the Lord, and said, I know that thou 
canst do every thing, and that no thought can be withholdcn from 
thee. Who is he that hideth counsel without knowledge? There- 
fore have I uttered that I understood not; things too wonderful for 
me, which I knew not. Hear, I beseech thee, and I will speak: I will 
demand of thee, and declare thou unto me. I have heard of thee 
by the hearing of the car: but now mine eye sceth thee. Wherefore 
I abhor myself, and repent in dust and ashes. 

And it was so, that after the Lord had spoken these words unto 
Job, the Lord said to Eliphaz the Temanite, My wrath is kindled 
against thee, and against thy two friends: for ye have not spoken of 
me the thing that is right, as my servant Job hath. Therefore take 
unto you now seven bullocks and seven rams, and go to my servant 
Job, and offer up for yourselves a burnt offering; and my servant Job 
shall pray for you: for him will I accept: lest I deal with you after 
your folly, in that ye have not spoken of me the thing which is 
right, like my servant Job. So Eliphaz the Temanite and Bildad 
the Shuhite and Zophar the Naamathite went, and did according 
as the Lord commanded them; the Lord also accepted Job. And 


89. his breath (compare, “sneeze”)- 
The vapor exhaled by the crocodile ap- 
pears luminous in the sunlight. 


90. a corrupt text. The clause prob- 
ably should read, “in consternation they 
are beside themselves.” 

91. white (with foam). 
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the Lord turned to the captivity®^ of Job, when he prayed for his 
friends: also the Lord gave Job twiec as mueh as he had before. 
Then came there unto him all his brethren, and all his sisters, and 
all they that had been of his acquaintance before, and did eat bread 
with him in his house: and they bemoaned him, and comforted him 
over all the evil that the Lord had brought upon him: every man 
also gave him a piece of money, and every one an earring of gold. 
So the Lord blessed the latter end of job more than his beginning; 
for he had fourteen thousand sheep, and six thousand camels, and 
a thousand yoke of oxen, and a thousand she asses. He had also 
seven sons and three daughters. And he called the name of the first, 
Jemima; and the name of the second, Kezia; and the name of the 
third, Kerenhappuch. And in all the land were no women found so 
fair as the daughters of Job: and their father gave them inheritance 
among their brethren. After this lived Job an hundred and forty 
years, and saw his sons, and his sons' sons, even four generations. So 
Job died, being old and full of days. 

Psalm 8 

1. O Lord our Lord, how excellent is thy name in all the earth! 
who hast set thy glory above the heavens. 

2. Out of the mouth of babes and sucklings hast thou ordained 

strength because of thine enemies, that thou Slightest still the 
enemy and the avenger. ) 

3. When I consider thy heavens, the work of thy fingers, the 
moon and the stars, which thou hast ordained; 

4. What is man, that thou art mindful of him? and the son of 
man, that thou visitest him? 

5. For thou hast made liim a little lower than the angels, and 
hast crowned him with glory and honour. 

6. Thou madcst him to have dominion over the works of thy 
hands; thou hast put all things under his feet: 

7. All sheep and oxen, yea, and the beasts of the field; 

8. The fowl of the air, and the fish of the sea, and whatsoever 
passeth through the paths of the seas. 

9. O Lord our Lord, how excellent is thy name in all the earth! 

Psalm 19 

1. The heavens declare the glory of God; and the firmament 
sheweth his handywork. 

2. Day unto day uttereth speech, and night unto night sheweth 
knowledge. 

3. There is no speech nor language, where their voice is not 
heard. 


92. changed the fortune. 
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4. Their line is gone out through all the earth, and their words 
to the end of the world. In them hath he set a tabernacle for the 
sun, 

5. Which is as a bridegroom coming out of his chamber, and 
rejoiceth as a strong man to run a race. 

6. His going forth is from the end of the heaven, and his circuit 
unto the ends of it: and there is nothing hid from the heat thereof. 

7. The law of the Lord is perfect, converting the soul: the testi- 
mony of the Lord is sure, making wise the simple. 

8. The statutes of the Lord are right, rejoicing the heart: the 
commandment of the Lord is pure, enlightening the eyes. 

9. The fear of the Lord is clean, enduring for ever; the judgments 
of the Lord arc true and righteous altogether. 

10. More to be desired are they than gold, yea, than much fine 
gold: sweeter also than honey and the honeycomb. 

11. Moreover by them is thy servant warned: and in keeping of 
them there is great reward. 

12. Who can understand his errors? cleanse thou me from secret 
faults. 

13. Keep back thy servant also from presumptuous sins; let them 
not have dominion over me: then shall I be upright, and I shall be 
innocent from the great transgression. 

14. Let the words of my mouth, and the meditation of my heart, 
be acceptable in thy sight, C) Lord, my strength, and my redeemer. 

Psalm 23 

1. The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. 

2. He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he Icadeth me 
beside the still waters. 

3. He restorcth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of righteous- 
ness for his name’s sake. 

4. Yea, though I walk through the ^’alley of the shadow of death, 

I will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff they 
comfort me. 

5. Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine 
enemies: thou anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over. 

6. Surely goodness and mercy .shall follow me all the days of my 
life: and I will dwell in the house of the Lord for ever. 

Psalm lo^ 

1. filcss the Lord, O my soul. O Lord my God, thou art very 
great; thou art clothed with honour and majesty. 

2. Who coverest thyself with light as with a garment: who 
stretchest out the heavens like a curtain: 

3. Who layeth the beams of his chambers in the waters: who 
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maketh the clouds his chariot: who walketh upon the wings of the 
wind: 

Who maketh his angels spirits; his ministers a flaming fire: 

5. Who laid the foundations of the earth, that it should not be 
removed for ever. 

6. Thou coveredst it with the deep as with a garment: the waters 
stood above the mountains. 

7. At thy rebuke they fled; at the voice of thy thunder they hasted 
away. 

8. They go up by the mountains; they go down by the valleys 
unto the place which thou hast founded for them. 

9. Thou hast set a bound that they may not pass over; that they 
turn not again to cover the earth. 

10. He sendetli the springs into the valleys, which run among 
the hills. 

11. They give drink to every beast of the field: the wild asses 
quench their thirst. 

12. By them shall the fowls of the heaven have their habitation, 
which sing among the branehes. 

j 3. He watereth the hills from his chambers: the earth is satis- 
fied with the fruit of thy works. 

14. He causeth the grass to grow for the cattle, and herb for the 
service of man: that he may bring forth food out of the earth; 

15. And wine that maketh glad the heart of mim, and oil to make 
his face to shine, and bread which strcngthcnetli Oman's heart. 

16. The trees of the Lord are full of sap; the bedars of Lebanon, 

which lie hath planted; , ^ 

17. Where the birds make their nests: as fot the stork, the fir 
trees arc her house. 

18. The high hills are a refuge for the wild' goats; and the rocks 
for the conies. 

19. He appointed the moon for seasons: the sun knoweth his 
going down. 

20. Thou inakest darkness, and it is night: wherein all the beasts 
of the forest do creep forth. 

21. llic young lions roar after their prey, and seek their meat 
from God. 

22. Tlic sun ariseth, they gather themselves together, and lay 
them down in their dens. 

23. Man goeth forth unto his work and to his labour until the 
evening. 

24. O Lord, how manifold are thy works! in wisdom hast thou 
made them all: the earth is full of thy riches. 

25. So is this great and wide sea, wherein are things creeping 
innumerable, both small and great beasts. 
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26. There go the ships: there is that leviathan, whom thou hast 
made to play therein. 

27. These wait all upon thee; that thou mayest give them their 
meat in due season. 

28. That thou givest them they gather: thou openest thine hand, 
they are filled with good. 

29. Thou hidest thy face, they arc troubled: thou takest away 
their breath, they die, and return to their dust. 

30. Thou sendest forth thy spirit, they are created: and thou 
renewest the face of the earth. 

31. The glory of the Lord shall endure for ever: the Lord shall 
rejoice in his works. 

32. He lookctli on the earth, and it tremblcth: he toucheth the 
hills, and they smoke. 

33. I will sing unto the Lord as long as I live: I will sing praise 
to my God while I have my being. 

34. My meditation of him shall be sweet: I will be glad in the 
Lord. 

35. Let the sinners be consumed out of the earth, and let the 
wicked be no more. Bless thou the Lord, O my soul. Praise ye the 
Lord. 


Psalm J37 

1. By the rivers of Babylon,’ there we sat down, yea, we wept, 
when we remembered Zion. 

2. We hanged our harps upon the willows in the midst thereof. 

3. For there they that carried us away captive required of us a 
song; and they that wasted us required of us mirth, saying. Sing us 
one of the songs of Zion. 

4. How shall we sing the Lord's song in a strange land? 

5. If I forget thee, O Jerusalem, let my right hand forget her 
cunning. 

6. If I do not remember thee, let my tongue cleave to the roof 
of my mouth; if I prefer not Jerusalem above my chief joy. 

7. Remember, O Lord, the children of Edom- in the day of 
Jerusalem; who said, Rase it, rase it, even to the foundation 
thereof. 

8. O daughter of Babylon, who art to be destroyed; happy shall 
he be, that rewardeth thee as thou hast served us. 

9. Happy shall he be, that taketh and dasheth thy little ones 
against the stones. 

1 . on the river Euphrates. Jerusalem taken away into captivity in Babylon, 
was captured and sacked by the Baby- 2. The Edomites helped the Baby- 
lonians in 586 B.c. The Jews were lonians to capture Jerusalem. 
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[The Song of the Suffering Servant]* 

52:13. Behold, my servant shall deal prudently, he shall be ex- 
alted and extolled, and be very high. 

1^. As many were astonied at thee; his visage was so marred 
more than any man, and his form more than the sons of men: 

15. So shall he sprinkle many nations; the kings shall shut their 
mouths at him: for that which had not been told them shall they 
see; and that which they had not heard shall they consider. 

53:1. Who hath believed our report? and to whom is the arm 
of the Lord revealed? 

2. For he shall grow up before him as a tender plant, and as a 
root out of a dry ground: he hath no form nor comeliness; and 
when we shall see him, there is no beauty that we should desire him. 

3. He is despised and rejected of men; a man of sorrows, and 
acquainted with grief: and wc hid as it were our faces from him; 
he was despised, and wc esteemed him not. 

4. Surely he hath borne our griefs, and carried our sorrows: yet 
wc did esteem him stricken, smitten of God, and afflicted. 

5. But he was wounded for our transgressions, he was bruised for 
our iniquities: the chastisement of our peace was upon him; and with 
his stripes we are healed. 

6. All we like sheep have gone astray; we havp: turned every one 
to his own way; and the Lord hath laid on him the iniquity of us all. 

7. He was oppressed, and he was afflicted, yet he opened not his 
mouth: he is brought as a lamb to the slaughter, and as a sheep 
before her shearers is dumb, so he openeth not his mouth. 

8. He was taken from prison and from judgment: and who shall 
declare his generation? for he was cut off out of the land of the 
living: for the transgression of my people was lie stricken. 

9. And he made his grave with the wicked, and with the rich^ in 
his death; because he had done no violence, neither was any deceit 
in his mouth. 

10. Yet it pleased the Lord to bruise him; he hath put him to 
grief: when thou shalt make his soul an offering for sin, he shall see 
his seed, he shall prolong his days, and the pleasure of the Lord shall 
prosper in his hand. 

11. He shall see the travail of his soul, and shall be satisfied: by 
his knowledge shall my righteous servant justify many; for he shall 
bear their iniquities. 

12. Therefore will I divide him a portion with the great, and he 

^Isaiah 52:13 — 53:12 1. Some editors emend the Hebrew 

to give the meaning, “evildoers.'” 
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conics from Zeus, who can tell why Poibos Apollo is so angry, 
if for the sake of some vow, some hecatomb he blames us, 6s 
if given the fragrant smoke of lambs, of he goats, somehow 
he can be made willing to beat the bane aside from us/ 

He spoke thus and sat down again, and among them stood up 
Kalchas, Thestor’s son, far the best of tlic bird interpreters, 69 

who knew all things tliat were, the things to come and the things 
past, 

who guided into the land of Ilion the ships of the Achaians 
through that sccrcraft of his own that Phoibos Apollo gave him. 

He in kind intention toward all stood forth and addressed them: 
‘You have bidden me, Acliillcus beloved of Zeus, to explain to 
you tliis anger of Apollo the lord who strikes from afar. Then 75 
I will speak; yet make me a promise and swear before me 
readily by word and work of your hands to defend me, 
since I believe I shall make a man angry who holds great kingship 
over the men of Argos, and all the Achaians obey him. 

For a king when he is angry with a man beneath him is too strong, 
and suppose even for the day itself he swallow down his anger, si 
he still keeps bitterness that remains until its fulfilment 
deep in his chest. Speak forth then, tell me if you will protect me.' 

'Then in answer again spoke Achillcus of the swift feet: 

‘Speak, interpreting whatever you know, and fear nothing. 85 

In the name of Apollo beloved of Zeus to whom you, Kalchas, 
make your prayers when you interpret the gods' will to the Danaans, 
no man so long as I am alive above earth and sec daylight 
shall lay the weight of his hands on you beside the hollow ships, 
not one of all the Danaans, even if you mean Agamemnon, pc 

who now claims to be far the greatest of all the Achaians.' 

At this the blameless seer took courage again and spoke forth: 
‘No, it is not for the sake of some vow or hecatomb he blames us, 
but for the sake of his priest whom Agamemnon dishonoured 
and would not give him back his daughter nor accept the ransom. 
Therefore the archer sent griefs against us and will send them 96 
still, nor sooner thrust back the shameful plague from the Danaans 
until we give the glancing-eyed girl back to her father 
without price, without ransom, and lead also a blessed hecatomb 
to Chryse; thus we might propitiate and persuade liim.' 100 

He spoke thus and sat down again, and among them stood up 
Atreus' son the hero wide-ruling Agamemnon 
raging, the heart within filled black to the brim with anger 
from beneath, but his two eyes showed like fire in their blazing. 
First of all he eyed Kalchas bitterly and spoke to him; 105 

65. hecatomb: Strictly, the word do- but it is often used to refer to smaller 
notes a sacrifice of a hundred animala, offerings. 

71. Ilion: Troy, 
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*Secr of evil; never yet have you told me a good thing. 

Always the evil things are dear to your heart to prophesy, 
but nothing excellent have you said nor ever accomplished. 

Now once more you make divination to the Danaans, argue 

forth your reason why he who strikes from afar afflicts them, m 

because I for the sake of the girl Chryscis would not take 

the shining ransom; and indeed I wish greatly to have her 

in my own house; since I like her better than Klytaimestra 

my own wife, for in truth she is no way inferior, 

neither in build nor stature nor wit, not in accomplishment ns 

Still I am willing to give her back, if such is the best way. 

I myself desire that my people be safe, not perish. 

F ind me then some prize that shall be my own, lest I only 

among the Argives go without, since that were unfitting; 

you are all witnesses to this thing, that my prize goes elsewhere.' i«» 

Then in answer again spoke brilliant swift-footed Achilleus: 

'Son of Atreus, most lordly, greediest for gain of all men, 
how shall the great-hearted Achaians give you a prize now? 

There is no great store of things lying about I know of. 

But what we took from the cities by storm has been distributed; 
it is unbecoming for the people to call back things once given. 

No, for the present give the girl back to the god; we Achaians 
thrice and four times over will repay you, if ever Zeus gives 
into our hands the strong-walled citadel of Troy to be plundered/ 

Then in answer again spoke powerful AgameiAnon: 

'Not that way, good fighter though you be, godlike Achilleus, 
strive to cheat, for you will not deceive, you will not persuade me. 
What do you want? To keep your own prize and have me sit here 
lacking one? Are you ordering me to give this girl back? 

Either the great-hearted Achaians shall give me a new prize 135 
chosen according to my desire to atone for the girl lost, 
or else if they will not give me one I myself shall take her, 
your own prize, or that of Aias, or that of Odysseus, 
going myself in person; and he whom I visit will be bitter. 

Still, these are things we shall deliberate again hereafter. 

Come, now, wc must haul a black ship down to the bright sea, 

and assemble rowers enough for it, and put on board it 

the hecatomb, and the girl herself, C^hryseis of the fair cheeks, 

and let there be one responsible man in charge of her, 

either Aias or Idomeneus or brilliant Odysseus, 145 

or you yourself, son of Peleus, most terrifying of all men, 

to reconcile by accomplishing sacrifice the archer.’ 

Then looking darkly at him Achilleus of the swift feet spoke: 

138. Aias: Ajax, tlic bravest of the Greeks after Achilleus. Odysseus: the most 
subtle and crafty of the Greeks. 
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‘O wrapped in shamelessness, with your mind forever on profit, 
how shall any one of the Achaians readily obey you 150 

either to go on a journey or to fight men strongly in battle? 

I for my part did not come here for the sake of the Trojan 
spearmen to fight against them, since to me they have done nothing. 
Never yet have they driven away my cattle or my horses, 
never in Phthia where the soil is rich and men grow great did they 
spoil my harvest, since indeed there is much that lies between us, 156 
the shadowy mountains and the echoing sea; but for your sake, 

0 great shamelessness, we followed, to do you favour, 

you with the dog’s eyes, to win your honour and Menelaos’ 
from the Trojans. You forget all tliis or else you care nothing. 160 
And now my prize you threaten in person to strip from me, 
for whom I laboured much, the gift of the sons of the Achaians. 
Never, when the Achaians sack some well-founded citadel 
of the Trojans, do I have a prize that is equal to your prize. 

Always the greater part of the painful fighting is the work of 165 

my hands; but when the time comes to distribute tlie booty 

yours is far the greater reward, and I with some small thing 

yet dear to me go back to my ships when 1 am weary with fighting. 

Now I am returning to Phthia, since it is much better 

to go home again with my curved ships, and I am minded no longer 

to stay here dishonoured and pile up your wealth and your luxury.’ 

Then answered him in turn the lord of men Agamemnon: 172 

‘Run away by all means if your heart drives you. I will not 
entreat you to stay here for my sake. There arc others with me 
who will do me honour, and above all Zeus of the counsels. 175 
To me you are the most hateful of all the kings whom the gods love. 
Forever quarrelling is dear to your heart, and wars and battles; 
and if you are very strong indeed, that is a god’s gift. 

Go home then with your own ships and your own companions, 
be king over the Myrmidons. I care nothing about you. iSo 

1 take no account of your anger. But here is my threat to you. 

Even as Phoibos Apollo is taking away my Chryseis. 

1 shall convey her back in my own ship, with my own 
followers; but I shall take the fair-cheeked Briscis, 
your prize, I myself going to your shelter, that you may learn well ,85 
how much greats I am than you, and another man may shrink back 
from likening himself to me and contending against me.’ 

So he spoke. And the anger came on Peleus’ son, and within 
his shaggy breast the heart was divided two ways, pondering 
whether to draw from beside his thigh the sharp sword, driving 190 

ISS. Pmiu: AchlUeus* home in wife of Menelaos, who had run off to 
northern Greece. Troy with Priam’s son Paris. 

and JUenela/>s*: The aim of the 180 . Myrmidons: the name of 
expedition was to recapture Helen, the Achilleus’ people. 
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away all those who stood between and kill the son of Atreus, 
or else to check the spleen within and keep down his anger. 

Now as he weighed in mind and spirit these two courses 
and was drawing from its scabbard the great sword, Athene de- 
scended 

from the sky. For Hera the goddess of the white arms sent her, 195 
who loved both men equally in her heart and cared for them. 

The goddess standing behind Peleus' son caught him by the fair hair, 
appearing to him only, for no man of the others saw her. 

Achilleus in amazement turned about, and straightway 
knew Pallas Athene and the terrible eyes shining. 200 

He uttered winged words and addressed her: ‘Why have you come 
now, 

0 child of Zens of the aegis, once more? Is it that you may see 
the outrageousness of the son of Atreus Agamemnon? 

Yet will I tell you this thing, and I think it shall be accomplished. 

By such acts of arrogance he may even lose his own life.' 205 

Then in answer the goddess grey-eyed Athene spoke to him: 

‘I have come down to stay your anger — ^but will you obey me? — 
from the sky; and the goddess of the white arms Hera sent me, 
who loves both of you equally in her heart and cares for you. 209 
Come then, do not take your sword in your hand, keep clear of 
fighting, ! 

though indeed with words you may abuse hii% ^nd it will be that 
way. > f 

And this also will I tell you and it will be a thi^ig accomplished. 
Some (kiy three times over such shining gifts sha}l be given you 
by reason of this outrage. Hold your hand theji^ and obey us.' 

Then in answer again spoke Achilleus of tht «wift feet; «s 
‘Goddess, it is necessary that I obey the wordfof you two, 
angry though I am in my heart. So it will be better. 

If any man obeys the gods, they listen to him also.' 

He spoke, and laid his heavy hand on the silver sword hilt 
and thrust the great blade back into the scabbard nor disobeyed 220 
the word of Athene. And she went back again to Olympos 
to the house of Zeus of the aegis with the other divinities. 

But Peleus' son once again in words of derision 
spoke to Atreides, and did not yet let go of his anger: 

‘You wine sack, with a dog's eyes, with a deer's heart Never 22s 
once have you taken courage in your heart to arm with your people 
for battle, or go into ambuscade with the best of the Achaians. 

1 94. Athene: a goddess, daughter possessed. She supported the Greek 
of Zeus, a patron of human ingenuity side in the war. 
and resourcefulness, whether exemplified’ 202. aegis: a terrible shield with 
by handicrafts, such as spinning, or by which Zeus (or any other god to whom 
skill in human relations, such as her it was entrusted) stirred up storms or 
favorite among the Greeks* Odysseus, threw panic into human beings. 
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No, for in such things you see death. Far better to your mind 
is it, all along the widespread host of the Achaians 
to take away the gifts of any man who speaks up against you. ty, 
King who feed on your people, since you rule nonentities; 
otherwise, son of Atreus, this were your last outrage. 

But I will tell you this and swear a great oath upon it: 
in the name of this sceptre, which never again will bear leaf nor 
branch, now that it has left behind the cut stump in the moun- 
tains, 23S 

nor shall it ever blossom again, since the bronze blade stripped 
bark and leafage, and now at last the sons of the Achaians 
carry it in their hands in state when they administer 
the justice of Zeus. And this shall be a great oath before you: 
some day longing for Achilleus will come to the sons of the 
Achaians, 240 

all of them. Then stricken at heart though you be, you will be able 
to do nothing, when in their numbers before man-slaughtering 
Hektor 

they drop and die. And then you will cat out the heart within you 
in sorrow, that you did no honour to the best of the Achaians." 

Thus spoke Pelcus" son and dashed to the ground the sceptre 24s 
studded with golden nails, and sat down again. But Atreides 
raged still on the other side, and between them Nestor 
the fair-spoken rose up, the lucid speaker of Pylos, 
from whose lips the streams of words ran sweeter than honey. 

In his time two generations of mortal men had perished, 

those who had grown up with him and they who had been born to 

these in sacred Pylos, and he was king in the third age. 

He in kind intention toward both stood forth and addressed them: 
‘Oh, for shame. Great sorrow comes on the land of Achaia. 

Now might Priam and the sons of Priam in truth be happy, 
and all the rest of the Trojans be visited in their hearts with glad- 
ness, 


were they to hear all this wherein you two are quarrelling, 
you, who surpass all Danaans in council, in fighting. 

Yet be persuaded. Both of you are younger than I am. 

Yes, and in my time I have dealt with better men than 
you arc, and never once did they disregard me. Never 
yet have I seen nor shall see again such men as these were, 
men like Peirithods, and Dryas, shepherd of the people, 
Kaineus and Exadios, godlike Polyphemos, 
or Theseus, Aigeus" son, in the likeness of the immortals. 
These were the strongest generation of earth-born mortals, 


242. BekUr: son of Priam; the !ofe» 
rmn vsrHor of the Trojans. 

244, Alrtidet: son of Atreus, Ia, 


Agamemnon. 

248. Fylcs: on the western sbori 
the Petoponnese. 


of 
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the strongest, and they fought against the strongest, the beast men 
living within the mountains, and terribly they destroyed them. 

I was of the company of these men, coming from Pylos, 
a long way from a distant land, since they had summoned me. 

And I fought single-handed, yet against such men no one 
of the mortals now alive upon earth could do battle. And also 
these listened to the counsels I gave and heeded my bidding. 

Do you also obey, since to be persuaded is better. 

You, great man that you are, yet do not take the girl away 
but let her be, a prize as the sons of the Achaians gave her 
first. Nor, son of Peleus, think to match your strength with 
the king, since never equal with the rest is the portion of honour 
of the sceptred king to whom Zeus gives magnificence. Even 
though you are the stronger man, and the mother who bore you was 
immortal, as* 

yet is this man greater who is lord over more than you rule. 

Son of Atreus, give up your anger; even I entreat you 
to give over your bitterness against Achilleus, he who 
stands as a great bulwark of battle over all the Achaians.' 

Then in answer again spoke powerful Agamemnon: aSs 

Tes, old sir, all this you have said is fair and orderly. 

Yet here is a man who wishes to be above all others, 

who wishes to hold power over all, and to be lord of 

all, and give them their orders, yet I think onctwill not obey him. 

And if the everlasting gods have made him a ^^rman, ago 

yet tliey have not given him the right to speak abusively/ 

Then looking at him darkly brilliant Achilleils answered him; 

^So must 1 be called of no account and a cow^d 

if I must carry out every order you may happexi to give me. 

Tell other men to do these things, but give me no more a» 

commands, since I for my part have no intention to obey you. 

And put away in your thoughts this other thing I tell you. 

With my hands I will not fight for the girl's sake, neither 
with you nor any other man, since you take her away who gave her. 
But of all the other things that are mine beside my fast black 
ship, you shall take nothing away against my pleasure. 

Ck)me, then, only try it, that these others may see also; 
instantly your own black blood will stain my spearpoint' 

So these two after battling in words of contention 
stood up, and broke the assembly beside the ships of the Achaians, 
Peleus' son went back to his balanced ships and his shelter 906 
with Patroklos, Menoitios* son, and his own companions. 

But the son of Atreus drew a fast ship down to the water 

280. mother: Achilleus* mother was but later left humankind and went to 
Thetis, a sea nymph. She was married live with her father, Nereus, in tlto 
to a mortal, Peleus (Achilleus’ father), depths of the Aegean Sea. 
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and allotted into it twenty rowers and put on board it 

the hecatomb for the god and Chryseis of the fair cheeks 310 

leading her by the hand. And in charge went crafty Odysseus. 

These then putting out went over the ways of the water 
while Atrciis' son told his people to wash off their defilement. 

And they washed it away and threw the washings into the salt sea. 
Then they accomplished perfect hecatombs to Apollo, 31s 

of bulls and goats along the beach of the barren salt sea. 

The savour of the burning swept in circles up to the bright sky. 

Thus these were busy about the army. But Agamemnon 
did not give up his anger and the first threat he made to Achilleus, 
but to Talthybios he gave his orders and Eurybates 320 

who were heralds and hard-working henchmen to him: *Go now 
to the shelter of Peleus' son Achilleus, to bring back 
Briseis of the fair cheeks leading her by the hand. And if he 
will not give her, I must come in person to take her 
with many men behind me, and it will be the worse for him.' 335 

He spoke and sent them forth with this strong order upon them. 
They went against their will beside the beach of the barren 
salt sea, and came to the shelters and the ships of the Myrmidons. 
The man himself they found beside his shelter and his black ship 
sitting. And Achilleus took no joy at all when he saw them. 330 
These two terrified and in awe of the king stood waiting 
quietly, and did not speak a word at all nor question him. 

But he knew the Whole matter in his own heart, and spoke first: 
‘Welcome, heralds, messengers of Zeus and of mortals. 

Draw near. You are not to blame in my sight, but Agamemnon 335 
who sent the two of you here for the sake of the girl Briseis. 

Go then, illustrious Patroklos, and bring the girl forth 

and give her to these to be taken away. Yet let them be witnesses 

in the sight of the blessed gods, in the sight of mortal 

men, and of this cruel king, if ever hereafter 34® 

there shall be need of me to beat back the shameful destruction 

from the rest. For surely in ruinous heart he makes sacrifice 

and has not wit enough to look behind and before him 

that the Achaians fighting beside their ships shall not perish.' 

So he spoke, and Patroklos obeyed his beloved companion. 345 
He led forth from the hut Briseis of the fair checks and gave her 
to be taken away; and they walked back beside the ships of the 
Achaians, 

and the woman all unwilling went with them still. But Achilleus 
weeping went and sat in sorrow apart from his companions 
beside the beach of the grey sea looking out on the infinite water. 350 
Many times stretching forth his hands he called on his motlier; 
*Since, my mother, you bore me to be a man with a short life. 
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therefore Zeus of the loud thunder on Olympos should grant me 
honour at least. But now he has given me not even a little. 

Now the son of Atreus, powerful Agamemnon, 3S5 

has dishonoured me, since he has taken away my prize and keeps it' 
So he spoke in tears and the lady his mother heard him 
as she sat in the depths of the sea at the side of her aged father, 
and lightly she emerged like a mist from the grey water. 

She came and sat beside him as he wept, and stroked him 360 

with her hand and called him by name and spoke to him: *Why 
then, 

child, do you lament? What sorrow has come to your heart now? 
Tell me, do not hide it in your mind, and thus we shall both know.' 

Sighing heavily Achilleus of the swift feet answered her: 

Tou know; since you know why must I tell you all this? 365 

We went against Thebe, the sacred city of Eetion, 
and the city we sacked, and carried everything back to this place, 
and the sons of the Achaians made a fair distribution 
and for Atreus’ son they chose out Chryseis of the fair checks. 
Then Chryscs, priest of him who strikes from afar, Apollo, 370 

came beside the fast ships of the bronze-armoured Achaians to 
ransom 

back his daughter, carrying gifts l^eyond count and holding 

in his hands wound on a staff of gold the ribbotls of Apollo 

who strikes from afar, and supplicated all the Afchaians, 

but above all Atreus' two sons, the marshals of .life people. 375 

Then all the rest of the Achaians cried out in S^our 

that the priest be respected and the shining rbisom be taken; 

yet this pleased not the heart of Atreus' son Agamemnon, 

but harshly he sent him away with a strong ordet upon him. 

'Fhc old man went back again in anger, but A^llo 380 

listened to his prayer, since he was very dear to him, and let go 
the wicked arrow against the Argives. And now thc people 
were dying one after another while the god's shafts ranged 
everywhere along the wide host of the Achaiails, till the seer 
knowing well the truth interpreted the designs of the archer. 385 
It was I first of all urged then the god's appeasement; 
and the anger took hold of Atreus' son, and in speed standing 
he uttered his threat against me, and now it is a thing accomplished. 
For the girl the glancing-eyed Achaians are taking to Chryse 
in a fast ship, also carrying to the king presents. But even 390 

now the heralds went away from my shelter leading 
Briseus' daughter, whom the sons of the Achaians gave me. 

You then, if you have power to, protect your own son, going 

366. Thebe: a city in Trojan terri- 
tory. 


390. the king: Apollo. 
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to Olympos and supplicating Zeus, if ever before now 
cither by word you comforted Zeus' heart or by action. 3 m 

Since it is many times in my father's halls I have heard you 
making claims, when you said you only among the immortals 
beat aside shameful destruction from Kronos' son the dark-misted, 
that time when all the other Olympians sought to bind him, 

Hera and Poseidon and Pallas Athene. Then you, 4<» 

goddess, went and set him free from his shackles, summoning 
in speed the creature of the hundred hands to tall Olympos, 
that creature the gods name Briareus, but all men 
Aigaios' son, but he is far greater in strength than his father. 

He rejoicing in the glory of it sat down by Kronion, 405 

and the rest of the blessed gods were frightened and gave up 
binding him. 

Sit beside him and take his knees and remind him of these things 
now, if perhaps he might be willing to help the Trojans, 
and pin the Achaians back against the ships and the water, 
dying, so that thus they may all have profit of their own king, 410 
tliat Atreus' son wide-ruling Agamemnon may recognize 
his madness, that he did no honour to the best of the Achaians.' 

Thetis answered him then letting the tears fall: *Ah me, 
my child. Your birth was bitterness. Why did I raise you? 

If only you could sit by your ships untroubled, not weeping, 415 
since indeed your lifetime is to be short, of no length. 

Now it has befallen that your life must be brief and bitter 
beyond all men's. To a bad destiny I bore you in my chambers. 

But I will go to cloud-dark Olympos and ask this 

thing of Zeus who delights in the thunder. Perhaps he will do it. ^ 

Do you therefore continuing to sit by your swift ships 

be angry at the Achaians and stay away from all fighting. 

For Zeus went to the blameless Aithiopians at the Ocean 
yesterday to feast, and the rest of tlie gods went with him. 

On the twelfth day he will be coming back to Olympos, 4^5 

and then I will go for your sake to the house of Zeus, bronze- 
founded, 

and take him by the knees and I think I can persuade him.' 

So speaking she went away from that place and left him 
sorrowing in his heart for the sake of the fair-girdled woman 
whom they were taking by force against his will. But Odysseus 43a 
meanwhile drew near to Chryse conveying the sacred hecatomb. 


398. Kronos* son: Zeus, dark-misted: 
Zeus is the god of the sky, who brings 
rain and sunshine. 

400. Poseidon: brother of Zeus; god 
of the sea. 

402. Briareus: a giant, son of 
Poseidon. 


405. Kronion: Zeus. 

423. Ocean: the river which was be- 
lieved to encircle the whole world. The 
Aithiopians (Ethiopians) were thought 
to live at the extreme edges of the 
world. 
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These when they were inside the many-hollowed harbour 
took down and gathered together the sails and stowed them in the 
black ship, 

let down mast by the forestays, and settled it into the mast crutch 
easily, and rowed her in with oars to the mooring. 43s 

They threw over the anchor stones and made fast the stern cables 
and themselves stepped out on to the break of the sea beach, 
and led forth the hecatomb to the archer Apollo, 
and Chryseis herself stepped forth from the sea-going vessel. 
Odysseus of the many designs guided her to the altar 440 

and left her in her father’s arms and spoke a word to him: 

‘Chryses, I was sent here by the lord of men Agamemnon 
to lead back your daughter and accomplish a sacred hecatomb 
to Apollo on behalf of the Danaans, that we may propitiate 
the lord who has heaped unhappiness and tears on the Argives.' 445 
He spoke, and left her in his arms. And he received gladly 
his beloved child. And the men arranged the sacred hecatomb 
for the god in orderly fashion around the strong-founded altar. 
Next they washed their hands and took up the scattering barley. 
Standing among them with lifted arms Chryses prayed in a great 
voice: 450 

‘Hear me, lord of the silver bow, who set your power about 
Chryse and Killa the sacrosanct, who arc lord in strength over 
Tenedos; if once before you listened to my prayers 
and did me honour and smote strongly the host pf the Achaians, 
so one more time bring to pass the wish that 1 piay for. 455 

Beat aside at last the shameful plague from the Danaans.' 

So he spoke in prayer, and Phoibos Apollo heard him. 

And when all had made prayer and flung down the scattering barley 
first they drew back the victims' heads and daughtered them and 
skinned them, 

and cut away the meat from the thighs and wrapped them in fat, 40c 
making a double fold, and laid shreds of flesh upon them. 

The old man burned these on a cleft stick and poured the gleaming 
wine over, while the young men with forks in their hands stood 
about him. 

But when they had burned the thigh pieces and tasted the vitals, 
they cut all the remainder into pieces and spitted them 465 

and roasted all carefully and took off the pieces. 

Then after they had finished the work and got the feast ready 
they feasted, nor was any man's hunger denied a fair portion. 

But when they had put away their desire for eating and drinking, 
the young men filled the mixing bowls with pure wine, passing 
a portion to all, when they had offered drink in the goblets. 4^1 
All day long they propitiated the god with singing. 
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chanting a splendid hymn to Apollo, these young Achaians, 
singing to the one who works from afar, who listened in gladness. 
Afterwards when the sun went down and darkness came on- 
ward 475 

they lay down and slept beside the ship's stern cables. 

But when the young Dawn showed again with her rosy fingers, 
they put forth to sea toward the wide camp of the Achaians. 

And Apollo who works from afar sent them a favouring stern wind. 
They set up the mast again and spread on it the white sails, 480 
and the wind blew into the middle of the sail, and at the cutwater 
a blue wave rose and sang strongly as the ship went onward. 

She ran swiftly cutting across the swell her pathw'ay. 

But when they had come back to the wide camp of the Achaians 
they hauled the black ship up on the mainland, high up 485 

on the sand, and underneath her they fixed the long props. 
Afterwards they scattered to their own ships and their shelters. 

But that other still sat in anger beside his swift ships, 

Pcleiis’ son divinely born, Achillciis of the swift feet. 

Never now would he go to assemblies where men win glory, 490 
never more into battle, but continued to waste his heart out 
sitting there, though he longed always for the clamour and fighting. 

But when the twelfth dawn after this day appeared, the gods who 
live forever came back to Olympos all in a body 
and Zeus led them; nor did Thetis forget the entreaties 495 

of her son, but she emerged from the sea’s wa\'es early 
in the morning and went up to the tall sky and Olympos. 

She found Kronos’ broad-browed son apart from the others 
sitting upon the highest peak of rugged Olympos. 

She came and sat beside him with her left hand embracing 500 
his knees, but took him underneath the chin with her riglit hand 
and spoke in supplication to lord Zeus son of Kronos: 

‘Father Zeus, if ever before in word or action 
I did you favour among the immortals, now grant what I ask for. 
Now give honour to my son short-lived beyond all other sos 

mortals. Since even now the lord of men Agamemnon 
dishonours him, who has taken away his prize and keeps it. 

Zeus of the counsels, lord of Olympos, now do him honour. 

So long put strength into the Trojans, until the Achaians 
give my son his rights, and his honour is increased among them.' 510 
She spoke thus. But Zeus who gathers the clouds made no answer 
but sat in silence a long time. And Thetis, as she had taken 
his knees, clung fast to them and urged once more her question: 
‘Bend your head and promise me to accomplish this thing, 

SOO-501, embracing his knees . . . desperation and the urgency of the re- 
chbt: the posture of the suppliant, who quest. Zeus was above all other gods 
by this physical pressure emphasized his the protector of suppliants. 
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or else refuse it, you have nothing to fear, that I may know 51s 
by how much I am the most dishonoured of all gods/ 

Deeply disturbed Zeus who gathers the clouds answered her: 
This is a disastrous matter when you set me in conflict 
with Hera, and she troubles me with recriminations. 

Since even as things are, forever among the immortals 520 

she is at me and speaks of how I help the Trojans in battle. 

Even so, go back again now, go away, for fear she 

see us. I will look to these things that they be accomplished. 

See then, I will bend my head that you may believe me. 

For this among the immortal gods is the mightiest witness 525 

I can give, and nothing I do shall be vain nor revocable 
nor a thing unfulfilled when I bend my head in assent to it.' 

He spoke, the son of Kronos, and nodded his head with the dark 
brows, 

and the immortally anointed hair of the great god 
swept from his divine head, and all Olympos was shaken. S3o 

So these two who had made their plans separated, and Thetis 
leapt down again from shining Olympos into the sea’s depth, 
but Zeus went back to his own house, and all the gods rose up 
from their chairs to greet the coming of their fither, not one had 
courage 

to keep his place as the father advanced, but?stood up to greet 
him. j 

Thus lie took his place on the throne; yet Hera^^s not 
ignorant, having seen how he had been plotting counsels 
with Thetis the silver-footed, the daughter of tba sea’s ancient, 
and at once she spoke revilingly to Zeus son oft Kronos: 
Treacherous one, what god has been plotting cotoaisels with you? 
Always it is dear to your heart in my absence to think of 
secret things and decide upon them. Never have you patience 
frankly to speak forth to me the thing that you purpose,’ 

Then to her the father of gods and men made answer; 

'Hera, do not go on hoping that you will hear all my 54s 

thoughts, since tliese will be too hard for you, though you are my 
wife. 

Any thought that it is right for you to listen to, no one 
neither man nor any immortal shall hear it before you. 

But anything that apart from the rest of the gods I wish to 
plan, do not always question each detail nor probe me/ 550 

Then the goddess the ox-eyed lady Hera answered: 

‘Majesty, son of Kronos, what sort of thing have you spoken? 

Truly too much in time past I have not questioned nor probed you, 
but you are entirely free to think out whatever pleases you. 

538. /Ac sea's ancient: Nereus. 


535 


540 
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Now, though, I am terribly afraid you were won over sss 

by TTietis the silver-footed, the daughter of the sea^s ancient. 

For early in the morning she sat beside you and took your 
knees, and I think you bowed your head in assent to do honoiu ^ 
to Achillcus, and to destroy many beside the ships of the Achaians. 

Then in return Zeus who gathers the clouds made answer: 560 

"Dear lady, 1 never escape you, you are always full of suspicion. 

Yet thus you can accomplish nothing surely, but be more 
distant from my heart than ever, and it will be the worse for you. 

If what you say is true, then that is the way I wish it. 

But go then, sit down in silence, and do as I tell you, s&s 

for fear all the gods, as many as are on Olympos, can do nothing 
if I come close and lay my unconquerable hands upon you." 

He spoke, and the goddess the ox-eyed lady Hera was frightened 
and went and sat down in silence wrenching her heart to obedicnec, 
and all the Uranian gods in the house of Zeus were troubled. 57* 
Hephaistos the renowned smith rose up to speak among them, 
to bring comfort to his beloved mother, Hera of the white arms: 
This will be a disastrous matter and not endurable 
if you two are to quarrel thus for the sake of mortals 
and bring brawling among the gods. There will be no pleasure 575 
in the stately feast at all, since vile things will be uppermost. 

And I entreat my mother, though she herself understands it, 
to be ingratiating toward our father Zeus, that no longer 
our father may scold her and break up the quiet of our feasting. 

For if the Olympian who handles the lightning should be 51b 
minded to hurl us out of our places, he is far too strong for any. 

Do you therefore approach him again with words made gentle, 
and at once the Olympian will be gracious again to us.' 

He spoke, and springing to his feet put a two-handled goblet 
into his mother's hands and spoke again to her once more: ^ 

'Have patience, my mother, and endure it, though you be saddened, 
for fear that, dear as you are, I see you before my own eyes 
struck down, and then sorry though I be I shall not be able 
to do anything. It is too hard to fight against the Olympian. 

There was a time once before now I was minded to help you, 
and he caught me by the foot and threw me from the magic 
threshold, 

and all day long I dropped helpless, and about sunset 
I landed in Lemnos, and there was not much life left in me. 

After that fall it was the Sintian men who took care of me.' 

570. Uranian: The Greek word 593. Lemnos: an island in the Aegean 

uranos means **sky,** **heaven.'' Sea. 

571. Hephaistos: the patron god of 594. Sintian men: the ancient In* 
cimftsmen, especially workers in metal. habitants of Lemnos. 
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He spoke, and the goddess of the white arms Hera smiled at 
him, S95 

and smiling she accepted the goblet out of her son's hand. 
Thereafter beginning from the left he poured drinks for the other 
gods, dipping up from the mixing bowl the sweet nectar. 

But among the blessed immortals uncontrollable laughter 
went up as they saw Hephaistos bustling about the palace. 

Thus thereafter the whole day long until the sun went undei 
they feasted, nor was anyone's hunger denied a fair portion, 
nor denied the beautifully wrought lyre in the hands of Apollo 
nor the antiphonal sweet sound of the Muses singing. 

Afterwards when the light of the flaming sun went under 
they went away each one to sleep in his home where 
for eaoh one the far-renowned strong-handed Hephaistos 
had built a house by means of his craftsmanship and cunning. 

Zeus the Olympian and lord of the lightning went to 

his own bed, where always he lay when sweet sleep came on him 6 m 

Going up to the bed he slept and Hera of the gold throne beside him. 

[Tlie Greeks, in spite of Achilleus' withdrawal, continued to fight 
They did not suffer immoderately from Achilleus' absence; on the 
contrary, they pressed the Trojans so hard that Hektor, the Trojan 
leader, after rallying his men, returned to the city to urge the 
Trojans to offer special prayers and sacrifices to: the gods.] 

Book VI 

. , . Now as Hektor had come to the Skaiai gates and the oak 
tree. 

all the wives of the Trojans and their daughters came running about 
him 

to ask after their sons, after their brothers and neighbours, 
their husbands; and he told them to pray to the immortals, a4o 
all, in turn; but there were sorrows in store for many. 

Now he entered tlie wonderfully built palace of Priam. 

Tliis was fashioned with smooth-stone cloister walks, and within it 
were embodied fifty sleeping chambers of smoothed stone 
built so as to connect with each other; and within these slept *45 
each beside his own wedded wife, the sons of Priam. 

In the same inner court on the opposite side, to face these, 
lay the twelve close smooth-stone sleeping chambers of his daughters 
built so as to connect with each other; and within these slept, 
each by his own modest wife, the lords of the daughters of Priam, jso 

S98. nectar: the drink of the gods. 237. Skaian gates: one of the en- 
trances to Troy. 
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There there came to meet Hektor his bountiful mother 
with Laodike, the loveliest looking of all her daughters. 

She clung to his hand and called him by name and spoke to him; 
‘Why then, 

child, have you come here and left behind the bold battle? 

Surely it is these accursed sons of the Achaians who wear you gss 
out, as they fight close to the city, and the spirit stirred you 
to return, and from the peak of the citadel lift your hands, praying 
to Zeus. But stay while I bring you honey-sweet wine, to pour out 
a libation to father Zeus and the other immortals 
first, and afterwards if you will drink yourself, be strengthened. 260 
In a tired man, wine will bring back his strength to its bigness, 
in a man tired as you are tired, defending your neighbours.' 

Tall Hektor of the shining helm spoke to her answering; 

‘My honoured mother, lift not to me the kindly sweet wine, 
for fear you stagger my strength and make me forget my courage; 365 
and with hands unwashed I would take shame to pour the glittering 
wine to Zeus; there is no means for a man to pray to the dark-misted 
son of Kronos, with blood and muck all spattered upon him. 

But go yourself to the temple of the spoiler Athene, 
assembling the ladies of honour, and with things to be sacrificed, 370 
and take a robe, which seems to you the largest and loveliest 
in the great house, and that which is far your dearest possession. 

Lay this along the knees of Athene the lovely liaircd. Also 
promise to dedicate within the shrine twelve heifers, 
yearlings, never broken, if only she will have pity »7s 

on the town of Troy, and the Trojan wives, and their innocent 
children, 

if she will hold back from sacred Ilion the son of Tydeus, 
that wild spear-fighter, the strong one who drives men to thoughts 
of terror. 

So go yourself to the temple of the spoiler Athene, 
while I go in search of Paris, to call him, if he will listen 280 

to anything I tell him. How I wish at this moment the earth might 
open beneath him. The Olympian let him live, a great sorrow 
to the Trojans, and high-hearted Priam, and all of his children. 

If only I could see him gone down to the house of the Death God, 
then I could say my heart had forgotten its joyless affliction.' 385 
So he spoke, and she going into the great house called out 
to her handmaidens, who assembled throughout the city the 
highborn 

women; while she descended into the fragrant store-chamber. 

There lay the elaborately wrought robes, the work of Sidonian 

251. mother; Hekabe (Hecuba). distinguished himself in the fighting. 

277. son of Tydeus: Diomedes, one 289. Sidonian: Sidon was a Phoeni* 
•f the Greek champions, who has just cian city on the coast of Palestine. 
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women, whom Alexandros himself, the godlike, had brought 
home 390 

from the land of Sidon, erossing the wide sea, on that journey 
when he brought back also gloriously descended Helen. 

Ilekabc lifted out one and took it as gift to Athene, 

that which was the loveliest in design and the largest, 

and shone like a star. It lay beneath the others. She went on 395 

her way, and a throng of noble women hastened about her. 

When these had come to Athene's temple on the peak of tlie 
citadel, 

Tlieano of the fair checks opened the door for them, daughter 

of Kisseus, and wife of Antenor, breaker of horses, 

she whom the Trojans had established to be Athene's priestess. 300 

With a wailing cry all lifted up thcii hands to Athene, 

and Thcano of the fair cheeks taking up the robe laid it 

along the knees of Athene the lovely haired, and praying 

she supplicated the daughter of powerful Zeus: *0 lady, 

Athene, our city's defender, shining among goddesses: 305 

break the spear of Diomedcs, and grant that the man be 
hurled on his face in front of the Skaian gates; so may we 
instantly dedicate within your shrine twelve heifers, 
yearlings, never broken, if only you will have pity 
on the town of Troy, and the Trojan wives, and their innocent 
children.' 310 

She spoke in prayer, but Pallas Athene turned* her head from her. 
So they made their prayer to the daughter o£Zeus the powerful. 
But Hektor went away to the house of Alexandras, 
a splendid place he had built himself, with the Wn who at that time 
were the best men for craftsmanship in the generous Troad, 315 
who had made him a sleeping room and a hall and a courtyard 
near the houses of Hektor and Priam, on the peak of the citadel. 
There entered Hektor beloved of Zeus, in his hand holding 
the cleven-cubit-long spear, whose shaft was tipped with a shining 
bronze spearhead, and a ring of gold was hooped to hold it. 320 
He found the man in his chamber busy with his splendid armour, 
the corselet and the shield, and turning in his hands the curved bow, 
while Helen of Argos was sitting among her attendant women 
directing the magnificent work done by her handmaidens. 

But Hektor saw him, and in words of shame he rebuked him: 325 
‘Strange man! It is not fair to keep in your heart this coldness. 

290. Alexandros: another name for worsted in a duel with Menelaos, but 
Paris. the goddess Aphrodite saved him from 

319. eleven-cubU-long: The Greek the consequences of his defeat and 
word translated as ‘'cubit'' means “the brought him to his house in Troy, 
length of the forearm." Paris was hated by his countrymen as 

,325. rebuked him; Paris, like Achil- the cause of the war. 
leus, was sulking at home. He had been 
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The people are dying around the city and around the steep wall 
as they fight hard; and it is for you that this war with its clamour 
has flared up about our city. You yourself would fight with another 
whom you saw anywhere hanging back from the hateful en- 
counter. 330 

Up then, to keep our town from burning at once in the hot fire.' 

Then in answer the godlike Alexandros spoke to him: 

'Hektor, seeing you have scolded me rightly, not beyond measure, 
therefore I will tell, and you in turn understand and listen. 

It was not so much in coldness and bitter will toward the Trojans 335 
that I sat in my room, but I wished to give myself over to sorrow. 
But just now with soft words my wife was winning me over 
and urging me into the fight, and that way seems to me also 
the better one. Victory passes back and forth between men. 

Come then, wait for me now while I put on my armour of battle, 340 
or go, and I will follow, and I think 1 can overtake you.' 

He spoke, but Hektor of the shining helm gave him no answer, 
but Helen spoke to him in words of endearment: ‘Brother 
by marriage to me, who am a nasty bitch evil-intriguing, 
how I wish that on that day when my mother first bore me 34s 

the foul whirlwind of the storm had caught me away and swept me 
to the mountain, or into the wash of the sea dccp-thundcring 
where the waves would have swept me away before all tlicsc things 
had happened. 

Yet since the gods had brought it about that these vile things must 
be, 

I wish I had been the wife of a better man than this is, 3so 

one who knew modesty and all things of shame that men say. 

But this man’s heart is no steadfast thing, nor yet will it be so 
ever hereafter; for that I think he shall take the consequence. 

But come now, come in and rest on this chair, my brother, 
since it is on your heart beyond all that the hard work has fallen 355 
for the sake of dishonoured me and the blind act of Alexandros, 
us two, on whom Zeus set a vile destiny, so that hereafter 
we shall be made into things of song for the men of the future.' 
Then tall Hektor of the shining helm answered her: ‘Do not, 
Helen, 

make me sit with you, though you love me. You will not persuade 
me. 3f y^ 

Already my heart within is hastening me to defend 
the Trojans, who when I am away long greatly to have me. 

Rather rouse this man, and let himself also be swift to action 
so he may overtake me while I am still in the city. 

F or I am going first to my own house, so I can visit 
my own people, my beloved wife and my son, who is little. 


365 
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since I do not know if ever again I shall come back this way, 
or whether the gods will strike me down at the hands of the 
Achaians.' 

So speaking Hektor of the shining helm departed 
and in speed made his way to his own well-established dwelling, 370 
but failed to find in the house Andromache of the white arms; 
for she, with the child, and followed by one fair-robed attendant, 
had taken her place on the tower in lamentation, and tearful. 

When he saw no sign of his perfect wife within the house, Hektor 
stopped in his way on the threshold and spoke among the hand- 
maidens: 375 

'Come then, tell me truthfully as you may, handmaidens: 
where has Andromache of the white arms gone? Is she 
with any of the sisters of her lord or the wives of his brothers? 

Or has she gone to the house of Athene, where all the other 
lovely-haired women of Troy propitiate the grim goddess?' 380 

Then in turn the hard-working housekeeper gave him an answer: 
TIcktor, since you have urged me to tell you the truth, she is not 
with any of the sisters of her lord or the wives of his brothers, 
nor has she gone to the house of Athene, where all the other 
lovely-haired women of Troy propitiate the grim goddess, 385 

but she has gone to the great bastion of Ilion, because she heard that 
the Trojans were losing, and great grew the strength of the Achaians. 
Therefore she has gone in speed to the wall, like a woman 
gone mad, and a nurse attending her carries the baby.^ 

So the housekeeper spoke, and licktor hastened from his home 390 
baekward by the way he had come through th$ well-laid streets. So 
as he had come to the gates on his way throng the great city, 
the Skaian gates, whereby he would issue into the plain, there 
at last his own generous wife came running to meet him, 
Andromache, the daughter of high-hearted E^tioii; 395 

Eetion, who had dwelt underneath wooded Plakos, 
in Thebe below Plakos, lord over the Kilikian people. 

It was his daughter who was given to Hektor of the bronze helm. 
She came to him there, and beside her went an attendant carrying 
the boy in the fold of her bosom, a little child, only a baby, 400 
Hektor's son, the admired, beautiful as a star shining, 
whom Hektor called Skamandrios, but all of the others 
Astyanax — lord of the city; since Hektor alone saved Ilion. 

Hektor smiled in silence as he looked on his son, but she, 
Andromache, stood close beside him, letting her tears fall, 405 

and clung to his hand and called him by name and spoke to him: 
‘Dearest, 

402. Skamandrios: after the Trojan 403. Astyanax: The name does lit- 
river Skamander. erally mean “lord of the city.” 
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your own great strength will be your death, and you have no pity 
on your little son, nor on me, ill-starred, who soon must be your 
widow; 

for presently the Achaians, gathering together, 

will set upon you and kill you; and for me it would be far better 410 

to sink into the earth when I have lost you, for there is no other 

consolation for me after you have gone to your destiny — 

only grief; since I have no father, no honoured mother. 

It was brilliant Achillcus who slew my father, Eetion, 
when he stormed the strong-founded citadel of the Kilikians, 415 
Thebe of the towering gates. lie killed Eetion 
but did not strip his armour, for his heart respected the dead man, 
but burned the body in all its elaborate war-gear 
and piled a grave mound over it, and the nymphs of the mountains, 
daughters of Zeus of the aegis, planted elm trees about it. 430 

And they who were my seven brothers in the great house all went 
upon a single day down into the house of the death god, 
for swift-footed brilliant Achilleus slaughtered all of them 
as they were tending their white sheep and their lumbering oxen; 
and when he had led my mother, who was queen under wooded 
Plakos, 425 

here, along with all his other possessions, Achilleus 
released her again, accepting ransom beyond count, but Artemis 
of the showering arrows struck her down in tlic halls of her father. 
Hektor, thus you are father to me, and my honoured mother, 
you arc my brother, and you it is who arc my young husband. 430 
Please take pity upon me then, stay here on the rampart, 
that you may not leave your child an orphan, your wife a widow, 
but draw your people up by the fig tree, there where the city 
is opencst to attack, and where the wall may be mounted. 

Three times their bravest came that way, and fought there to storm 
it 

about the two Aiantes and renowned Idomcneus, 
about the two Atreidai and the fighting son of Tydens. 

Either some man well skilled in prophetic arts had spoken, 
or the very spirit within themselves had stirred them to 
onslaught.' 

Then tall Hektor of the shining helm answered her: ‘All these 
things are in my mind also, lady; yet I would feel deep shame 
before the Trojans, and the Trojan women with trailing garments, 
if like a coward I were to shrink aside from the fighting; 
and the spirit will not let me, since I have learned to be valiant 

427. Artemis: a, virgin pddess dis- 436. Aiantes: There were twp Greek 
penser of natural and painless death to warriors called Aias (Ajax). Idomeneus' 
women. a hero from Crete. 

437. Atreidai: the sons of Atreus. 
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and to fight always among the foremost ranks of the Trojans, 445 
winning for my own self great glory, and for my father. 

For I know this thing well in my heart, and my mind knows it: 

there will come a day when sacred Ilion shall perish, 

and Priam, and the people of Priam of the strong ash spear. 

But it is not so much the pain to come of the Trojans 450 

that troubles me, not even of Priam the king nor flekabe, 
not the thought of my brothers who in their numbers and valour 
shall drop in the dust under the hands of men who hate them, 
as troubles me the thought of you, when some bronze-armoured 
Achaian leads you off, taking away your day of liberty, 45s 

in tears; and in Argos you must work at the loom of another, 
and carry water from the spring Messcis or Hypereia, 
all unwilling, but strong will be the necessity upon you; 
and some day seeing you shedding tears a man will say of you: 
'This is the wife of Ilcktor, who was ever the bravest fighter 460 
of the Trojans, breakers of horses, in the days when they fought 
about Ilion.'' 

So will one speak of you; and for you it will be yet a fresh grief, 
to be widowed of such a man who could fight off the day of your 
slavery. 

But may I be dead and the piled earth hide me under before I 
hear you crying and know by this that they dr^ you captive.' 465 

So speaking glorious Hektor held out his apns to his baby, 
who shrank back to his fair-girdled nurse's l>(|som 
screaming, and frightened at the aspect of hiS own father, 
terrified as he saw the bronze and the crest w&h its horse-hair, 
nodding dreadfully, as he thought, from the,|^^k of the helmet. 470 
Then his beloved father laughed out, and hi$ honoured mother, 
and at once glorious Hektor lifted from his hjead the helmet 
and laid it in all its shining upon the ground. Then taking 
up his dear son he tossed him about in his arms, and kissed him, 
and lifted his voice in prayer to Zeus and the other immortals: 475 
'Zeus, and you other immortals, grant that this boy, who is my son, 
may be as I am, pre-eminent among the Trojans, 
great in strength, as am I, and rule strongly over Ilion; 
and some day let them say of him: "He is better by far than his 
father", 

as he comes in from the fighting; and let him kill his enemy 480 
and bring home the blooded spoils, and delight the heart of his 
mother.' 

So speaking he set his child again in the arms of his beloved 
wife, who took him back again to her fragrant bosom 
smiling in her tears; and her husband saw, and took pity upon her, 

457. Messeis or Hypereia: one in central, the other in northern, Greece. 
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and stroked her with his hand, and called her by name and spoke 
to her: 485 

Toor Andromache! Why does your heart sorrow so much for me? 
No man is going to hurl me to Hades, unless it is fated, 
but as for fate, I think that no man yet has escaped it 
once it has taken its first form, neither brave man nor coward. 

Go therefore back to our house, and take up your own work, 490 
the loom and the distaff, and see to it that your handmaidens 
ply their work also; but the men must sec to the fighting, 
all men who are the people of Ilion, but I beyond others.' 

So glorious Hektor spoke and again took up the helmet 
with its crest of horse-hair, while his beloved wife went home- 
ward, 495 

turning to look back on the way, letting the live tears fall. 

And as she came in speed into the well-settled household 
of Hektor the slayer of men, she found numbers of handmaidens 
within, and her coming stirred all of them into lamentation. 

So they mourned in his house over Hektor while he was living 500 
still, for they thought he would never again come back from the 
fighting 

alive, escaping the Achaian hands and their violence. 

But Paris in turn did not linger long in his high house, 
but when he had put on his glorious armour with bronze elaborate 
he ran in the confidence of his quick feet through the city. 505 
As when some stalled horse who has been corn-fed at the manger 
breaking free of his rope gallops over the plain in thunder 
to his accustomed bathing place in a sweet-running river 
and in the pride of his strength holds high his head, and the mane 
floats 

over his shoulders; sure of his glorious strength, the quick knees sx« 
carry him to the loved places and the pasture of horses; 
so from uttermost Pergamos came Paris, the son of 
Priam, shining in all his armour of war as the sun shines, 
laughing aloud, and his quick feet carried him; suddenly thereafter 
he came on brilliant Hektor, his brother, where he yet lingered 515 
before turning away from the place where he had talked with his 
lady. 

It was Alexandros the godlike who first spoke to him: 

‘Brother, I fear that I have held back your haste, by being 
slow on the way, not coming in time, as you commanded me.' 

Then tall Hektor of the shining helm spoke to him in answer: 520 
‘Strange man! There is no way that one, giving judgment m fairness, 
could dishonour your work in battle, since you are a strong man. 
But of your own accord you hang back, unwilling. And my heart 
SI 2. Pergamos: the citadel of Trov. 
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is grieved in its thought, when I hear shameful things spoken about 
you 

by the Trojans, who undergo hard fighting for your sake. s^s 

Let us go now; some day hereafter we will make all right 
with the immortal gods in the sky, if Zeus ever grant it, 
setting up to them in our houses the wine-bowl of liberty 
after we have driven out of Troy the strong-greaved Achaians.' 

[The Trojans rallied successfully and went over to the offensive. 
Tliey drove the Greeks back to the light fortifications they had built 
around their beached ships. The Trojans lit their watchfires on the 
plain, ready to deliver the attack in the morning.] 

Book VIII 

• . . So with hearts made high these sat night-long by the out- 
works 

of battle, and their watchfires blazed numerous about them. 

As when in the sky the stars about the moon's shining 555 

are seen in all their glory, when the air has fallen to stillness, 
and all the high places of the hills are clear, and the shoulders out- 
jutting, 

and the deep ravines, as endless bright air spills from the heavens 
and all the stars are seen, to make glad the heatt of the shepherd; 
such in their numbers blazed the watchfires the Trojans were 
burning ! s6o 

between the waters of Xanthos and the ships, ‘before Ilion. 

A thousand fires were burning there in the plain, and beside each 
one sat fifty men in the flare of the blazing fireKght. 

And standing each beside his chariot, champing white barley 
and oats, the horses waited for the dawn to mount to her high 
place. 565 

Book IX 

So the Trojans held their night watches. Meanwhile immortal 
Panic, companion of cold Terror, gripped the Achaians 
as all their best were stricken with grief that passes endurance. 

As two winds rise to shake the sea where the fish swarm, Boreas 
and Zephyros, north wind and west, that blow from Thraceward, 5 
suddenly descending, and the darkened water is gathered 
to crests, and far across the salt water scatters the seaweed; 
so the heart in the breast of each Achaian was troubled. 

And the son of Atreus, stricken at heart with the great sorrow, 
went among his heralds the clear-spoken and told them 10 

to summon calling by name each man into the assembly 
but with no outcry, and he himself was at work with the foremost. 
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They took their seats in assembly, dispirited, and Agamemnon 
stood up before them, shedding tears, like a spring dark-running 
that down the face of a rock impassable drips its dim water. 15 
So, groaning heavily, Agamemnon spoke to the Argives: 

Triends, who arc leaders of the Argives and keep their counsel: 

Zeus son of Kronos has caught me badly in bitter futility. 

He is hard: who before this time promised me and consented 
that I might sack strong-walled Ilion and sail homeward. 20 

Now he has devised a vile deception and bids me go back 
to Argos in dishonour having lost many of my people. 

Such is the way it will be pleasing to Zeus, who is too strong, 

who before now has broken the crests of many cities 

and will break them again, since his power is beyond all others. 25 

Come then, do as I say, let us all be won over; let us 

run away with our ships to the beloved land of our fathers 

since no longer now shall we capture Troy of the wide ways." 

So he spoke, and all of them stayed stricken to silence. 

For some time the sons of the Achaians said nothing in sorrow; 30 
but at long last Diomedcs of the great war cry addressed them: 

'Son of Atreus: I will be first to fight with your folly, 

as is my right, lord, in this assembly; then do not be angered. 

I was the first of the Danaans whose valour you slighted 

and said I was unwarlike and without courage. The young men 35 

of the Argives know all these things, and the elders know it. 

The son of devious-devising Kronos has given you 
gifts in two ways: with the sceptre he gave you honour beyond all, 
but he did not give you a heart, and of all power this is the greatest. 
Sir, sir, can you really believe the sons of the Achaians 40 

arc so unwarlike and so weak of their hearts as you call them? 

But if in truth your own heart is so set upon going, 

go. The way is there, and next to the water arc standing 

your ships that came — so many of them! — with you from Mykcnai, 

and yet the rest of the flowing-haired Achaians will stay here 45 

until we have sacked the city of Troy; let even these also 

run away with their ships to the beloved land of their fathers, 

still we two, Sthenclos and I, will fight till we witness 

the end of Ilion; for it was with God that we made our way hither." 

So he spoke, and all the sons of the Achaians shouted 50 

acclaim for the word of Diomedes, breaker of horses. 

And now Nestor the horseman stood forth among them and spoke 
to them: 

‘Son of Tydeus, beyond others you are strong in battle, 
and in counsel also arc noblest among all men of your own age. 

S4~35. 7 was . . . courage: This happened during Agamemnon’s review of his 
forces before the battle. 
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Not one man of all the Achaians will belittle your words nor 55 
speak against them. Yet you have not made complete your argument, 
since you are a young man still and could even be my own son 
and my youngest born of all; yet still you argue in wisdom 
with the Argive kings, since all you have spoken was spoken fairly. 
But let me speak, since I can call myself older than you are, 60 
and go through the whole matter, since there is none who can 
dishonour 

the thing I say, not even powerful Agamemnon. 

Out of all brotherhood, outlawed, homeless shall be that man 
who longs for all the horror of fighting among his own people. 

But now let us give way to the darkness of night, and let us 65 
make ready our evening meal; and let the guards severally 
take their stations by the ditch we have dug outside the ramparts. 
This I would enjoin upon our young men; but thereafter 
do you, son of Atreus, take command, since you are our kingliest. 
Divide a feast among the princes; it befits you, it is not 70 

unbecoming. Our shelters are filled with wine that the Achaian 
ships carry day by day from Thrace across the wide water. 

All hospitality is for you; you are lord over many. 

When many assemble together follow him who advises 
the best counsel, for in truth there is need for all the Achaians 75 
of good close counsel, since now close to our $i|ips the enemy 
burn their numerous fires. What man could be Cheered to sec this? 
Here is the night that will break our army, ot cJse will preserve it.' 

So he spoke, and they listened hard to him; a^d obeyed him, 
and the sentries went forth rapidly in their artniur, gathering so 
about Nestor's son Thrasymedes, shepherd of fHe people, 
and about Askalaphos and lalmenos, sons both of Arcs, 
about Meriones and Aphareus and Deipyros 
and about the son of Kreion, Lykoniedes the brilliant. 

There were seven leaders of the sentinels, and with each one a 
hundred 8s 

fighting men followed gripping in their hands the long spears. 

They took position in the space between the ditch and the rampart, 
and there they kindled their fires and each made ready his supper. 

But the son of Atreus led the assembled lords of the Achaians 
to his own shelter, and set before them the feast in abundance. 90 
They put their hands to the good things that lay ready before them. 
But when they had put away their desire for eating and drinking, 
the aged man began to weave his counsel before them 
first, Nestor, whose advice had shown best before this. 

He in kind intention toward all stood forth and addressed them: 95 

67. ditcA . . . ramparts: The Greeks Zeus’ promise to Thetis is being ful- 
are now besieged beside their ships; filled. 

82. Ares: god of war. 
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"Son of Atreus, most lordly and king of men, Agamemnon, 
with you I will end, with you I will make my beginning, since you 
are lord over many people, and Zeus has given into your hand 
the sceptre and rights of judgment, to be king over the people. 

It is yours therefore to speak a word, yours also to listen, ta? 

and grant the right to another also, when his spirit stirs him 
to speak for our good. All shall be yours when you lead the way. Still 
I will speak in the way it seems best to my mind, and no one 
shall have in his mind any thought that is better than this one 
that I have in my mind cither now or long before now 105 

ever since that day, illustrious, when you went from the shelter 
of angered Achilleus, taking by force the girl Briseis 
against the will of the rest of us, since I for my part 
urged you strongly not to, but you, giving way to your proud heart’s 
anger, dishonoured a great man, one w'hom the immortals no 

honour, since you have taken his prize and keep it. But let us 
even now think how we can make this good and persuade him 
with words of supplication and with the gifts of friendship.^ 

Then in turn the lord of men Agamemnon spoke to him: 

"Aged sir, this was no lie when you spoke of my madness. 115 

1 was mad, I myself will not deny it. Worth many 
fighters is that man whom Zeus in his heart loves, as now 
he has honoured this man and beaten down the Achaian people. 
But since I was mad, in the persuasion of my heart’s evil, 

I am willing to make all good, and give back gifts in abundance. 120 
Before you all I will count off my gifts in their splendour: 
seven unfired tripods; ten talents' weight of gold; twenty 
shining cauldrons; and twelve horses, strong, race-coinpctitors 
who have won prizes in the speed of their feet. That man would not 
be 

poor in possessions, to whom were given all these have won me, 125 
nor be unpossessed of dearly honoured gold, were he given 
all the prizes these single-foot horses have won for me. 

I will give him seven women of Lesbos, the work of whose hands is 
blameless, whom when he himself captured strong-founded Lesbos 
I chose, and who in their beauty surpassed the races of women. 130 
I will give him these, and with them shall go the one I took from 
him, 

the daughter of Briseus. And to all this I will swear a great oath 
that I never entered into her bed and never lay with her 
as is natural for human people, between men and women. 

All these gifts shall be his at once; but again, if hereafter ,35 

122. unfired: i.e., unused, brand new. largest measure of weight. 

tripods: A tripod was a three-footed 128. Lesbos: a large island off the 
kettle, ten talents* weight of gold: an coast of what is now Turkey, famous in 
enormous sum. The talent was the later times as the home of Sappho. 


'V 
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the gods grant that wc storm and sack the great city of Priam, 
let him go to his ship and load it deep as he pleases 
with gold and bronze, when we Achaians divide the war spoils, 
and let him choose for himself twenty of the Trojan women 
who are the loveliest of all after Helen of Argos. 140 

And if we come back to Achaian Argos, pride of the tilled land, 
he may be my son-in-law; I will honour him with Orestes 
my growing son, who is brought up there in abundant luxury. 

Since, as I have three daughters there in my strong-built castle, 
Chiysothcrnis and Laodike and Iphianassa, us 

let him lead away the one of these tliat he likes, with no bride-price, 
to the house of Pclcus, and with the girl I will grant him as dowry 
many gifts, such as no man ever gave with his daughter. 

I will grant to him seven citadels, strongly settled: 

Kardamyle, and Enopc, and Hire of the grasses, iso 

Pherai the sacrosanct, and Antheia deep in the meadows, 
with Aipcia the lovely and Pedasos of the vineyards. 

All these lie near the sea, at the bottom of sandy Pylos, 
and men live among them rich in cattle and rich in sliccpflocks, 
who will honour him as if he were a god with gifts given 155 

and fulfil his prospering decrees underneath his sceptre. 

All this I will bring to pass for him, if he changes from his anger. 
Let him give way. For Hades gives not way, and- is pitiless, 
and therefore he among all the gods is most hateful to mortals. 

And let him yield place to me, inasmuch as I am the kinglier 160 
and inasmuch as I can call myself born the elder/ 

Thereupon the Gercnian horseman Nestor answered him: 

*Son of Atreus, most lordly and king of men. Agamemnon, 
none could scorn any longer these gifts you offer to Acliillcus 
the king. Come, let us choose and send some men, who in all 
speed i6s 

will go to the shelter of Achillcus, the son of Peleus; 
or come, the men on whom my eye falls, let these take the duty. 
First of all let Phoinix, beloved of Zeus, be their leader, 
and after him take Aias the great, and brilliant Odysseus, 
and of the heralds let Odios and Eurybates go with them. 170 

Bring also water for their hands, and bid them keep words of good 
omen, 

so wc may pray to Zeus, son of Kronos, if he will have pity." 

So he spoke, and the word he spoke was pleasing to all of them. 
And the heralds brought water at once, and poured it over 
their hands, and the young men filled the mixing-bowl with pure 
wine ,75 

168. Phoinix: He is especially suited for this embassy since he was tutor to the 
young Achilleus. 
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and passed it to all, pouring first a libation in goblets. 

Then when they had poured out wine, and drunk as much as their 
hearts wished, 

they set out from the shelter of Atreus' son, Agamemnon. 

And the Gerenian horseman Nestor gave them much instruction, 
looking eagerly at each, and most of all at Odysseus, iSo 

to try hard, so that they might win over the blameless Pcleion. 

So these two walked along the strand of the sea deep-thundering 
with many prayers to the holder and sliaker of the earth, that tliey 
might readily persuade the great heart of Aiakides. 

Now they came beside the shelters and ships of the Myrmidons iSs 
and they found Achillcus delighting his heart in a lyre, clear- 
sounding, 

splendid and carefully wrought, with a bridge of silver upon it, 
which he won out of the spoils when he ruined Eetion’s city. 

With this he was pleasuring his heart, and singing of men's fame, 
as Patroklos was sitting over against him, alone, in silence, 190 
watching Aiakides and the time he would leave off singing. 

Now these two came forward, as brilliant Odysseus led them, 
and stood in his presence. Achilleus rose to his feet in amazement 
holding the lyre as it was, leaving the place where he was sitting. 

In the same way Patroklos, when he saw the men come, stood up. 
And in greeting Achillcus the swift of foot spoke to them: 196 

Welcome. You are my friends who have conic, and greatly I need 
you, 

who even to this my anger arc dearest of all the Achaians.' 

So brilliant Achillcus spoke, and guided them forward, 
and caused them to sit down on couches with purple coverlets 200 
and at once called over to Patroklos who was not far from him : 


‘Son of Menoitios, set up a mixing-bowl that is bigger, 
and mix us stronger drink, and make ready a cup for each man, 
since these who have come beneath my roof are the men that 1 love 
best.' 


So he spoke, and Patroklos obeyed his beloved companion, 
and tossed down a great chopping-block into the firelight, 
and laid upon it the back of a sheep, and one of a fat goat, 
with the chine of a fatted pig edged thick with lard, and for him 
Automedon held the meats, and brilliant Achillcus carved, them, 
and cut it well into pieces and spitted them, as meanwhile 
Menoitios' son, a man like a god, made the fire blaze greatly. 


1 76. libation: an o0ering to the gods 
— t)efore the wine was drunk, a little 
was poured out on the ground. 

181. Pcleion: son of Peleus, i.e., 
Achilleus. 

183. holder and shaker: Poseidon, 


who was believed to be responsible for 
earthquakes. 

184. Aiakides: descendant of Aiakos 
(father of Peleus), i.e., Achilleus. 

209. Automedon: the charioteer of 
Achilleus. 
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But when the fire had burned itself out, and the flames had died 
down, 

he scattered the embers apart, and extended the spits across them 
lifting them to the andirons, and sprinkled the meats with divine 
salt 

Then when he had roasted all, and spread the food on the platters, 
Patroklos took the bread and set it out on a table 216 

in fair baskets, while Achilleus served the meats. Thereafter 
he himself sat over against the godlike Odysseus 
against the further wall, and told his companion, Patroklos, 
to sacrifice to the gods; and he threw the firstlings in the fire. 220 
They put their hands to the good things that lay ready before 
them. 

But when they had put aside their desire for eating and drinking, 
Aias nodded to Phoinix, and brilliant Odysseus saw it, 
and filled a cup with vviiie, and lifted it to Achilleus: 

'Your health, Achilleus. You haxe no lack of your equal portion 225 
either within the shelter of Atreus' son, Agamemnon, 
nor here now in your own. We have good things in abundance 
to feast on; here it is not the desirable feast we think of, 
but a trouble all too great, beloved of Zeus, that we look on 
and are afraid. There is doubt if we save our strong-benched ves- 
sels I 230 

or if they will be destroyed, unless you put on your war strength. 
The Trojans in their pride, with their far-renownjfed companions, 
have set up an encampment close by the ships aUd the rampart, 
and lit many fires along their army, and think n6 longer 
of being held, but rather to drive in upon the Mick ships. 235 

And Zeus, son of Kronos, lightens upon their tight hand, showing 
them 

portents of good, while Hektor in the huge pride of his strcngtli 
rages 

irresistibly, reliant on Zeus, and gives way to no one 

neither god nor man, but the strong fury has descended upon him. 

He prays now that the divine Dawn will show most quickly, 240 

since he threatens to shear the uttermost horns from the ship-sterns, 

to light the ships themselves with ravening fire, and to cut down 

the Achaians themselves as they stir from the smoke beside them. 

All this I fear terribly in my heart, lest immortals 

accomplish all these threats, and lest for us it be destiny 245 

to die here in Troy, far away from horse-pasturing Argos. 

Up, then! if you are minded, late though it be, to rescue 
the afflicted sons of the Achaians from the Trojan onslaught. 

It will be an affliction to you hereafter, there will be no remedy 



110 • Homer 


found to heal the evil thing when it has been done. No, before* 
hand 250 

take thought to beat the evil day aside from the Danaans. 

Dear friend, surely thus your father Pelcus advised you 
that day when he sent you away to Agamemnon from Phthia: 

‘'My child, for the matter of strength, Athene and Hera will give it 
if it be their will, but be it yours to hold fast in your bosom 255 
the anger of the proud heart, for consideration is better. 

Keep from the bad complication of quarrel, and all the more for this 
the Argives will honour you, both their younger men and their 
elders.’' 

So the old man advised, but you have forgotten. Yet even now 
stop, and give way from the anger that hurts the heart. Agamem- 
non 260 

offers you worthy recompense if you change from your anger. 

Come then, if you will, listen to me, while I count off for you 
all the gifts in his shelter that Agamemnon has promised: 

Seven unfired tripods; ten talents’ weight of gold; twenty 
shining cauldrons; and twelve horses, strong, racc-compctitors 265 
who have won prize in the speed of their feet. That man would not 
be 

poor in possessions, to whom were given all these have won him, 
nor be unpossessed of dearly honoured gold, were he given 
all the prizes Agamemnon’s horses won in their speed for him. 

He will give you seven women of Lesbos, the work of whose hands 
is blameless, whom when you yourself captured strong-founded 
Lesbos 27, 

he chose, and who in their beauty surpassed the races of women. 

He will give you these, and with them shall go the one he took from 


you, 

the daughter of Briscus. And to all this he will swear a great oath 
that he never entered into her bed and never lay with her 275 

as is natural for human people, between men and women. 

All these gifts shall be yours at once; but again, if hereafter 
the gods grant that we storm and sack the great city of Priam, 
you may go to your ship and load it deep as you please with 
gold and bronze, when we Achaians divide the war spoils, 280 

and you may choose for yourself twenty of the Trojan women, 
who are the loveliest of all after Helen of Argos. 

And if we come back to Achaian Argos, pride of the tilled land, 
you could be his son-in-law; he would honour you with Orestes, 
his growing son, who is brought up there in abundant luxury. 285 
Since, as he has three daughters there in his strong-built castle, 
Chrysothemis and Laodike and Iphianassa, 
you may lead away the one of these that you like, with no bride-price, 
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to the house of Peleus; and with the girl he will grant you as dowry 
many gifts, such as no man ever gave with his daughter. ago 

He will grant you seven citadels, strongly settled: 

Kardamylc and Enope and Hire of the grasses, 

Phcrai the sacrosanct, and Anthcia deep in the meadows, 
with Aipcia the lovely, and Pcdasos of the vineyards. 

All these lie near the sea, at the bottom of sandy Pylos, 095 

and men live among them rich in cattle and rich in sheepflocks, 
who will honour you as if you were a god with gifts given 
and fulfil your prospering decrees underneath your sceptre. 

All this he will bring to pass for you, if you change from your anger. 
But if the son of Atreus is too much hated in your heart, 300 

himself and his gifts, at least take pity on all the other 
Achaians, who are afflicted along the host, and will lionoiir you 
as a god. You may win very great glory among them. 

For now you might kill Hektor, since he would come very close to 
you 

with the wicked fury upon him, since he thinks there is not his equal 
among the rest of the Danaans the ships carried hither.' 306 

Then in answer to him spoke Achillcus of the swift feet: 

'Son of Laertes and seed of Zeus, resourceful Odysseus: 
without consideration for you I must make my answer, 
the way I think, and the way it will be accomplished, that you may 
not ^ 3,0 

come one after another, and sit by me, and speak^softly. 

For as I detest the doorways of Death, I detest tl^at man, who 
hides one thing in the depths of his heart, and speaks forth another. 
But I will speak to you the way it seems best to me; neither 
do I think the son of Atreus, Agamemnon, will persuade me, 315 
nor the rest of the Danaans, since there was no gratitude given 
for fighting incessantly forever against your enemies. 

Fate is the same for the man who holds back, the same if he fights 
hard. 

We arc all held in a single honour, the brave with the weaklings. 

A man dies still if he has done nothing, as one who has done much. 
Nothing is won for me, now that my heart has gone through its 
afflictions 321 

in forever setting my life on the hazard of battle. 

For as to her unwinged young ones the mother bird brings back 
morsels, wherever she can find them, but as for herself it is suffering, 
such was I, as I lay through all the many nights unsleeping, 325 
such as I wore through the bloody days of the fighting, 
striving with warriors for the sake of these men's women. 

But I say that I have stormed from my ships twelve cities 
of men, and by land eleven more through the generous Troad. 
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nor captured again by force, once it has crossed the teeth's barrier. 
For my mother Thetis the goddess of the silver feet tells me 410 
I carry two sorts of destiny toward the day of my death. Either, 
if I stay here and fight beside the city of the Trojans, 
my return home is gone, but my glory shall be everlasting; 
but if I return home to the beloved land of my fathers, 
the excellence of my glory is gone, but there will be a long life 41s 
left for me, and my end in death will not come to me quickly. 

And this would be my counsel to others also, to sail back 
home again, since no longer shall you find any term set 
on the sheer city of Ilion, since Zeus of the wide brows has strongly 
held his own hand over it, and its people are made bold . 420 

Do you go back therefore to the great men of the Achaians, 
and take them this message, since such is the privilege of the princes: 
that they think out in their minds some other scheme that is better, 
which might rescue their ships, and the people of the Achaians 
who man the hollow ships, since this plan will not work for them 425 
which they thought of by reason of my anger. Let Phoinix 
remain here with us and sleep here, so that tomorrow 
he may come with us in our ships to the beloved land of our fathers, 
if he will; but I will never use force to hold him.’ 

So he spoke, and all of them stayed stricken to silence 430 

in amazement at his words. He had spoken to them very strongly. 
But at long last Phoinix the aged horseman spoke out 
in a stomiburst of tears, and fearing for the ships of the Achaians: 

'If it is going home, glorious Achillcus, you ponder 
in your heart, and arc utterly unwilling to drive the obliterating 435 
fire from the fast ships, since anger has descended on your spirit, 
how then shall I, dear child, be left in this place behind you 
all alone? Peleus the aged horseman sent me forth with you 
on that day when he sent you from Phthia to Agamemnon 
a mere child, who knew nothing yet of the joining of battle 440 
nor of debate where men are made pre-eminent. Therefore 
he sent me along with you to teach you of all these matters, 
to make you a speaker of words and one who accomplished in action. 
Tlierefore apart from you, dear child, I would not be willing 
to be left behind, not were the god in person to promise 44s 

he would spale away my old age and make me a young man blos- 
soming 

as I was that time when I first left Hellas, the land of fair women, 
running from the hatred of Ormenos' son Amyntor, 
my father; who hated me for the sake of a fair-haired mistress. 

For he made love to her himself, and dishonoured his own wife, 450 
my mother; who was forever taking my knees and entreating me 
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to lie with this inistress instead so that she would hate the old man. 
I was persuaded and did it; and my father when he heard of it 
straightway 

called down his curses, and invoked against me the dreaded furies 
that I might never have any son born of my seed to dandle 455 
on my knees; and the divinities, Zeus of the underworld 
and Persephone the honoured goddess, accomplished his curses. 
Then I took it into my mind to cut him down with the sharp bronze, 
but some one of the immortals checked my anger, reminding me 
of rumour among the people and men's maledictions repeated, 460 
that I might not be called a parricide among the Achaians. 

But now no more could the heart in my breast be ruled entirely 
to range still among these halls when my father was angered. 
Rather it was the many kinsmen and cousins about me 
who held me closed in the house, with supplications repeated, 465 
and slaughtered fat sheep in their numbers, and shambling horn- 
curved 

cattle, and numerous swine with the fat abundant upon them 
were singed and stretched out across the flame of Hephaistos, 
and much wine was drunk that was stored in the jars of the old man. 
Nine nights they slept nightlong in their places beside me. 470 
and they kept up an interchange of watches, and the fire was never 
put out; one below the gate of the strong-closed courtyard, 
and one in the ante-chamber before the doors of the bedroom. 

But when the tenth night had come to me in its darkness, 

then I broke the close-compacted doors of the chamkber 475 

and got away, and overleapt the fence of the courtyard 

lightly, unnoticed by the guarding men and the women servants. 

Then I fled far away through the wide spaces of Hellas 

and came as far as generous Phthia, mother of Sheepflocks, 

and to lord Pcleus, who accepted me with a good will 480 

and gave me his love, even as a father loves his own son 

who is a single child brought up among many possessions. 

He made me a rich man, and granted me many people, 
and I lived, lord over the Dolopes, in remotest Phthia, 
and, godlike Achilleus, I made you all that you are now, 485 

and loved you out of my heart, for you would not go with another 
out to any feast, nor taste any food in your own halls 
until I had set you on my knees, and cut little pieces 
from the meat, and given you all you wished, and held the wine for 
you. 

And many times you soaked the shirt that was on my body 4^ 

454 . furies: avenging spirits, par- 456. Zeus of the underworld: the god 
ticularly concerned with crimes com- Hades. 

mitted by kinsmen against kinsmen. 457. Persephone: wife of Hades. 
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with wine you would spit up in the troublesomeness of your child- 
hood. 

So I have suffered much through you, and have had much trouble, 
thinking always how the gods would not bring to birth any children 
of my own; so that it was you, godlike Achilleus, I made 
my own child, so that some day you might keep hard affliction from 
me. 49S 

Then, Achilleus, beat down your great anger. It is not 
yours to have a pitiless heart. The very immortals 
can be moved; their virtue and honour and strength are greater than 
ours are, 

and yet with sacrifices and offerings for endearment, 
with libations and with savour men turn back even the immortals 
in supplication, when any man does wrong and transgresses. 501 
For there are also the spirits of Prayer, the daughters of great Zeus, 
and they are lame of their feet, and wrinkled, and cast their e^'cs 
sidelong, 

who toil on their way left far behind by the spirit of Ruin: 
but she. Ruin, is strong and sound on her feet, and therefore 505 
far outruns all Prayers, and wins into every country 
to force men astray; and the Prayers follow as healers after her. 

If a man venerates these daughters of Zeus as they draw near, 
such a man they bring great advantage, and hear his entreaty; 
but if a man shall deny them, and stubbornly with a harsh word 510 
refuse, they go to Zeus, son of Kronos, in supplication 
that Ruin may overtake this man, that he be hurt, and punished. 

So, Achilleus: grant, you also, that Zeus' daughters be given 
their honour, which, lordly though they be, curbs the will of others. 
Since, were he not bringing gifts and naming still more hereafter, 515 
Atreus' son; were he to remain still swollen with rancour, 
even I would not bid you throw your anger aside, nor 
defend the Argives, though they needed you sorely. But see now, 
he offers you much straightway, and has promised you more here- 
after; 

he has sent the best men to you to supplicate you, choosing them 520 
out of the Achaian host, those who to yourself are the dearest 
of all the Argives. Do not you make vain their argument 
nor their footsteps, though before this one could not blame your 
anger. 

Thus it was in the old days also, the deeds that we hear of 524 
from the great men, when the swelling anger descended upon them. 
The heroes would take gifts; they would listen, and be persuaded. 
For I remember this action of old, it is not a new thing, 
and how it went; you are all my friends, I will tell it among you. 
The Kouretes and the steadfast Aitolians were fighting 
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and slaughtering one another about the city of Kalydon^ 530 

the Aitolians in lovely Kalydon's defence, the Kouretes 

furious to storm and sack it in war. For Artemis, 

she of the golden chair, had driven tliis evil upon them, 

angered that Oineus had not given the pride of the orchards 

to her, first fruits; the rest of the gods were given due sacrifice, 535 

but alone to this daughter of great Zeus he had given nothing. 

He had forgotten, or had not thought, in his hard delusion, 
and in wrath at his whole mighty line the Lady of Arrows 
sent upon them the fierce wild boar with the shining teeth, who 
after the way of his kind did much evil to the orchards of Oineus. 540 
For he ripped up whole tall trees from the ground and scattered 
them headlong 

roots and all, even to the very flowers of the orchard. 

The son of Oineus killed this boar, Meleagros, assembling 
together many hunting men out of numerous cities 
with their hounds; since the boar might not have been killed by a 
few men, S4S 

so huge was he, and had put many men on the sad fire for burning. 
But the goddess again made a great stir of anger and crying 
battle, over the head of the boar and the bristling boar's hide, 
between Kouretes and the high-hearted Aitolians, * So long 
as Meleagros lover of battle stayed in the fighting ; sso 

it went the worse for the Kouretes, and they couhi not even 
hold their ground outside the wall, though th^fwere so many. 
But when the anger came upon Meleagros, such a<iger 
as wells in the hearts of others also, though theit Jfiinds are careful, 
he, in the wrath of his heart against his own mofl^r, Althaia, 555 
lay apart with his wedded bride, Kleopatra thcdo^ly, 
daughter of sweet-stepping Marpessa, child of Eiienos, 
and Idas, who was the strongest of all men upon earth 
in his time; for he even took up the bow to face the King's onset, 
Phoibos Apollo, for the sake of the sweet-stepping maiden; 560 
a girl her father and honoured mother had named in their palace 
Alkyone, sea-bird, as a by-name, since for her sake 
her mother with the sorrow-laden cry of a sea-bird 
wept because far-reaching Phoibos Apollo had taken her; 
with this Kleopatra he lay mulling his heart-sore anger, 565 

raging by reason of his mother's curses, which she called down 

534. Oineus: king of Kalydon. Marpessa, who preferred Idas. They 

557, Marpessa: The story to which gave their daughter Kleopatra the nick- 

Homer alludes runs as follows: Idas, the name Alkyone (compare ^*halcyon”), 

famous archer, carried off and married the name of a sea-bird that is sup- 

Marpessa, daughter of Buenos. Apollo posed to mourn for its mate, to com- 

also had been her suitor, and he over- memorate the time when Marpessa, car* 

took Idas and carried off Marpessa. ried off by Apollo, moutned for Idas. 

Idas defied Apollo to combat, but Zeus 564. her: Marpessa. 
decided that the choice was up ^to 
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from the gods upon him, in deep grief for the death of her brother, 
and many times beating with her hands on the earth abundant 
she called on Hades and on honoured Persephone, lying 
at length along the ground, and the tears were wet on her bosom, 570 
to give death to her son; and Erinys, the mist-walking, 
she of the heart without pity, heard her out of the dark places. 
Presently there was thunder about the gates, and the sound rose 
of towers under assault, and the Aitolian elders 
supplicated him, sending their noblest priests of the immortals, 575 
to come forth and defend them; they offered him a great gift: 
wherever might lie the richest ground in lovely Kalydon, 
there they told him to choose out a piece of land, an entirely 
good one, of fifty acres, the half of it to be vineyard 
and the half of it unworked ploughland of the plain to be fur- 
rowed. 580 

And the aged horseman Oincus again and again entreated him, 
and took his place at the threshold of the high-vaulted chamber 
and shook against the bolted doors, pleading with his own son. 

And again and again his honoured mother and his sisters 
entreated him, but he only refused the more; then his own friends 
who were the most honoured and dearest of all entreated him; 586 
but even so they could not persuade the heart within him 
until, as the chamber was under close assault, the Kouretes 
were mounting along the towers and set fire to the great city. 

And then at last his wife, the fair-girdled bride, supplicated soo 
Mcleagros, in tears, and rehearsed in their numbers before him 
all the sorrows that come to men when their city is taken: 
they kill the men, and the fire leaves the city in ashes, 
and strangers lead the children away and the deep-girdled women. 
And the heart, as he listened to all this evil, was stirred within 
him ggj 

and he rose, and went, and closed his body in shining armour. 

So he gave way in his own heart, and drove back the day of evil 
from the Aitolians; yet these no longer would make good 
their many and gracious gifts; yet he drove back the evil from them. 

Listen, then; do not have such a thought in your mind; let not 600 
the spirit within you turn you that way, dear friend. It would be 
worse 

to defend the ships after they are burning. No, with gifts promised 
go forth. The Achaians will honour you as they would an immortal. 
But if without gifts you go into the fighting where men perish, 
your honour will no longer be as great, though you drive back the 
battle,V e>os 

567. her pother: In the course of 571. Erinys: the personified spirit 
the battles Meleagros had killed one of vengeance, a Fury (comoate ** furies.’* 
of his mother’s brothers. Book IX, 1. 454). 
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Then in answer to him spoke Achilleus of the swift feet: 
Thoinix my father, aged, illustrious, such honour is a thing 
I need not. I think I am honoured already in Zeus' ordinance 
which will hold me here beside my curved ships as long as life's wind 
stays in my breast, as long as my knees have their spring beneath 
me. 610 

And put away in your thoughts this other thing I tell you. 

Stop confusing my heart with lamentation and sorrow 

for tlie favour of great Atreides. It does not become you 

to love this man, for fear you turn hateful to me, who love you. 

It should be your pride with me to hurt whoever shall hurt me. 615 
Be king equally with me; take half of my honour. 

These men will carry back the message; you stay here and sleep here 
in a soft bed, and we shall decide tomorrow, as dawn shows, 
whether to go back home again or else to remain here.' 

He spoke, and, saying nothing, nodded with his brows to Pa- 
troklos 620 

to make up a neat bed for Phoinix, so the others might presently 
think of going home from his shelter. The son of 1 elamon, 

Aias the godlike, saw it, and now spoke his word among them: 

‘Son of Laertes and seed of Zeus, resourceful Odysseus: 

let us go. I think that nothing will be accomplished $ 2 $ 

by argument on this errand; it is best to go back quickly 

and tell this story, though it is not good, to the Danaans 

who sit there waiting for us to come back, seeing khat Achilleus 

has made savage the proud-hearted spirit within l|is body. 

He is hard, and docs not remember that friends' affection 630 

wherein wc honoured him by the ships, far beyOttd all others. 
Pitiless. And yet a man takes from his brother's Slayer 
the blood price, or the price for a child who was killed, and the guilty 
one, when he has largely repaid, stays still in the country, 
and the injured man's heart is curbed, and his pride, and his an- 
ger 63s 

when he has taken the price; but the gods put in your breast a 
spirit 

not to be placated, bad, for the sake of one single 
girl. Yet now we offer you seven, surpassingly lovely, 
and much beside these. Now make gracious the spirit within you. 
Respect your own house; see, we are under the same roof with 
you, 640 

from the multitude of the Danaans, we who desire beyond all 
others to have your honour and love, out of all the Achaians.' 

Then in answer to him spoke Achilleus of the swift feet: 

‘Son of Telamon, seed of Zeus, Aias, lord of the people; 

all that you have said seems spoken after my own mind. 645 
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Yet still the heart in me swells up in anger, when I remember 
the disgrace that he wrought upon me before the Argives, 
the son of Atreus, as if I were some dishonoured vagabond. 

Do you then go back to him, and take him this message: 
that I shall not think again of the bloody fighting 650 

until such time as the son of wise Priam, Hektor the brilliant, 
comes all the way to the ships of the Myrmidons, and their shelters, 
slaughtering the Argives, and shall darken with fire our vessels. 

But around my own shelter, I think, and beside my blaek ship 
Hektor will be held, though he be very hungry for battle.’ 655 
He spoke, and they taking each a two-handled cup poured out 
a libation, then went back to their ships, and Odysseus led them. 
Now Patroklos gave the maids and his followers orders 
to make up without delay a neat bed for Phoinix. 

And these obeyed him and made up the bed as he had commanded, 
laying fleeces on it, and a blanket, and a sheet of fine linen. 661 
There the old man lay down and waited for the divine Dawn. 

But Achillcus slept in the inward corner of the strong-built shelter, 
and a woman lay beside him, one he had taken from Lesbos, 
Phorbas’ daughter, Diomede of the fair colouring. 665 

In the other corner Patroklos went to bed; with him also 
was a girl, Iphis the fair-girdled, whom brilliant Achilleus 
gave him, when he took sheer Skyros, Enyeus’ citadel. 

Now when these had come back to the shelters of Agamemnon, 
the sons of the Achaians greeted them with their gold cups 670 
uplifted, one after another, standing, and asked them questions. 

And the first to question them was the lord of men, Agamemnon : 
'Tell me, honoured Odysseus, great glory of the Achaians: 
is he willing to fight the ravening fire away from our vessels, 
or did he refuse, and does the anger still hold his proud heart?’ 675 
Then long-suffering great Odysseus spoke to him in answer: 

'Son of Atreus, most lordly, king of men, Agamemnon. 

That man will not quench his anger, but still more than ever 
is filled with rage. He refuses you and refuses your presents. 

He tells you yourself to take counsel among the Argives 680 

how to save your ships, and the people of the Achaians. 

And he himself has threatened that tomorrow as dawn shows 
he will drag down his strong-benched, oarswept ships to the 
water. 

He said it would be his counsel to others also, to sail back 
home again, since no longer will you find any term set 685 

on the sheer city of Ilion, since Zeus of the wide brows has strongly 
held his own hand over it, and its people are made bold. 

So he spoke. There are these to attest it who went there with me 
also, Aias, and lie twd heralds, both men of good counsel. 
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But aged Phoinix stayed there for the night, as Achilleus urged 
him, 690 

so he might go home in the ships to the beloved land of his fathers 
if Phoinix will; but he will never use force to persuade him/ 

So he spoke, and all of them stayed stricken to silence 
in amazement at his words. He had spoken 4 o them very strongly. 
For a long time the sons of the Achaians said nothing, in sorrow, 695 
but at long last Diomedes of the great war cry spoke to them: 

'Son of Atreus, most lordly and king of men, Agamemnon, 

I wish you had not supplicated the blameless son of Peleus 
with innumerable gifts offered. He is a proud man without this, 
and now you have driven him far deeper into his pride. Rather 700 
we shall pay him no more attention, whether he comes in with us 
or stays away. He will fight again, whenever the time comes 
that the heart in his body urges him to, and the god drives him. 
Come then, do as I say, and let us all be won over. 

Go to sleep, now that the inward heart is made happy 705 

with food and drink, for these are the strength and courage within 
us. 

But when the lovely dawn shows forth with rose fingers, Atreides, 
rapidly form before our ships both people and horses 
stirring them on, and yourself be ready to fight in the foremost." 

So he spoke, and all the kings gave him their ^proval, 710 
acclaiming the word of Diomedes, breaker of hoisli. 

Then they poured a libation, and each man wentj 1 |p his shelter, 
where they went to their beds and took the bleswng of slumber. 

[After Achilleus’ refusal, the situation of thc Greeks worsened 
rapidly. Agamemnon, Diomedes, and Odysseus were all wounded. 
The Trojans breached the stockade and fought beside the ships. 
Patroklos tried to bring Achilleus to the aid of the Greeks, but the 
most he could obtain was permission for himself to fight, clad in 
Achilleus' armor, at the head of the Myrmidons, fie turned the tide 
of battle and drove the Trojans back to their walls, only to fall him- 
self through the direct intervention of Apollo. Hektor stripped 
Achilleus’ armor from the body. A fierce fight for the body itself 
ended in partial success for the Greeks; they took Patroklos' body 
but had to retreat to their camp, with the Trojans at their heels.] 

Book XVIII 

So these fought on in the likeness ot blazing fire. Meanwhile, 
Antilochos came, a swift-footed messenger, to Achilleus, 
and found him sitting in front of the steep-horned ships, thinking 
over in his heart of things which had now been accomplished. 

2. Antilockcs: a son of Nestor. 
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Disturbed, Achilleus spoke to the spirit in his own great heart: 5 

*Ah me, how is it that once again the flowing-haired Achaians 
are driven out of the plain on their ships in fear and confusion? 

May the gods not accomplish vile sorrows upon the heart in me 
in the way my mother once made it clear to me, when she told me 
how while I yet lived the bravest of all the Myrmidons lo 

must leave the light of the sun beneath the hands of the Trojans. 
Surely, then, the strong son of Menoitios has perished. 

Unhappy! and yet I told him, once he had beaten the fierce fire 
off, to come back to the ships, not fight in strength against Hektor.' 

Now as he was pondering this in his heart and his spirit, is 

meanwhile the son of stately Nestor was drawing near him 
and wept warm tears, and gave Achilleus his sorrowful message: 

‘Ah me, son of valiant Peleus; you must hear from me 
the ghastly message of a thing I wish never had happened. 

Patroklos has fallen, and now they are fighting over his body » 
which is naked. Hektor of the shining helm has taken his armour.' 

He spoke, and the black cloud of sorrow closed on Achilleus. 

In both hands he caught up the grimy dust, and poured it 
over his head and face, and fouled his handsome countenance, 
and the black ashes were scattered over his immortal tunic. as 
And he himself, mightily in his might, in the dust lay 
at length, and took and tore at his hair with his hands, and defiled it. 
And the handmaidens Achilleus and Patroklos had taken 
captive, stricken at heart cried out aloud, and came running 
out of doors about valiant Achilleus, and all of them 30 

beat their breasts with their hands, and the limbs went slack in each 
of them. 

On the other side Antilochos mourned with him, letting the tears 
fall, 

and held the hands of Achilleus as he grieved in his proud heart, 
fearing Achilleus might cut his throat with the iron. He cried out 
terribly, aloud, and the lady his mother heard him 35 

as she sat in the depths of the sea at the side of her aged father, 
and she cried shrill in turn, and the goddesses gathered about her, 
all who along the depth of the sea were daughters of Ncreus. 

For Glaukc was there, Kymodoke and Thaleia, 

Nesaie and Speio and Thoe, and ox-eyed Halia; ^ 

Kymothoe was there, Aktaia and Limnoreia, 

Melite and laira, Amphithoe and Agaue, 

Doto and Proto, Dynamene and Pherousa, 

Dexamene and Amphinome and Kallianeira; 

Doris and Panope and glorious Galateia, ^ 

Ncmertes and Apseudes and Kallianassa; 

12. son of Menoitios: Patroklos. 
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Klymene was there, laneira and lanassa, 

Maira and Oreithyia and lovely-haired Amatheia, 
and the rest who along the depth of the sea were daughters of 
Nereus. 

Tlie silvery cave was filled with these, and together all of them 
beat their breasts, and among them Thetis led out the threnody: 
'Hear me, Nereids, my sisters; so you may all know 
well all the sorrows that are in my heart, when you hear of them 
from me. 

Ah me, my sorrow, the bitterness in this best of child-bearing, 
since I gave birth to a son who was without fault and powerful, ss 
conspicuous among heroes; and he shot up like a young tree, 
and I nurtured him, like a tree grown in the pride of the orchard. 

I sent him away with the curved ships into the land of Ilion 
to fight with the Trojans; but I shall never again receive him 
won home again to his country and into the house of Peleus. 6o 
Yet while I sec him live and he looks on the sunlight, he has 
sorrows, and though I go to him I can do nothing to help him. 

Yet I shall go, to look on my dear son, and to listen 
to the sorrow that has come to him as he stays back from the 
fighting.’ 

So she spoke, and left the cave, and the others together 65 

went with her in tears, and about them the wave of the water 
was broken. Now these, when they came to the generous Troad, 
followed each other out on the sea-shore, where (ilose together 
the ships of the Myrmidons were hauled up about swift Achilleus. 
There as he sighed heavily the lady his mother stood by him 7® 
and cried out shrill and aloud, and took her son's head in her arms, 
then 

sorrowing for him she spoke to him in winged words: 'Why then, 
child, do you lament? What sorrow has come to your heart now? 
Speak out, do not hide it. These things are brought to accomplish- 
ment 

through Zeus: in the way that you lifted your hands and prayed 
for, 75 

that all the sons of the Achaians be pinned on their grounded vessels 
by reason of your loss, and suffer things that are shameful.' 

Then sighing heavily Achilleus of the swift feet answered her: 

'My mother, all these things the Olympian brought to accomplish- 
ment. 

But what pleasure is this to me, since my dear companion has per- 
ished, 8® 

Patroklos, whom I loved beyond all other companions, 
as well as my own life. I have lost him, and Hektor, who killed him, 
51. threnody: song of mourning. 79. the Olympian: Zeus. 



1Z4 • Homier 

has stripped away that gigantic armour, a wonder to look on 
and splendid, which the gods gave Peleus, a glorious present^ 
on that day they drove you to the marriage bed of a mortal. $3 
I wish you had gone on living then with the other goddesses 
of the sea, and that Peleus had married some mortal womau- 
As it is, tliere must be on your heart a numberless sorrow 
for your son's death, since you can never again receive him 
won home again to his country; since the spirit within docs not 
drive me 90 

to go on living and be among men, except on condition 
that Hektor first be beaten down under my spear, lose his life 
and pay the price for stripping Patroklos, the son of Menoitios.' 

Then in turn Thetis spoke to him, letting the tears fall: 

Then I must lose you soon, my child, by what you arc saying, 95 
since it is decreed your death must come soon after Hektor's/ 
Then deeply disturbed Achilleus of the swift feet answered her; 
'I must die soon, then; since I was not to stand by my companion 
when he was killed. And now, far away from the land of his fathers, 
he has perished, and lacked my fighting strength to defend him. loo 
Now, since I am not going back to the beloved land of my fathers, 
since I was no light of safety to Patroklos, nor to my other 
companions, who in their numbers went down before glorious Ilck- 
tor, 

but sit here beside my ships, a useless weight on the good land, . 

I, who am such as no other of the bronze-armoured Achaians 105 
in battle, though there are others also better in council — 
why, I wish that strife would vanish away from among gods and 
mortals, 

and gall, which makes a man grow angry for all his great mind, 
that gall of anger that swarms like smoke inside of a man's heart 
and becomes a thing sweeter to him by far than the dripping of 
honey. 

So it was here that the lord of men Agamemnon angered me. 

Still, we will let all this be a thing of the past, and for all our 
sorrow beat down by force the anger deeply within us. 

Now I shall go, to overtake that killer of a dear life, 

Hektor; then I will accept my own death, at whatever 115 

time Zeus wishes to bring it about, and the other immortals. 

For not even the strength of Hcrakles fled away from destruction, 
although he was dearest of all to lord Zeus, son of Kronos, 
but his fate beat him under, and the wearisome anger of Hera. 

So I likewise, if such is the fate which has been wrought for, me, 120 
shall lie still, whei> I am dead. Now I must win excellent glo?y, , 

U7. son of Z^us; pursued finally died in agony frofn the effects 

by the jealousy of Hera, he was forced of a poisoned garment. ' 
to undertake twelve great labors and 
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and drive some of the women of Troy, or some deep-girdled 
Dardanian woman, lifting up to her soft cheeks both hartds 
to wipe away the close bursts of tears in her lamentation, 
and learn that I stayed too long out of the fighting. Do not 125 
hold me back from the fight, though you love me. You will not 
persuade me.’ 

In turn the goddess Thetis of the silver feet answered him: 

'Yes, it is true, my child, this is no cowardly action, 
to beat aside sudden death from your afflicted companions. 

Yet, see now, your splendid armour, glaring and brazen, 130 

is held among the Trojans, and Hektor of the shining helmet 
wears it on his own shoulders, and glories in it. Yet I think 
he will not glory for long, since his death stands very close to him. 
I hcrefore do not yet go into the grind of the war god, 
not before with your own eyes you see me come back to you. 

For I am coming to you at dawn and as the sun rises 
bringing splendid armour to you from the lord Ilcphaistos.’ 

So she spoke, and turned, and went away from her son, 
and turning now to her sisters of the sea she spoke to them: 

'Do you now go back into the wide fold of the water 
to visit the ancient of the sea and the house of our father, 
and tell him everything. I am going to tall Olympos 
and to Hephaistos, the glorious smith, if he miglij^be willing 
to give me for my son renowned and radiant arm0ur.' 

She spoke, and they plunged back beneath thcjjvi^ave of the 
while she the goddess I’hetis of the silver feet wteai onward 
to Olympos, to bring back to her son the gloriotiSf armour. 

So her feet carried her to Olympos; meanwhile the Achaians 
with inhuman clamour before the attack of manslafughtcring Hektor 
fled until they were making for their own ships: and the Hellespont; 
nor could the strong-greaved Achaians have dragged the body 151 
of Patroklos, henchman of Achilleus, from under the missiles, 
for once again the men and the horses came over upon him, 
and Hektor, Priam's son, who fought like a flame in his fury. 
Three times from behind glorious Hektor caught him 155 

by the feet, trying to drag him, and called aloud on the Trojans. 
Three times the two Aiantes with their battle-futy upon them 
beat him from the corpse, but he, steady in the confidence of his 
great strength, 

kept making, now a rush into the crowd, or again at another time 
stood fast, with his great cry, but gave not a bit of ground back- 
ward. 160 

And as herdsmen who dwell in the fields are not able to frighten 
a tawny lion in his great hunger away from a carcass, 

123. Dardanhn: Trojan. 
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so the two Aiantes, marshals of men, were not able 
to scare Hektor, Priam's son, away from the body. 

And now he would have dragged it away and won glory forever 165 
had not swift wind-footed Iris come running from Olympos 
with a message for Peleus' son to arm. She came secretly 
from Zeus and the other gods, since it was Hera who sent her. 

She came and stood close to him and addressed him in winged 
words: 

'Rise up, son of Peleus, most terrifying of all men. 170 

Defend Patroklos, for whose sake the terrible fighting 

stands now in front of the ships. They are destroying each other; 

the Achaians fight in defence over the fallen body 

while the others, the Trojans, are rushing to drag the corpse off 

to windy Ilion, and beyond all glorious Hektor 17s 

rages to haul it away, since the anger within him is urgent 

to cut the head from the soft neck and set it on sharp stakes. 

Up, then, lie here no longer; let shame come into your heart, lest 
Patroklos become sport for the dogs of Troy to worry, 
your shame, if the body goes from here with defilement upon it.' iSo 
Then in turn Achillcus of the swift feet answered her: 

'Divine Iris, what god sent you to me with a message?' 

Then in turn swift wind-footed Iris spoke to him: 

'Hera sent me, the honoured wife of Zeus; but the son of 
Kronos, who sits on high, does not know this, nor any other 185 
immortal, of all those who dwell by the snows of Olympos.' 

Then in answer to her spoke Achillcus of the swift feet: 

'How shall I go into the fighting? Tlicy have my armour. 

And my beloved mother told me I must not be armoured, 
not before with my own eyes I see her come back to me. 190 

She promised she would bring magnificent arms from Hephaistos. 
Nor do I know of another whose glorious armour I could wear 
unless it were the great shield of Tclamonian Aias. 

But he himself wears it, I think, and goes in the foremost 
of the spear-fight over the body of fallen Patroklos.' 195 

Then in turn swift wind-footed Iris spoke to him: 

‘Yes, we also know well how they hold your glorious armour. 

But go to the ditch, and show yourself as you are to the Trojans, 
if perhaps the Trojans might be frightened, and give way 
from their attack, and the fighting sons of the Achaians get wind 200 
again after hard work. There is little breathing space in the fighting.' 

So speaking Iris of the swift feet went away from him; 
but Achilleus, the beloved of Zeus, rose up, and Athene 
swept about his powerful shoulders the fluttering aegis; 

166. Iris: messenger of the gods, par- 19S. Telamonian: The more famous 
licularly of Hera. of the two heroes called Aias (Ajax) 

was the son of Telamon. 
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and she, the divine among goddesses, about his head circled 
a golden cloud, and kindled from it a flame far-shining. 

As when a flare goes up into the high air from a city 

from an island far away, with enemies fighting about it 

who all day long are in the hateful division of Ares 

fighting from their own city, but as the sun goes down signal 210 

fires blaze out one after another, so that the glare goes 

pulsing high for men of the neighbouring islands to see it, 

in case they might come over in ships to beat off the enemy; 

so from the head of Achilleus the blaze shot into the bright air. 

He went from the wall and stood by the ditch, nor mixed with the 
other 215 

Achaians, since he followed the close command of his mother. 
There he stood, and shouted, and from her place Pallas Athene 
gave cry, and drove an endless terror upon the Trojans. 

As loud as comes the voice that is screamed out by a trumpet 
by murderous attackers who beleaguer a city, 220 

so then high and clear went up the voice of Aiakides. 

But the Trojans, when they heard the brazen voice of Aiakides, 
the heart was shaken in all, and the very floating-maned horses 
turned their chariots about, since their hearts saw the coming afflic- 
tions. 

The charioteers were dumbfounded as they saw tlie unwearied dan- 
gerous i 225 

fire that played above the head of great-hearted Pdeion 
blazing, and kindled by the goddess grey-eyed Athene. 

Three times across the ditch brilliant Achilleus gave his great cry, 
and three times the Trojans and their renowned companions were 
routed. 

There at that time twelve of the best men among them perished 230 

upon their own chariots and spears. Meanwhile the Achaians 

gladly pulled Patroklos out from under the missiles 

and set him upon a litter, and his own companions about him 

stood mourning, and along with them swift-footed Achilleus 

went, letting fall warm tears as he saw his steadfast companion 235 

lying there on a carried litter and torn with the sharp bronze, 

the man he had sent off before with horses and chariot 

into the fighting; who never again came home to be welcomed. 

Now the lady Hera of the ox eyes drove the unwilling 
weariless sun god to sink in the depth of the Ocean, 240 

and the sun went down, and the brilliant Achaians gave over 
their strong fighting, and the doubtful collision of battle. 

The Trojans on the other side moved from the strong encounter 

209« Ares: the god of war.. 221. Aiakides: Achilleus, grandson 

of Aiakos. 
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in their turn, and unyoked their running horses from under the 
chariots, 

and gathered into assembly before taking thought for their supper. 
They stood on their feet in assembly, nor did any man have the pa- 
tience 246 

to sit down, but the terror was on them all, seeing that Achilleus 
had appeared, after he had stayed so long from the difficult fighting. 
First to speak among them was the careful Poulydamas, 

Panthoos' son, who alone of them looked before and behind him. aso 
He was companion to Hektor, and born on the same night with him, 
but he was better in words, the other with the spear far better. 

He in kind intention toward all stood forth and addressed them: 
‘Now take careful thought, dear friends; for I myself urge you 
to go back into the city and not wait for the divine dawn 255 

in the plain beside the ships. We are too far from the wall now. 
While this man was still angry with great Agamemnon, 
for all that time the Achaians were easier men to fight with. 

For I also used then to be one who was glad to sleep out 

near their ships, and I hoped to capture the oarswept vessels. 260 

But now I terribly dread the swift-footed son of Pdeus. 

So violent is the valour in him, he will not be willing 
to stay here in the plain, where now Achaians and Trojans 
from cither side sunder between them the wrath of the war god. 
With him, the fight will be for the sake of our city and women. 265 
Let us go into the town; believe me; thus it will happen. 

For this present, immortal night has stopped the swift-footed 
son of Peleus, but if he catches us still in this place 
tomorrow, and drives upon us in arms, a man will be well 
aware of him, be glad to get back into sacred Ilion, 270 

the man who escapes; there will be many Trojans the vultures 
and dogs will feed on. But let such a word be out of my hearing! 

If all of us will do as I say, though it hurts us to do it, 
this night we will hold our strength in the market place, and the 
great walls 

and the gateways, and the long, smooth-planed, close-joined gate 
timbers 375 

that close to fit them shall defend our city. Then, early 
in the morning, under dawn, we shall arm ourselves in our war gear 
and take stations along the walls. The worse for him, if he endeav- 
ours 

to come away from the ships and fight us here for our city. 

Back he must go to his ships again, when he wears out the strong 

necks 380 

250. before and behind him: He was a prophet; he knew the past and fotesaw 
the future. 
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of his horses, driving them at a gallop everywhere by the city. 

His valour will not give him leave to burst in upon us 
nor sack our town. Sooner the circling dogs will feed on him.’ 

Then looking darkly at him Hektor of the shining helm spoke: 
Toulydamas, these things that you argue please me no longer 285 
when you tell us to go back again and be cooped in our city. 

Have you not all had your glut of being fenced in our outworks? 
There was a time when mortal men would speak of the city 
of Priam as a place with much gold and much bronze. But now 
the lovely treasures that lay away in our houses have vanished, 290 
and many possessions have been sold and gone into Phrygia 
and into Maionia the lovely, when great Zeus was angry. 

But now, when the son of devious-devising Kronos has given 
me the winning of glory by the ships, to pin the Achaians 
on the sea, why, fool, no longer show these thoughts to our people. 
Not one of the Trojans will obey you. I shall not allow it 296 
Come, then, do as I say and let us all be persuaded. 

Now, take your supper by positions along the encampment, 
and do not forget your watch, and let every man be wakeful. 

And if any Trojan is strongly concerned about his possessions, 300 
let him gather them and give them to the people to use them in 
common. > 

It is better for one of us to enjoy them than for Hie Achaians. 

In the morning, under dawn, we shall arm ourseivtte in our war gear 
and waken the bitter god of war by the hollow ¥»|scls. 

If it is true that brilliant Achilleus is risen besidfe their 305 

ships, then the worse for him if he tries it, since Ijfl^r my part 
will not run from him out of the sonowful batfl#; l>ut rather 
stand fast, to see if he wins the great glory, or if I ean win it. 

The war god is impartial. Before now he has kilM the killer.' 

So spoke Hektor, and the Trojans thundered to hear him; 310 
fools, since Pallas Athene had taken away the wits from them. 

They gave their applause to Hektor in his counsel of evil, 
but none to Poulydamas, who had spoken good sense before them. 
They took their supper along the encampment. Meanwhile the 
Achaians 

mourned all night in lamentation over Patroklos. 31s 

Peleus' son led the thronging chant of their lamentation, 
and laid his nianslaughtering hands over the chest of his dear friend 
with outbursts of incessant grief. As some great bearded lion 
when some man, a deer hunter, has stolen his cubs away from him 
out of the close wood; the lion comes back too late, and is an- 
guished, 320 

and turns into many valleys quartering after the man's trail 
on the chance of finding him, and taken with bitter anger; 
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so he, groaning heavily, spoke out to the Myrmidons: 

'Ah me. It was an empty word I cast forth on that day 
when in his halls I tried to comfort the hero Menoitios. 

I told him I would bring back his son in glory to Opous 
with Ilion sacked, and bringing his share of war spoils allotted. 

But Zeus does not bring to accomplishment all thoughts in men's 
minds. 

Thus it is destiny for us both to stain the same soil 

here in Troy; since I shall never come home, and my father, 330 

Pcleiis the aged rider, will not welcome me in his great house, 

nor Thetis my mother, but in this place the earth will receive me. 

But seeing that it is I, Patroklos, who follow you underground, 

I will not bury you till I bring to this place the armour 
and the head of Hektor, since he was your great-hearted murderer. 
Before your burning pyre I shall behead twelve glorious 336 

children of the Trojans, for my anger over your slaying. 

Until then, you shall lie where you are in front of my curved ships 
and beside you women of 1 roy and deep-girdled Dardanian women 
shall sorrow for you night and day and shed tears for you, those 
whom 340 

you and I worked hard to capture by force and the long spear 
in days when wc were storming the rich eities of mortals.' 

So speaking brilliant Achilleus gave orders to his companions 
to set a great cauldron across the fire, so that with all speed 
they could wash away the clotted blood from Patroklos. 345 

They set up over the blaze of the fire a bath-water cauldron 
and poured water into it and put logs underneatli and kindled them. 
The fire worked on the swell of the cauldron, and the water heated. 
But when tlie water had come to a boil in the shining bronze, then 
they washed the body and anointed it softly with olive oil 3So 

and stopped the gashes in his body with stored-up unguents 
and laid him on a bed, and shrouded him in a thin sheet 
from head to foot, and covered that over with a white mantle. 

Then all night long, gathered about Achilleus of the swift feet, 
the Myrmidons mourned for Patroklos and lamented over him. 355 
But Zeus spoke to Hera, who was his wife and his sister; 

‘So you have acted, then, lady Hera of the ox eyes. 

You have roused up Achilleus of the swift feet. It must be then 
that the flowing-haired Achaians are born of your own generation.' 

Then the goddess the ox-eyed lady Hera answered him: 360 

‘Majesty, son of Kronos, what sort of thing have you spoken? 

Even one who is mortal will try to accomplish his purpose 
for another, though he be a man and knows not such wisdom as 
we do. 

As for me then, who claim I am highest of all the goddesses, 
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both ways, since I am eldest bom and am called your consort, 365 
yours, and you in turn are lord over all the immortals, 
how could I not weave sorrows for the men of Troy, when I hate 
them?' 

Now as these two were saying things like this to each other, 
Thetis of the silver feet came to the house of Hephaistos, 
imperishable, starry, and shining among the immortals, 370 

built in bronze for himself by the god of the dragging footsteps. 
She found him sweating as he turned here and there to his bellows 
busily, since he was working on twenty tripods 
which were to stand against the wall of his strong-founded dwelling. 
And he had set golden wheels underneath the base of each one 375 
so that of tlieir own motion they could wheel into the immortal 
gathering, and return to his house: a wonder to look at. 

These were so far finished, but the elaborate ear handles 
were not yet on. He was forging these, and beating the chains out. 
As he was at work on this in his craftsmanship and his cunning 380 
meanwhile the goddess Thetis the silver-footed drew near him. 
Charis of the shining veil saw her as she came forward, 
she, the lovely goddess the renowned strong-armed one had married. 
She came, and caught her hand and called her by name and spoke 
to her: 

‘Why is it, Thetis of the light robes, you have cofne to our house 
now? r 385 

We honour you and love you; but you have not come much before 
this. J 

But come in with me, so I may put entertainment before you.' 

She spoke, and, shining among divinities, led thft way forward 
and made Thetis sit down in a chair that was wrought elaborately 
and splendid with silver nails, and under it was d footstool, 390 
She called to Hephaistos the renowned smith and spoke a word to 
him: 

‘Hephaistos, come this way; here is Thetis, who has need of you.' 

Hearing her the renowned smith of the strong arms answered her: 
‘Then there is a goddess we honour and respect in our house. 

She saved me when I suffered much at the time of my great fall 395 
through the will of my own brazen-faced mother, who wanted 
to hide me, for being lame. Then my soul would have taken much 
suffering 

had not Eurynome and Thetis caught me and held me, 

Eurynome, daughter of Ocean, whose stream bends back in a circle. 

371. dragging footsteps: Hephaistos 399. in a circle: since the river 
was lame. Ocean was supposed to surround the 

382. Charis: Her aame means earth. 

“grace,” “beauty.” 
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With them I worked nine years as a smith, and wrought many 
intricate 400 

things; pins that bend back, curved clasps, cups, necklaces, working 
there in the hollow of the cave, and the stream of Ocean around us 
went on forever with its foam and its murmur. No other 
among the gods or among mortal men knew about us 
except Eurynome and Thetis. They knew, since they saved me, 40s 
Now she has come into our house; so I must by all means 
do everything to give recompense to lovely-haired Thetis 
for my life. I'herefore set out before her fair entertainment 
while I am putting away my bellows and all my instruments.* 

He spoke, and took the huge blower off from the block of the anvil 
limping; and yet his shrunken legs moved lightly beneath him. 411 
He set the bellows away from the fire, and gathered and put away 
all the tools with which he worked in a silver strongbox. 

Then with a sponge he wiped clean his forehead, and both hands, 
and his massive neck and hairy chest, and put on a tunic, 415 

and took up a heavy stick in his hand, and went to the doorway 
limping. And in support of their master moved his attendants. 
These are golden, and in appearance like living young women. 
There is intelligence in their hearts, and there is speech in them 
and strength, and from the immortal gods they have learned how 
to do things. 420 

These stirred nimbly in support of their master, and moving 
near to where Thetis sat in her shining chair, Hephaistos 
caught her by the hand and called her by name and spoke a word to 
her: 

‘Why is it, Thetis of the light robes, you have come to our house 
now? 

We honour you and love you; but you have not come much before 
this. 425 

Speak forth what is in your mind. My heart is urgent to do it 
if I can, and if it is a thing that can be accomplished.' 

Tlien in turn Thetis answered him, letting the tears fall: 
‘Hephaistos, is there among all the goddesses on Olympos 
one who in her heart has endured so many grim sorrows 430 

as the griefs Zeus, son of Kronos, has given me beyond others? 

Of all the other sisters of the sea he gave me to a mortal, 
to Peleus, Aiakos' son, and I had to endure mortal marriage 
though much against my will. And now he, broken by mo^rnf.ul 
old age, lies away in his halls. Yet I have other troubles. 43s 

For since he has given me a son to bear and to raise up 
conspicuous among heroes, and he shot up like a young tree, 

I nurtured him, like a tree grown in the pride of the orchard. 

I sent him away in the curved ships to the land of Ilion 
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to fight with the Trojans; but I shall never again receive him 440 
won home again to his country and into the house of Peleus. 

Yet while I see him live and he looks on the sunlight, he has 
sorrows, and though I go to him I can do nothing to help him. 

And the girl the sons of the Achaians chose out for his honour 
powerful Agamemnon took her away again out of his hands. 445 
For her his heart has been wasting in sorrow; but* meanwhile the 
Trojans 

pinned the Achaians against their grounded ships, and would not 
let them win outside, and the elders of the Argives entreated 
my son, and named the many glorious gifts they would give him. 
But at that time he refused himself to fight the death from them; 450 
nevertheless he put his own armour upon Patroklos 
and sent him into the fighting, and gave many men to go with him. 
All day they fought about the Skaian Gates, and on that day 
they would have stormed the city, if only Phoibos Apollo 
had not killed the fighting son of Menoitios there in the first 
ranks 455 

after he had wrought much damage, and given the glory to Hektor. 
Therefore now I come to your knees; so might you be willing 
to give me for my short-lived son a shield and a helmet 
and two beautiful greaves fitted with clasps for the’ ankles 
and a corselet. What he had was lost with his steadfast companion 
when the Trojans killed him. Now my son lies oH’^the ground, heart 
sorrowing.' ^ 461 

Hearing her the renowned smith of the strongltlns answered her: 
■‘Do not fear. Let not these things be a thought iiti ^ur mind. 

And I wish that I could hide him away from do^th and its sorrow 
at that time when his hard fate comes upon him, as surely 465 

as there shall be fine armour for him, such as aiiOther 
man out of many men shall wonder at, when he looks on it.' 

So he spoke, and left her there, and went to his bellows. 

He turned these toward the fire and gave them their orders for 
working. 

And the bellows, all twenty of them, blew on the crucibles, 470 
from all directions blasting forth wind to blow tiie flames high 
now as he hurried to be at this place and now at another, 
wherever Hephaistos might wish them to blow, and the work went 
forward. 

He cast on the fire bronze which is weariless, and tin with it 
and valuable gold, and silver, and thereafter set forth 475 

upon its standard the great anvil, and gripped in one hand 
the ponderous hammer, while in the other he grasped the pincers. 

First of all he forged a shield that was huge and heavy, 
elaborating it about, and threw around it a shining 
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triple rim that glittered, and the shield strap was cast of silver. ^ 
There were five folds composing the shield itself, and upon it 
he elaborated many things in his skill and craftsmanship. 

He made the earth upon it, and the sky, and the sea's water, 
and the tireless sun, and the moon waxing into her fullness, 
and on it all the constellations that festoon tlie heavens, 
the Pleiades and the Hyades and the strength of Orion 
and the Bear, whom men give also the name of the Wagon, 
who turns about in a fixed plaec and looks at Orion 
and she alone is never plunged in the wash of the Ocean. 

On it he wrought in all their beauty two cities of mortal 400 

men. And there were marriages in one, and festivals. 

They were leading the brides along the city from their maiden 
chambers 

under the flaring of torches, and the loud bride song was arising. 
The young men followed the circles of the dance, and among them 
the flutes and lyres kept up their clamour as in the meantime 49s 
the women standing each at the door of her court admired them. 
The people were assembled in the market place, where a quarrel 
had arisen, and two men were disputing over the blood price 
for a man who had been killed. One man promised full restitution 
in a public statement, but the other refused and would accept 
nothing. 500* 

Both then made for an arbitrator, to have a decision; 
and people were speaking up on either side, to help both men. 

But the heralds kept the people in hand, as meanwhile the elders 
were in session on benches of polished stone in the sacred circle 
and held in their hands the staves of the heralds who lift their 
voices. 505, 

The two men rushed before these, and took turns speaking their 
cases, 

and between them lay on the ground two talents of gold, to be givens 
to that judge who in this case spoke the straightest opinion. 

But around the other city were lying two forces of armed men 
shining in their war grear. For one side counsel was divided 510. 

whether to storm and sack, or share between both sides the property 
and all the possessions the lovely citadel held hard within it. 

But the city's people were not giving way, and armed for an ambush. 
Their beloved wives and their little children stood on the rampart 
to hold it, and with them the men with age upon thena, but mean- 
while SJ5. 

the others went out. And Ares led them, and Pallas Athene. 

487. Bear: the Big Dipper. It is a female bear (Ursa Major), heoce “she” in? 
1. 489, 
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These were gold, both, and golden raiment upon them, and they 
were 

beautiful and huge in their armour, being divinities, 
and conspicuous from afar, but the people around them were smaller. 
These, when they were come to the place that was set for their 
ambush, 520 

in a river, where there was a watering place for all animals, 
there they sat down in place shrouding themselves in the bright 
bronze. 

But apart from these were sitting two men to watch for the rest of 
them 

and waiting until they could see the sheep and the shambling cattle, 
who appeared presently, and two herdsmen went along with them 
playing happily on pipes, and took no thought of the treachery. 526 
Those others saw them, and made a rush, and quickly thereafter 
cut off on both sides the herds of cattle and the beautiful 
flocks of shining sheep, and killed the shepherds upon them. 

But the other army, as soon as they heard the uproar arising 530 
from the cattle, as they sat in their councils, suddenly mounted 
behind their light-foot horses, and went after, and soon overtook 
them. 

These stood their ground and fought a battle by the banks of the 
river, ; 

and they were making casts at each other with their spears bronze- 
headed; : 

and Hate was there with Confusion among them, and Death the 
destructive; ; 535 

she was holding a live man with a new wound, atii another 
one unhurt, and dragged a dead man by the feet through the carnage. 
The clothing upon her shoulders showed strong red with the men's 
blood. 

All closed together like living men and fought with each other 
and dragged away from each other the corpses of those who had 
fallen. 540 

He made upon it a soft field, the pride of the tilled land, 
wide and triple-ploughed, with many ploughmen upon it 
who wheeled their teams at the turn and drove them in either 
direction. 

And as these making their turn would reach the end-strip of the 
field, 

a man would come up to them at this point and hand them a 
flagon 

of honey-sweet wine, and they would turn again to the furrows 
in their haste to come again to the end-strip of the deep field. 


545 
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The earth darkened behind them and looked like earth that has 
been ploughed 

though it was gold. Such was the wonder of the shield's forging. 

He made on it the precinct of a king, where the labourers 550 
were reaping, with the sharp reaping hooks in their hands. Of the 
cut swathes 

some fell along the lines of reaping, one after another, 
while the sheaf-binders caught up others and tied them with bind- 
ropes. 

There were three sheaf-binders who stood by, and behind them 
were children picking up the cut swathes, and filled their arms with 
them sss 

and carried and gave them always; and by them the king in silence 
and holding his staff stood near the line of the reapers, happily. 
And apart and under a tree the heralds made a feast ready 
and trimmed a great ox they had slaughtered* Meanwhile the women 
scattered, for the workmen to eat, abundant white barley. s6o 

He made on it a great vineyard heavy with clusters, 
lovely and in gold, but the grapes upon it were darkened 
and the vines themselves stood out through poles of silver. About 
them 

he made a field-ditch of dark metal, and drove all around this 
a fence of tin; and there was only one path to the vineyard, 565 
and along it ran the grape-bearers for the vineyard's stripping. 

Young girls and young men, in all their light-hearted innocence, 
carried the kind, sweet fruit away in their woven baskets, 
and in their midst a youth with a singing lyre played charmingly 
upon it for them, and sang the beautiful song for Linos 570 

in a light voice, and they followed him, and with singing and 
whistling 

and light dance-steps of their feet kept time to the music. 

He made upon it a herd of horn-straight oxen. The cattle 
were wrought of gold and of tin, and thronged in speed and with 
lowing 

out of the dung of the farmyard to a pasturing place by a sounding 
river, and beside the moving field of a reed bed. 576 

The herdsmen were of gold who went along with the cattle* 
four of them, and nine dogs shifting their feet followed them. 

But among the foremost of the cattle two formidable lions 
had caught hold of a bellowing bull, and he with loud lowings 580 
was dragged away, as the dogs and the young men went in pursuit 
of him. 

But the two lions, breaking open the hide of the great ox, > 

570. $ong for Linos: an ancient folk song commemorating Linos, the favorite 
of Apollo. 
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gulped the black blood and the inWard guts, as meanwhile the 
herdsmen 

were in the act of setting and urging the quick dogs on them. 

But they, before they could get their teeth in, turned back from 
the lions, 585 

but would come and take their stand very close, and bayed, and kept 
clear. 

And the renowned smith of the strong arms made on it a meadow 
large and in a lovely valley for the glimmering sheepflocks, 
with dwelling places upon it, and covered shelters, and shecpfolds. 
And the renowned smith of the strong arms made elaborate on 
it 590 

a dancing floor, like that which once in the wide spaces of Knosos 
Daidalos built for Ariadne of the lovely tresses. 

And there were young men on it and young girls, sought for their 
beauty 

with gifts of oxen, dancing, and holding hands at the wrist. These 
wore, the maidens long light robes, but the men wore tunics sgs 
of finespun work and shining softly, touched with olive oil. 

And the girls wore fair garlands on their heads, whi|e the young men 
carried golden knives that hung from sword-belts of silver. 

At whiles on their understanding feet they would .fun very lightly, 
as when a potter crouching makes trial of his wheel, holding 600 
it close in his hands, to sec if it will run smooth.^pj^t another 
time they would form rows, and run, rows crossii^l each other. 

And around the lovely chorus of dancers stood a^gteat multitude 
happily watching, while among the dancers twos acrobats 
led the measures of song and dance revolving an^^gg them. 60s 
He made on it the great strength of the Ocoap River 
which ran around the uttermost rim of the shield's strong structure. 

Then after he had wrought this shield, which was huge and hea\7, 
he wrought for him a corselet brighter than fire in its shining, 
and wrought him a helmet, massive and fitting close to his 
temples, 610 

lovely and intricate work, and laid a gold top-ridge along it, 
and out of pliable tin wrought him leg-armour. Thereafter 
when the renowned smith of the strong arms had finished the 
armour 

he lifted it and laid it before the mother of Achillcus. 

And she like a hawk came sweeping down from tlie snows of 
Olympos 61s 

and carried with her the shining armour, the gift of Hephaistos.. 

591. &p 9 sits: in Crete. his son Icarus, escaped ftPm Crete on 

592. Daidalos: the “fabulous artif- wings. Ariadne: daughter of Minos, 
icer*’ who built the iabjrriiith and, with king of Crete. 
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Book XIX 

Now Dawn the yellow-robed arose from the river of Ocean 
to carry her light to men and to immortals. And Thetis 
came to the ships and carried with her the gifts of Hephaistos- 
She found her beloved son lying in the arms of Patroklos 
crying shrill, and his companions in their numbers about him s 
mourned. She, shining among divinities, stood there beside them. 
She clung to her son's hand and called him by name and spoke to 
him: 

‘My child, now, though wc grieve for him, we must let this man lie 
dead, in the w^ay he first was killed through the gods' designing. 
Accept rather from me the glorious arms of Hephaistos, m 

so splendid, and such as no man has ever worn on his shoulders.' 

The goddess spoke so, and set down the armour on the ground 
before Achilleus, and all its elaboration clashed loudly. 

Trembling took hold of all the Myrmidons. None had the courage 
to look straight at it. They were afraid of it. Only Achilleus 15 
looked, and as he looked the anger came harder upon him 
and his eyes glittered terribly under his lids, like sunflare. 

He was glad, holding in his hands the shining gifts of Hephaistos. 
But when he had satisfied his heart with looking at the intricate 
armour, he spoke to his mother and addressed her in winged 
words: » 

‘My mother, the god has given me these weapons; they arc such 
as are the work of immortals. No mortal man could have made them. 
Therefore now I shall arm myself in them. Yet I am sadly 
afraid, during this time, for the warlike son of Menoitios 
that flies might get into the wounds beaten by bronze in his body ss 
and breed worms in them, and these make foul the body, seeing 
that the life is killed in him, and that all his flesh may be rotted.' 

In turn the goddess Thetis the silver-footed answered him: 

‘My child, no longer let these things be a care in your mind. 

I shall endeavour to drive from him the swarming and fierce 
things, 30 

those flies, which feed upon the bodies of men who have perished; 
and although he lie here till a year has gone to fulfilment, 
still his body shall be as it was, or firmer than ever. 

Go then and summon into assembly the fighting Achaians, 
and unsay your anger against Agamemnon, shepherd of the people, 
and arm at once for the fighting, and put your war strength upon 
you.' 36 

She spoke so, and drove the strength of great courage into him; 
and meanwhile through the nostrils of Patroklos she distilled 
ambrosia and red nectar, so that his flesh might not spoil. 

19. ambrosia: the food of the gods. 
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But he, brilliant Achilleus, walked along by the sea-shore 4P 
crying his terrible cry, and stirred up the fighting Achaians. 

And even those who before had stayed where the ships were 
assembled, 

they who were helmsmen of the ships and handled the steering oar, 
they who were stewards among the ships and dispensers of rations, 
even these came then to assembly, since now Achilleus 4S 

had appeared, after staying so long from the sorrowful battle. 

And there were two who came limping among them, henchmen of 
Ares 

both, Tydeus' son the staunch in battle, and brilliant Odysseus, 
leaning on spears, since they had the pain of their wounds yet upon 
them, 

and came and took their seats in the front rank of those assembled. 
And last of them came in the lord of men Agamemnon 5i 

with a wound on him, seeing that Koon, the son of Antenor, 
had stabbed him with the bronze edge of the spear in the strong 
encounter. 

But now, when all tlie Achaians were in one body together, 
Achilleus of the swift feet stood up before them and spoke to 
them: 5s 

‘Son of Atreus, was this after all the better way for 
both, for you and me, that we, for all our hearts? sorrow, 
quarrelled together for the sake of a girl in sou^perishing hatred? 

I wish Artemis had killed her beside the ships wi#i an arrow 
on that day when I destroyed Lyraessos and took -her. 6o 

For thus not all these too many Achaians would. h|ive bitten 
the dust, by enemy hands, when I was away in diy anger. 

This way was better for the Trojans and Hektor;' yet I think 
the Achaians will too long remember this quarrel between us. 

Still, we will let all this be a thing of the past, though it hurts us, 6 s 
and beat down by constraint the anger that rises inside us. 

Now I am making an end of my anger. It does not become me 
unrelentingly to rage on. Come, then! The more quickly 
drive on the flowing-haired Achaians into the fighting, 
so that I may go up against the Trojans, and find out 70 

if they still wish to sleep out beside the ships. I think rather 
they will be glad to rest where they are, whoever among them 
gets away with his life from the fury of our spears' onset.' 

He spoke, and the strong-greaved Achaians were pleasured to hear 
him 

and how the great-hearted son of Pclcus unsaid his anger. 75 

Now among them spoke forth the lord of men Agamemnon 
from the place where he was sitting, and did not stand up among 
them: 
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‘Fighting men and friends, o Danaans, henchmen of Ares: 
it is well to listen to the speaker, it is not becoming 
to break in on him. This will be hard for him, though he be able. 
How among the great murmur of people shall anyone listen 
or speak cither? A man, though he speak very clearly, is baffled. 

I shall address the son of Pcleus; yet all you other 
Argives listen also, and give my word careful attention. 

This is the word the Achaians have spoken often against me 85 
and found fault with me in it, yet I am not responsible 
but 2 ^us is, and Destiny, and Erinys the mist-walking 
who in assembly caught my heart in the savage delusion 
on that day I myself stripped from him the prize of Achilleus. 

Yet what could I do? It is the god who accomplishes all things. 90 
Delusion is the elder daughter of Zeus, the accursed 
who deludes all; her feet are delicate and they step not 
on the firm earth, but she walks the air above men’s heads 
and leads them astray. She has entangled others before me. 

Yes, for once Zeus even was deluded, though men say 95 

he is the highest one of gods and mortals. Yet Hera 

who is female deluded even Zeus in her craftiness 

on that day when in strong wall-circled Thebe Alkmene 

was at her time to bring forth the strength of Heraklcs. Therefore 

Zeus spoke forth and made a vow before all the immortals: 100 

“Hear me, all you gods and all you goddesses: hear me 

while I speak forth what the heart within my breast urges. 

This day Eileithyia of women’s child-pains shall bring forth 
a man to the light who, among the men sprung of the generation 
of my blood, shall be lord over all those dwelling about him.” 10s 
Then in guileful intention the lady Hera said to him: 

“You will be a liar, not put fulfilment on what you have spoken. 
Come, then, lord of Olympos, and swear before me a strong oath 
that he shall be lord over all those dwelling about him 
who this day shall fall between the feet of a woman, no 

that man who is born of the blood of your generation.” So Hera 
spoke. And Zeus was entirely unaware of her falsehood, 

Imt swore a great oath, and therein lay all his deception. 

But Hera in a flash of speed left the horn of Olympos 

and rapidly came to Argos of Achaia, where she knew 115 

was the mighty wife of Sthenelos, descended of Perseus. 

And she was carrying a son, and this was the seventh month for her, 
but she brought him sooner into the light, and made him premature, 


87. Erinys: an avenger, a Fu^. Here 
mentioned .without reference to the 
Furies’ proper function, simply as a 
power of dorhness. 

99. Herakles: son of Zeus (see note 
to Book XVIII, 1. 117). 


103. Eileithyia: the goddess who pre- 
sided over human birth. 

110. fall between the feet of a 
woman: be born. 

116. Perseus: a son of Zeus, 
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and stayed the childbirth of Alkmene, and held back the birth pangs. 
She went herself and spoke the message to Zeus, son of Kronos: lao 
‘Tather Zeus of the shining bolt, I will tell you a message 
for your heart. A great man is born, who will be lord over the 
Argives, 

Eurystheus, son of Sthenclos, of the seed of Perseus, 
your generation. It is not unfit that he should rule over 
the Argives.” She spoke, and the sharp sorrow struck at his deep 
heart. 125 

He caught by the shining hair of her head the goddess Delusion 
in the anger of his heart, and swore a strong oath, that never 
after this might Delusion, who deludes all, come back 
to Olympos and the starry sky. So speaking, he whirled her 
about in his hand and slung her out of the starry heaven, 130 

and presently she came to men's establishments. But Zeus 
would forever grieve over her each time that he saw his dear son 
doing some shameful work of the tasks that Eurystheus set him. 

So I in my time, when tall Hektor of the shining helm 
was forever destroying the Argives against the sterns of their ves- 
sels, 135 

could not forget Delusion, the way 1 was first deluded. 

But since I was deluded and Zeus took my wits away from me, 

1 am willing to make all good and give back giftsan abundance. 
Rise up, then, to the fighting and rouse the rest ♦f the people. 

Here am I, to give you all those gifts, as many 1 ,40 

as brilliant Odysseus yesterday went to your shelter and promised. 
Or if you will, hold back, though you lean hard:i«to the battle, 
while my followers take the gifts from my ship bring them 
to you, so you may see what I give to comfort ydm spirit.' 

Then in answer to him spoke Achilleus of the swift feet; 14s 
‘Son of Atreus, most lordly and king of men, Agamemnon, 
the gifts are yours to give if you wish, and as it is proper, 
or to keep with yourself. But now let us remember our joy in 
warcraft, 

immediately, for it is not fitting to stay here and waste time 
nor delay, since there is still a big work to be done. ,so 

So can a man see once more Achilleus among the front fighters 
with the bronze spear wrecking the Trojan battalions. Therefore 
let each of you remember this and fight his antagonist.' 

Then in answer to him spoke resourceful Odysseus: 

‘Not that way, good fighter that you are, godlike Achilleus. 155 
Do not drive the sons of the Achaians on Ilion when they are 
hungry, 

123. Eurystheus: He became king ol 124. your generation: descended from 
Argos, and taskmaster of Herakles, who Zeus through Perseus, 
performed twelve great labors for him. 
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to fight against the Trojans, since not short will be the time 
of battle, once the massed formations of men have encountered 
together, with the god inspiring fury in both sides. 

Rather tell the men of Achaia here by their swift ships, xSo 

to take food and wine, since these make fighting fury and warcraft. 
For a man will not have strength to fight his way forward all day 
long until the sun goes down if he is starved for food. Even 
though in his heart he be very passionate for the battle, 
yet without his knowing it his limbs will go heavy, and hunger 165 
and thirst will catch up with him and cumber his knees as he moves 
on. 

But when a man has been well filled with wine and with eating 
and then does battle all day long against the enemy, 
why, then the heart inside him is full of cheer, nor do his limbs 
get weary, until all are ready to give over the fighting. 170 

Come then, tell your men to scatter and bid them get ready 
a meal; and as for the gifts, let the lord of men Agamemnon 
bring them to the middle of our assembly so all the Achaians 
can sec them before their eyes, so your own heart may be pleasured. 
And let him stand up before the Argives and swear an oath to you 
that he never entered into her bed and never lay with her 176 

as is natural for people, my lord, between men and women. 

And by this let the spirit in your own heart be made gracious. 

After that in his own shelter let him appease you 
with a generous meal, so you will lack nothing of what is due you. 
And you, son of Atreus, after this be more righteous to another isi 
man. For there is no fault when even one who is a king 
appeases a man, when the king was the first one to be angry.' 

Then in turn the lord of men Agamemnon answered him: 
'Hearing what you have said, son of Laertes, I am pleased with 
you. ,85 

Fairly have you gone through everything and explained it. 

And all this I am willing to swear to, and my heart urges me, 
and I will not be foresworn before the gods. Let Achilleus 
stay here the while, though he lean very hard toward the work of 
the war god, 

and remain the rest of you all here assembled, until the gifts come 
back from my shelter and while we cut our oaths of fidelity. 191 
And for you yourself, Odysseus, I give you this errand, this order, 
that you choose out excellent young men of all the Achaians 
and bring the gifts back here from my ship, all that you promised 
yesterday to Achilleus, and bring the women back also. X9s 

And in the wide host of the Achaians let Talthybios make ready 

176. her: Briseis. seal the oath. 

191. cut cur oaths: “cut** refers to 196. Talthybios: Agamemnon's her- 
Uie killing of the animals sacrificed to aid. 
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a boar for me, and dedicate it to Zeus and Helios/ 

Then m answer to him spoke Acliilleus of the swift feet: 

*Son of Atreus, most lordly and king of men, Agamemnon, 
at some other time rather you should busy yourself about these 
things, joD 

when there is some stopping point in the fighting, at some time 
when there is not so much fury inside of my heart. But now 
as things are they lie there torn whom the son of Priam 
Hektor has beaten down, since Zeus was giving him glory, 
and then you urge a man to eating. No, but I would now ^5 

drive forward the sons of the Achaians into the fighting 
starving and unfed, and afterwards when the sun sets 
make ready a great dinner, when we have paid off Our defilement 
But before this, for me at least, neither drink nor food shall 
go down my very throat, since my companion has perished ai* 

and lies inside my shelter torn about with the cutting 
bronze, and turned against the forecourt while my companions 
mourn about him. Food and drink mean nothing to my heart 
but blood does, and slaughter, and the groaning of men in the hard 
work.' 

Then in answer to him spoke resourceful Odysseus: ais 

‘Son of Pcleus, Achillcus, far greatest of the Achaians, 
you are stronger than I am and greater by not a little 
with the spear, yet I in turn might overpass you wisdom 
by far, since I was born before you and have learned more things. 
Therefore let your heart endure to listen to my; words. 320 

When there is battle men have suddenly their fill of it 
when the bronze scatters on the ground the straw in most numbers 
and the harvest is most thin, when Zeus has poised his balance, 
Zeus, who is administrator to men in their fighting. 

There is no way the Achaians can mourn a dead man by denying 325 
the belly. Too many fall day by day, one upon another, 
and how could anyone find breathing space from his labour? 

No, but we must harden our hearts and bury the man who 

dies, when we have wept over him on the day, and all those 

who are left about from the hateful work of war must remember 230 

food and drink, so that afterwards all the more strongly 

we may fight on forever relentless against our enemies 

with the weariless bronze put on about our bodies. Let one not 

wait longing for any other summons to stir on the people. 

This summons now shall be an evil on anyone left behind 335 

by the ships of the Argives. Therefore let us drive on together 
and wake the bitter war god on the Trojans, breakers of horses/ 

He spoke, and went away with the soiis of glorious Nestor, 

197. Helios: the sun. 
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with Mcges, the sob of Phyleus, and Meriones, and Thoas* 
and Lylcomedes, the son of Kreion, and Melanippos. These went 
on their way to the shelter of Atreus' son Agamemnon. a4i 

No sooner was the order given than the thing had been done* 
TTiey brought back seven tripods from the shelter, those Agamemnon 
had promised, and twenty shining cauldrons, twelve horses. They 
brought back 

immediately the seven women the work of whose hands was ms 
blameless, and the eighth of them was Briseis of the fair cheeks. 
Odysseus weighed out ten full talents of gold and led them 
back, and the young men of the Achaians carried the other gifts. 
They brought these into the midst of assembly, and Agamemnon 
stood up, and Talthybios in voice like an immortal aso 

stood beside the shepherd of tlie people with the boar in his hands, 
Atreus’ son laid hands upon his work-knife, and drew it 
from where it hung ever beside the great sheath of his war sword, 
and cut first hairs away from the boar, and lifting his hands up 
to Zens, prayed, while all the Argives stayed fast at their places 255 
in silence and in order of station, and listened to their king. 

He spoke before them in prayer gazing into the wide sky: 

Xct Zeus first be my witness, highest of the gods and greatest, 
and Earth, and Helios the Sun, and Furies, who underground 
avenge dead men, when any man has sworn to a falsehood, 260 
that I have never laid a hand on the girl Briseis 
on pretext to go to bed with her, or for any other 
reason, but she remained, not singled out, in my shelter. 

If any of this is falsely sworn, may the gods give me many 264 

griefs, all that they inflict on those who swear falsely before them.' 

So he spoke, and with pitiless bronze he cut the boar's throat. 
Talthybios whirled the body about, and threw it in the great reach 
of the grey sea, to feed the fishes. Meanwhile Achilleus 
stood up among the battle-fond Achaians, and spoke to them: 
'Father Zeus, great are the delusions with which you visit men. 270 
Without you, the son of Atreus could never have stirred so 
the heart inside my breast, nor taken the girl away from me 
against my will, and be in helplessness. No, but Zeus somehow 
wished that death should befall great numbers of the Achaians. 

Go now and take your dinner, so we may draw on the battle.' *75 

So he spoke, and suddenly broke up the assembly. 

Now these scattered away each man to his own ship. Meanwhile 
the great-hearted Myrmidons disposed of the presents. 

They went on their way carrying them to the ship of godlike 
Achiliens, ^179 

and stowed At gifts In the shelt^s, and let the women be settfed, 
while proud henchmen drove the horses into Achilleus' boiise-herd. 
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And now, in the likeness of golden Aphrodite, Briseis 
when she. saw Patroklos lying torn with sharp bronze, folding 
him in her arms cried shrilly above him and with her hands tore 
at her breasts and her soft throat and her beautiful forehead. 385 
The woman like the immortals mourning for him spoke to him: 
Tatroklos, far most pleasing to my heart in its sorrows, 

I left you here alive when I went away from the shelter, 

but now I come back, lord of the people, to find you have fallen. 

So evil in my life takes over from evil forever. 390 

The husband on whom my father and honoured mother bestowed 
me 

I saw before my city lying torn with the sharp bronze, 
and my three brothers, whom a single mother bore with me 
and who were close to me, all went on one day to destruction. 

And yet you would not let me, when swift Achilleus had cut down 
my husband, and sacked the city of godlike Myncs, you would not 
let me sorrow, but said you would make me godlike Achilleus* 
wedded lawful wife, that you would take me back in the ships 
to Phthia, and formalize my marriage among the Myrmidons. 
Therefore I weep your death without ceasing. You were kind 
always.' 300 

So she spoke, lamenting, and the women sorrowed around her 
grieving openly for Patroklos, but for her own sorrows 
each. But the lords of Achaia were gathered abotit Achilleus 
beseeching him to eat, but he with a groan denied them: 

‘I beg of you, if any dear companion wdll listeft} * 305 

to me, stop urging me to satisfy the heart in mo f 

with food and drink, since this strong sorrow ha® come upon me. 

I will hold out till the sun goes down and enduib; though it be hard.' 

So he spoke, and caused the rest of the kings to scatter; 
but the two sons of Atreus stayed with him, and brilliant Odys- 
seus, 310 

and Nestor, and Idomcneus, and the aged charioteer, Phoinix, 
comforting him close in his sorrow, yet his lieart would not 
be comforted, till he went into the jaws of the bleeding battle. 
Remembering Patroklos he sighed much for him, and spoke aloud; 
There was a time, ill fated, o dearest of all my companions, 315 
when you yourself would set the desirable dinner b^ore me 
quickly and expertly, at the time the Achaians were urgent 
to carry sorrowful war on the Trojans, breakers of horses. 

But now you lie here torn before me, and my heart goes starved 
for meat and drink, though they are here beside me, by reason 320 
of longing for you. There is nothing worse than this I could suffer, 
not even if I were to hear of the death of my father 
who nowv I think, in Phthia somewhere lets fall a soft tear 
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for bereavement of such a son, for me, who now in a strange land 
make war upon the Trojans for the sake of accursed Helen; 335 
or the death of my dear son, who is raised for my sake in Skyros 
now, if godlike Neoptolemos is still one of the living. 

Before now the spirit inside my breast was hopeful 

that I alone should die far away from horse-pasturing Argos 

here in Troy; I hoped you would win back again to Phthia 330 

so that in a fast black ship you could take my son back 

from Skyros to Phthia, and show him all my possessions, 

my property, my serving men, my great high-roofed house. 

For by this time I think tliat Peleus must altogether 
have perished, or still keeps a little scant life in sorrow 335 

for the hatcfulness of old age and because he waits ever from me 
the evil message, for the day he hears I have been killed.' 

So he spoke, mourning, and the elders lamented around him 
remembering each those he had left behind in his own halls. 

The son of Kronos took pity on them as he watched them mourn- 
ing 340 

and immediately spoke in winged words to Athene: 

*My child, have you utterly abandoned the man of your choice? 

Is there no longer deep concern in your heart for Achilleus? 

Now he has sat down before the steep horned ships and is mourning 
for his own beloved companion, while all the others 
have gone to take their dinner, but he is fasting and unfed. 

Go then to him and distil nectar inside his chest, and delicate 
ambrosia, so the weakness of hunger will not come upon him/ 

Speaking so, he stirred Athene, who was eager before this, 
and she in the likeness of a wide-winged, thin-crying 
hawk plummeted from the sky through the bright air. Now 
Achaians 

were arming at once along the encampment. She dropped 
delicate 

ambrosia and the nectar inside the breast of Achilleus 
softly, so no sad weakness of hunger would come on his knees, 
and she herself went back to the close house of her powerful 
father, while they were scattering out away from the fast ships. 

As when in their thickness the snowflakes of Zeus come fluttering 
cold beneath the blast of the north wind born in the bright sky, 
so now in their thickness the pride of the helms bright shining 
were carried out from the ships, and shields massive in the middle 
and the corselets strongly hollowed and the ash spears were worn 
forth. 361 

The shining swept to the sky and all earth was laughing about them 
under the glitter of bronze and beneath their feet stirred the thunder 
of men, within whose midst brilliant Achilleus helmed him. 
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A clash went from the grinding of his teeth, and his eyes glowed 365 
as if they were the stare of a fire, and the heart inside him 
was entered with sorrow beyond endurance. Raging at the Trojans 
he put on the gifts of the god, that Hcphaistos wrought him with 
much toil. 

First he placed along his legs the fair greaves linked with 
silver fastenings to hold the greaves at the ankles. 370 

Afterward he girt on about his chest the corselet, 
and across his shoulders slung the sword with the nails of silver, 
a bronze sword, and caught up the great shield, huge and heavy 
next, and from it the light glimmered far, as from the moon. 

And as when from across water a light shines to mariners 375 

from a blazing fire, when the fire is burning high in the mountains 
in a desolate steading, as the mariners arc carried unwilling 
by storm winds over the fish-swarming sea, far away from their loved 
ones; 

so the light from the fair elaborate shield of Achilleus 
shot into the high air. And lifting the helm he set it 380 

massive upon his head, and the helmet crested with horse-hair 
shone like a star, the golden fringes were shaken about it 
which Hephaistos had driven close along the horn of the helmet. 
And brilliant Achilleus tried himself in his armour, to see 
if it fitted close, and how his glorious limbs ran within it, 38s 

and the armour became as wings and upheld the shepherd of the 
people. < 

Next he pulled out from its standing place tlic spear of his father, 
huge, heavy, thick, which no one else of all the Achaians 
could handle, but Achilleus alone knew how to wield it, 
the Pelian ash spear which Cheiron had brou^t to his father 390 
from high on Pclion, to be death for fighters in battle. 

Automedon and Alkimos, in charge of the horses, 
yoked them, and put the fair breast straps about them, and forced 
the bits home 

between their jaws, and pulled the reins back against the compacted 
chariot seat, and one, Automedon, took up the shining 39s 

whip caught close in his hand and vaulted up to the chariot, 
while behind him Achilleus helmed for battle took his stance 
shining in all his armour like the sun when he crosses above us, 
and cried in a terrible voice on the horses of his father: 

'Xanthos, Balios, Bay and Dapple, famed sons of Podarge, 400 
take care to bring in another way your charioteer back 
to the company of the Danaans, when we give over fightings 
not leave him to lie fallen there, as you did to Patroklos.' 

Tlien from beneath the yoke the gleam-footed horse answered 
him. 
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Xanthos, and as he spoke bowed his head^ so that all the mane 405 
fell away from the pad and swept the ground by the cross-yoke; 
the goddess of the white arms, Hera, had put a voice in him'; 

‘We shall still keep you safe for this time, 0 hard Achilleus, 

And yet the day of your death is near, but it is not we 
who are to blame, but a great god and powerful Destiny. 410 

For it was not because we were slow, because we were careless, 
that the Trojans have taken the armour from the shoulders of 
Patroklos, 

but it was that high god, the child of lovely-haired Leto, 
who killed him among the champions and gave the glory to Hektor. 
But for us, we two could run with tlie blast of the west wind 415 
who they say is the lightest of all things; yet still for you 
there is destiny to be killed in force by a god and a mortal.' 

When he had spoken so the Furies stopped the voice in him, 
but deeply disturbed, Achillcus of the swift feet answered him: 
‘Xanthos, why do you prophesy my death? I’his is not for you. 

I myself know well it is destined for me to die here 

far from my beloved father and mother. But for all that 

I will not stop till the Trojans have had enough of my fighting.' 

He spoke, and shouting held on in the foremost his single-foot 
horses. 

[Achilleus' return to the fighting brought terror to the Trojans, 
and turned the battle into a rout in which Achillcus killed every 
Trojan that crossed his path. As he pursued Agenor, Apollo tricked 
him by rescuing his intended victim (he spirited him away in a 
mist) and assumed Agenor's shape to lead Achillcus away from the 
walls of Troy. The Trojans took refuge in the city, all except Hektor.] 

Book XXII 

So along the city the Trojans, who had run like fawns, dried 
the sweat off from their bodies and drank and slaked their thirst, 
leaning 

along the magnificent battlements. Meanwhile the Achaians 

sloping their shields across their shoulders came close to the rampart. 

But his deadly fate held Hektor shackled, so that he stood fast $ 

in front of Ilion and the Skaian gates. Now Phoibos 

Apollo spoke aloud to Peleion: ‘Why, son of Pcleus, 

do you keep after me in the speed of your feet, being mortal 

while I am an immortal god? Even yet you have not 

seen that I am a god, but strain after me in your fury. m 

413. ckild of 1 . , Leto: Apollo. 418. Furies: One of the functions of 

417. god . V . mortal: Achilleus will these goddesses was to ensure that all 
eventually fall by the hand of Paris as the creatures of the universe observed 
a result of the intervention of Apollo. their proper limits. 
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Now hard fighting with the Trojans whom you stampeded means 
nothing 

to you. They are crowded in the city, but you bent away here. 

You will never kill me. I am not one who is fated.' 

Deeply vexed Achilleus of the swift feet spoke to him; 

‘You have balked me, striker from afar, most malignant of all 
gods, IS 

when you turned me here away from the rampart, else many Trojans 
would have caught the soil in their teeth before they got back into 
Ilion. 

Now you have robbed me of great glory, and rescued these people 
lightly, since you have no retribution to fear hereafter. 

Else I would punish you, if only the strength were in me.' 20 
He spoke, and stalked away against the city, with high thoughts 
in mind, and in tearing speed, like a racehorse with his chariot 
who runs lightly as he pulls the chariot over the flat land. 

Such was the action of Achilleus in feet and quick knees. 

The aged Priam was the first of all whose eyes saw him as 

as he swept across the flat land in full shining, like that star 
which comes on in the autumn and whose conspicuous brightness 
far outshines the stars that are numbered in the mght’s darkening, 
the star they give the name of Orion's Dog, which Ss brightest 
among the stars, and yet is wrought as a sign of 6^1 30 

and brings on the great fever for unfortunate mf^atals. 

Sueh was the flare of the bronze that girt his chaillin his running. 
The old man groaned aloud and with both haii(^ high uplifted 
beat his head, and groaned amain, and spoke supplicating 
his beloved son, who there still in front of the f^teway 35 

stood fast in determined fury to fight with AchiBeiis. 

The old man stretching his hands out called pitifully to him: 
‘Hektor, beloved child, do not wait the attack of this man 
alone, away from the others. You might encounter your destiny 
beaten down by Peleion, since he is far stronger than you are. 40 
A hard man: I wish he were as beloved of the immortal 
as loved by me. Soon he would lie dead, and the dogs and the 
vultures 

would eat him, and bitter sorrow so be taken from my heart. 

He has made me desolate of my sons, who were brave and many. 

He killed them, or sold them away among the far-lying islands. 45 
Even now there arc two sons, Lykaon and Polydoros, 
whom I cannot see among the Trojans pent up in the city, 
sons Laothoe a princess among women bore to me. 

But if these are alive somewhere in the army, then I can 

46. Lykaon: he had already been youngest son, already killed by 
killed by Achilleus. Polydoros: Priam’s Achilleus. 
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set them free for bronze and gold; it is there inside, since 
Altes the aged and renowned gave much with his daughter. 

But if they are dead already and gone down to the house of Hades, 
it is sorrow to our hearts, who bore them, myself and their mother, 
but to the rest of the people a sorrow tliat will be fleeting 
beside their sorrow for you, if you go down before Achillcus. 55 

Come then inside the wall, my child, so that you can rescue 
the Trojans and the women of Troy, neither win the high glory 
for Peleus' son, and yourself be robbed of your very life. Oh, take 
pity on me, the unfortunate still alive, still sentient 
but ill-starred, whom the father, Kronos' son, on the threshold of 
old age 60 

will blast with hard fate, after I have looked upon evils 
and seen my sons destroyed and my daughters dragged away captive 
and the chambers of marriage wrecked and the innoeent children 
taken 

and dashed to the ground in the hatefulness of war, and the wives 
of my sons dragged off by the accursed hands of the Achaians. 6s 
And myself last of all, my dogs in front of my doorway 
will rip me raw, after some man with stroke of the sharp bronze 
spear, or with spearcast, has torn the life out of my body; 
those dogs I raised in my halls to be at my table, to guard my 
gates, who will lap my blood in the savagery of their anger 70 

and then lie down in my courts. For a young man all is decorous 
when he is cut down in battle and torn with the sharp bronze, and 
lies there 

dead, and though dead still all that shows about him is beautiful; 
but when an old man is dead and down, and the dogs mutilate 
the grey head and the grey beard and the parts that are secret, 75 
this, for all sad mortality, is the sight most pitiful.' 

So the old man spoke, and in his hands seizing the grey hairs 
tore them from his head, but could not move the spirit in Hektor. 
And side by side with him his mother in tears was mourning 
and laid the fold of her bosom bare and with one hand held out 80 
a breast, and wept her tears for him and called to him in winged 
words: 

'Hektor, my child, look upon these and obey, and take pity 
on me, if ever I gave you the breast to quiet your sorrow. 

Remember all these things, dear child, and from inside the wall 
oeat off this grim man. Do not go out as champion against him, 85 
o hard one; for if he kills you I can no longer 
mourn you bn the death-bed, sweet branch, 0 child of my bearing, 
nor can your ^generous wife mourn you, but a big way from us 
beside the ships of the Argives the running dogs will feed on you.' 

$1. Altes: father of Laothoe. 
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So these two in tears and with much supplication called out 99 
to their dear son, but could not move the spirit in Hektor, 
but he awaited Achilleus as he came on, gigantic. 

But as a snake waits for a man by his hole, in the mountains, 
glutted with evil poisons, and the fell venom has got inside him, 
and coiled about the hole he stares malignant, so Hektor 95 

would not give ground but kept unquenched the fury within him 
and sloped his shining shield against the jut of the bastion. 

Deeply troubled he spoke to his own great-hearted spirit: 

‘Ah me! If I go now inside the wall and the gateway, 

Poiilydamas will be first to put a reproach upon me, 100 

since he tried to make me lead the Trojans inside the city 

on that accursed night when brilliant Achilleus rose up, 

and I would not obey him, but that would have been far better. 

Now, since by my own recklessness I have ruined my people, 

I feci shame before the Trojans and the Trojan women with 
trailing 105 

robes, that someone who is less of a man than I will say of me: 
“Hektor believed in his own strength and ruined his people.'' 
Thus they will speak; and as for me, it would be much better 
at that time, to go against Achilleus, and slay him, and come back, 
or else be killed by him in glory in front of the city. no 

Or if again I set down my shield massive in the middle 
and my ponderous helm, and lean my spear up a|ainst the rampart 
and go out as I am to meet Achilleus the blameless 
and promise to give back Helen, and with her all her possessions, 
all those things that once in the hollow ships Alexandros ns 

brought back to Troy, and these were the beginning of the quarrel; 
to give these to Atreus' sons to take away, and for the Achaians 
also to divide up all that is hidden within the city, 
and take an oath thereafter for the Trojans in conclave 
not to hide anything away, but distribute all of it, no 

as much as the lovely citadel keeps guarded within it; 
yet still, why does the heart within me debate on these things? 

I might go up to him, and he take no pity upon me 
nor respect my position, but kill me naked so, as if I were 
a woman, once I stripped my armour from me. There is no 12s 
way any more from a tree or a rock to talk to him gently 
whispering like a young man and a young girl, in the way 
a young man and a young maiden whisper together. 

Better to bring on the fight with him as soon as it may be. 

We shall see to which one the Olympian grants the glory.’ tjo 
So he pondered, waiting, but Achilleus was closing upon him 
in the likeness of the lord of battles, the helm-shining warrior, 
and shaking from above his shoulder the dangerous Pelian 
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ash spear, while the bronze that closed about him was shining 
like the flare of blazing fire or the sun in its rising. 135 

And the shivers took hold of Hektor when he saw him, and he 
could no longer 

stand his ground there, but left the gates behind, and fled, fright- 
ened, 

and Peleus' son went after him in the confidence of his quick feet. 
As when a hawk in the mountains who moves lightest of things flying 
makes his eflFortless swoop for a trembling dove, but she slips away 
from beneath and flies and he shrill screaming close after her 141 
plunges for her again and again, heart furious to take her; 
so Achilleus went straight for him in fury, but Hektor 
fled away under the Trojan wall and moved his knees rapidly. 
They raced along by the watching point and the windy fig tree 145 
always away from under the wall and along the wagon-way 
and came to the two sweet-running well springs. There there arc 
double 

springs of water that jet up, the springs of whirling Skamandros. 
One of these runs hot water and the steam on all sides 
of it rises as if from a fire that was burning inside it. 150 

But the other in the summer-time runs water that is like hail 
or chill snow or ice that forms from water. Beside these 
in this place, and close to them, are the washing-hollows 
of stone, and magnificent, where the wives of the Trojans and their 
lovely 

daughters washed the clothes to shining, in the old days iss 

when there was peace, before the coming of the sons of the 
Achaians. 

They ran beside these, one escaping, the other after him. 

It was a great man who fled, but far better he who pursued him 
rapidly, since here was no festal beast, no ox-hide 
they strove for, for these arc prizes that are given men for their 
running. 160 

No, they ran for the life of Hektor, breaker of horses. 

As when about the turnposts racing single-foot horses 
run at full speed, when a great prize is laid up for their winning, 
at tripod or a woman, in games for a man's funeral, 
so these two swept whirling about the city of Priam i6s 

in the speed of their feet, while all the gods were looking upon 
them. 

First to speak among them was the father of gods and mortals: 

‘Ah me, this is a man beloved whom now my eyes watch 
being dhased around the wall; my heart is mourning for Hektor 
who ii^ burned in my honour many thigh pieces of oxen tyc 
on the peaks of Ida with all her folds, or again on the uttermost 
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part of the citadel, but now the brilliant Achilleus 
drives him in speed of his feet around the city of Priam. 

Come then, you immortals, take thought and take counsel, whether 
to rescue this man or whether to make him, for all his valour, 175 
go down under the hands of Achilleus, the son of Pcleus.' 

Then in answer the goddess grey-eyed Athene spoke to him: 
'Father of the shining bolt, dark misted, what is this you said? 

Do you wish to bring back a man who is mortal, one long since 
doomed by his destiny, from ill-sounding death and release 
him? j8o 

Do it, then; but not all the rest of us gods shall approve you.' 

Then Zeus the gatherer of the clouds spoke to her in answer: 
Tritogeneia, dear daughter, do not lose heart; for 1 say this 
not in outright anger, and my meaning toward you is kindly. 

Act as your purpose would have you do, and hold back no 
longer.' 185 

So he spoke, and stirred on Athene, who was eager before this, 
and she went in a flash of speed down the pinnacles of Olympos. 

But swift Achilleus kept unremittingly after Hektor, 
chasing him, as a dog in the mountains who has flushed from his 
covert 

a deer's fawn follows him through the foldiiig ways and the 
valleys, t too 

and though the fawn crouched down under a btfeh and be hidden 
he keeps running and noses him out until he £(|ines on him; 
so Hektor could not lose himself from swift-foolejfl Peleion. 

If ever he made a dash right on for the gates ©f Dardanos 
to get quickly under the strong-built bastions, endeavouring 195 
that they from abo>'e with missiles thrown mig^t somehow defend 
him, *4 

each time Aehilleus would get in front and force him to turn back 
into the plain, and himself kept his flying course next the city. 

As in a dream a man is not able to follow one who runs 
from him, nor can the runner escape, nor the other pursue him, 200 
so he could not run him down in his speed, nor the other get clear. 
How then could Hektor have escaped the death spirits, had not 
Apollo, for this last and uttermost time, stood by him 
close, and driven strength into him, and made his knees light? 

But brilliant Achilleus kept shaking his head at his own people aos 
and would not let them throw their bitter projectiles at Hektor 
for fear the thrower might win the glory, and himself come second. 
But when for the fourth time they had come around to the weU 
springs 1 

then the Father balanced his golden scales, and in them 
183. Tritogeneia: a title of Athene; Hs origin and itieaning ate unknown. 
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he set two fateful portions of death, which lays men prostrate, mio 
one for Achilleus, and one for Hektor, breaker of horses, 
and balanced it by the middle; and Hektor’s death-day was heavier 
and dragged downward toward death, and Phoibos Apollo forsook 
him. 

But the goddess grey-eyed Athene came now to Peleion 

and stood close beside him and addressed him in winged words: 

‘Beloved 21s 

of Zeus, shining Achilleus, I am hopeful now that you and I 
will take back great glory to the ships of the Achaians, after 
we have killed Hektor, for all his slakeless fury for battle. 

Now there is no way for him to get clear away from us, 
not though Apollo who strikes from afar should be willing to 
undergo 220 

much, and wallow before our father Zeus of the aegis. 

Stand you here then and get your wind again, while I go 
to this man and persuade him to stand up to you in combat.' 

So spoke Athene, and he was glad at heart, and obeyed her, 
and stopped, and stood leaning on his bronze-barbed ash spear. 

Meanwhile *25 

Athene left him there, and caught up with brilliant Hektor, 
and likened herself in form and weariless voice to Deiphobos. 

She came now and stood close to him and addressed him in winged 
words: 

'Dear brother, indeed swift-footed Achilleus is using you roughly 
and chasing you on swift feet around the city of Priam. 230 

Come on, then; let us stand fast against him and beat him back 
from us.' 

Then tall Hektor of the shining helm answered her: 'Deiphobos, 
before now you were dearest to me by far of my brothers, 
of all those who were sons of Priam and Hekabe, and now 
I am minded all the more within my heart to honour you, 135 
you who dared for my sake, when your eyes saw me, to come forth 
from the fortifications, while the others stand fast inside them.' 

Then in turn the goddess grey-eyed Athene answered him: 

‘My brother, it is true our father and the lady our mother, taking 
my knees in turn, and my companions about me, entreated 240 
that I stay within, such was the terror upon all of them. 

But the heart within me was worn away by hard sorrow for you. 
But now let us go straight on and fight hard, let there be no sparing 
of our spears, so that we can find out whether Achilleus 
will kill us both and carry our bloody war spoils back 34s 

to the hollow ships, or will himself go down under your spear/ 

So Athene spoke and led him on by beguilement 
227. Shlpkobos: one of Hek tor’s brothers. 
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Now as the two in their advance were come close together, 
first of the two to speak was tall helm-glittering Hektor: 

'Son of Peleus, I will no longer run from you, as before this aso 
I fled three times around the great city of Priam, and dared not 
stand to your onfall. But now my spirit in turn has driven me 
to stand and face you. I must take you now, or I must be taken. 
Come then, shall we swear before the gods? For these are the highest 
who shall be witnesses and watch over our agreements. ass 

Brutal as you are I will not defile you, if Zeus grants 
to me that I can wear you out, and take the life from you. 

But after I have stripped your glorious armour, Achilleus, 

I will give your corpse back to the Achaians. Do you do likewise.' 

Then looking darkly at him swift-footed Achilleus answered: a6o 
'Hektor, argue me no arguments. I cannot forgive you. 

As there are no trustworthy oaths between men and lions, 
nor wolves and lambs have spirit that can be brought to agreement 
but forever these hold feelings of hate for each other, 
so there can be no love between you and me, nor shall there be 365 
oaths between us, but one or the other must fall before then 
to glut with his blood Ares the god who fights under the shield’s 
guard. 

Remember every valour of yours, for now the need comes 
hardest upon you to be a spearman and a bold warrior. 

There shall be no more escape for you, but Paltaai Athene *70 

will kill you soon by my spear. You will pay in 4 lump for all those 
sorrows of my companions you killed in your s|>car’s fury.' 

So he spoke, and balanced the spear far shadowed, and threw it; 
but glorious Hektor kept his eyes on him, and; avoided it, 
for he dropped, watchful, to his knee, and the bronze spear flew 
over his shoulder 275 

and stuck in the ground, but Pallas Athene snatched it, and gave it 
back to Achilleus, unseen by Hektor shepherd of the people. 

But now Hektor spoke out to the blameless son of Peleus: 

'You missed; and it was not, o Achilleus like the immortals, 
from Zeus that you knew my destiny; but you thought so; or 
rather 280 

you are someone clever in speech and spoke to swindle me, 
to make me afraid of you and forget my valour and war strength. 
You will not stick your spear in my back as I run away from you 
but drive it into my chest as I storm straight in against you; 
if the god gives you that; and now look out for my brazen 285 
spear. I wish it might be taken full length in your body. 

And indeed the war would be a lighter thing for the Trojans 
if you were dead, seeing that you are their greatest affliction/ 

So he spoke, and balanced the spear far shadowed, and threw it, 
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and struck the middle of Peleides’ shield, nor missed it, <90 

but the spear was driven far back from the shield^ and Hektor was 
angered 

because his swift weapon had been loosed from his hand in a vain 
cast. 

He stood discouraged, and had no other ash spear; but lifting 
his voice he called aloud on Deiphobos of the pale shield, 
and asked him for a long spear, but Deiphobos was not near 
him . 295 

And Hektor knew the truth inside his heart, and spoke aloud: 

*No use. Here at last the gods have summoned me dcathward. 

I thought Deiphobos the hero was here close beside me, 
but he is behind the wall and it was Athene cheating me, 
and now evil death is close to me, and no longer far away, 300 
and there is no way out. So it must long since have been pleasing 
to Zeus, and Zeus' son who strikes from afar, this way; though 
before this 

they defended me gladly. But now my death is upon me. 

Let me at least not die without a struggle, inglorious, 
but do some big thing first, that men to come shall know of it. m 
So he spoke, and pulling out the sharp sword that was slung 
at the hollow of his side, huge and heavy, and gathering 
himself together, he made his swoop, like a high-flown eagle 
who launches himself out of the murk of the clouds on the flat land 
to catch away a tender lamb or a shivering hare; so 310 

Hektor made his swoop, swinging his sharp sword, and Achilleus 
charged, the heart within him loaded with savage fury. 

In front of his chest the beautiful elaborate great shield 
covered him, and with the glittering helm with four horns 
he nodded; the lovely golden fringes were shaken about it 315 
which Hephaistos had driven close along the horn of the helmet. 
And as a star moves among stars in the night's darkening, 

Hesper, who is the fairest star who stands in the sky, such 
was the shining from the pointed spear Achilleus was shaking 
in his right hand with evil intention toward brilliant Hektor. 325 
He was eyeing Hektor's splendid body, to see where it might best 
give way, but all the rest of the skin was held in the armour, 
brazen and splendid, he stripped when he cut down the strength of 
Patroklos; 

yet showed where the collar-bones hold the neck from the shoulders, 
the throat, where death of the soul comes most swiftly; in this 
place 

brilliant Acbillets^ drove th^ spear as he came on in fury, 

SI8. Bespet: the eV^tng star. 
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and clean through the soft part of the neck the spearpoint was 
driven. 

Yet the ash spear heavy with bronze did not sever the windpipe, 
so that Hektor could still make exchange of words spoken. 

But he dropped in the dust, and brilliant Achilles vaunted above 
him : 330 

‘Hektor, surely you thought as you killed Patroklos you would be 
safe, and since I was far away you thought nothing of me, 

0 fool, for an avenger was left, far greater than he was, 
behind him and away by the hollow ships. And it was I; 

and I have broken your strength; on you the dogs and the 
vultures 33s 

shall feed and foully rip you; the Achaians will bury Patroklos.^ 

In his weakness Hektor of the shining helm spoke to him: 

‘I entreat you, by your life, by your knees, by your parents, 
do not let the dogs feed on me by the ships of the Achaians, 
but take yourself the bronze and gold that arc there in abun- 
dance, 340 

those gifts that my father and the lady my mother will give you, 
and give my body to be taken home again, so that the Trojans 
and the wives of the Trojans may give me in death my rite of 
burning.* ' 

But looking darkly at him swift-footed AchiBcus answered: 

‘No more entreating of me, you dog, by knee» ^ parents. 34s 

1 wish only that my spirit and fury would driveipe 

to hack your meat away and eat it raw for the things that 
you have done to me. So there is no one who dan hold the dogs off 
from your head, not if they bring here and s^ before me ten times 
and twenty times the ransom, and promise mor^ in addition, 350 
not if Priam son of Dardanos should offer to weigh out 
your bulk in gold; not even so shall the lady your mother 
who herself bore you lay you on the death-bed and mourn you: 
no, but the dogs and the birds will have you all for their feasting.* 
Then, dying, Hektor of the shining helmet spoke to him: 355 

‘I know you well as I look upon you, I know that I could not 
persuade you, since indeed in your breast is a heart of iron. 

Be careful now; for I might be made into the gods’ curse 
upon you, on that day when Paris and Phoibos Apollo 
destroy you in the Skaian gates, for all your valour.’ 360 

He spoke, and as he spoke the end of death closed in upon him, 
and the soul fluttering free of the limbs went down into Death’s 
house 

mourning her destiny, leaving youth and manhood behind her. 

Now though be was a dead man brilliant Achilleus spoke to-hiis: 
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‘Die: and I will take my own death at whatever time 365 

Zeus and the rest of the immortals choose to accomplish it/ 

He spoke, and pulled the brazen spear from the body, and laid it 
on one side, and stripped away from the shoulders the bloody 
armour. And the other sons of the Achaians came running about 
him, 

and gazed upon the stature and on the imposing beauty 370 

of Hektor; and none stood beside him who did not stab him; 
and thus they would speak one to another, each looking at his 
neighbour: 

‘Sec now, Hektor is much softer to handle than he was 
when he set the ships ablaze with the burning firebrand/ 

So as they stood beside him they would speak, and stab him. 375 
But now, when he had despoiled the body, swift-footed brilliant 
Achilleus stood among the Achaians and addressed them in winged 
words: 

‘Friends, who are leaders of the Argives and keep their counsel: 
since the gods have granted me the killing of this man 
who has done us much damage, such as not all the others 
together 380 

have done, come, let us go in armour about the city 
to sec if we can find out what purpose is in the Trojans, 
whether they will abandon their high city, now that this man 
has fallen, or arc minded to stay, though Hektor lives no longer. 
Yet still, why does the heart within me debate on these things? 385 
There is a dead man who lies by the ships, unwept, unburied: 
Patroklos: and I will not forget him, never so long as 
I remain among the living and my knees have their spring beneath 
me. 


And though the dead forget the dead in the house of Hades, 
even there I shall still remember my beloved companion. 390 
But now, you young men of the Achaians, let us go back, singing 
a victory song, to our hollow ships; and take this with us. 

We have won ourselves enormous fame; we have killed the great 
Hektor 

whom the Trojans glorified as if he were a god in their city.' 

He spoke, and now thought of shameful treatment for glorious 
Hektor. 3^5 

In both of his feet at the back he made holes by the tendons 
in the ^pace between ankle and heel, and drew thongs of ox-hide 
through them, 

and fastened them to the chariot so as to let the head drag, 
and mounted the chariot, and lifted the glorious armour inside it, 
then whipped the horses to a run, and they winged their way 
unreluctant. ^ 
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A cloud of dust rose where Hektor was dragged, his dark hair was 
falling [tumbled 

about him, and all that head that was once so handsome was 
in the dust; since by this time Zeus had given him over 
to his enemies, to be defiled in the land of his fathers. 

So all his head was dragged in the dust; and now his mother 405 
tore out her hair, and threw the shining veil far from her 
and raised a great wail as she looked upon her son; and his father 
beloved groaned pitifully, and all his people about him 
were taken with wailing and lamentation all through the city. 

It was most like what would have happened, if all lowering 410 
Ilion had been burning top to bottom in fire. 

His people could scarcely keep the old man in his impatience 
from storming out of the Dardanian gates; he implored them all, 
and wallowed in the muck before them calling on each man 
and naming him by his name: 'Give way, dear friends, 41s 

and let me alone though you care for me, leave me to go out 
from the city and make my way to the ships of the Achaians. 

I must be suppliant to this man, who is harsh and violent, 
and he might have respect for my age and take pity upon it 
since 1 am old, and his father also is old, as I ani, 420 

Pclcus, who begot and reared him to be an affliction 
on the Trojans. He has given us most sorrow, b^jyond all others, 
such is the number of my flowering sons he ha^ Icut down. 

But for all of these I mourn not so much, in spite of my sorrow, 
as for one, Hektor, and the sharp grief for' kim will carry me 
downward ; 4*5 

into Death's house. I wish he had died in my arms, for that way 
we two, I myself and his mother who bore him unhappy, 
might so have glutted ourselves with wcq>ing for him and 
mourning.' 

So he spoke, in tears, and beside him mourned the citizens. 


But for the women of Troy Hekabe led out the thronging 430 
chant of sorrow: 'Child, I am wretched. What shall my life be 
in my sorrows, now you are dead, who by day aiKl in the night 
were my glory in the town, and to all of the Trojans 
and the women of Troy a blessing throughout their city. They 
adored you 

as if you were a god, since in truth you were their high honour 435 
while you lived. Now death and fate have closed in upon youj.' 

So she spoke in te^rs but the wife of Hektor had not yet 
heard: for no sure messenger had come to her and told her 
how her husband had held his ground there outside the gates; 
but she was weaving a web in the inner room ot the hijjh: 
house, .44^, 
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a red folding robe, and inworking elaborate figures* 

She called out through the house to her lovely-haired handmaidens 
to set a great cauldron over the fire, so that there would be 
hot water for Hektor's bath as he came back out of the fighting; 
poor innocent, nor knew how, far from waters for bathing; 44s 
Pallas Athene had cut him down at the hands of Achilleus* 

She heard from the great bastion the noise of mourning and sorrow. 
Her limbs spun, and the shuttle dropped from her hand to the 
ground. Then 

she called aloud to her lovely-haired handmaidens: 'Come here. 
Two of you come with me, so I can see what has happened. 450 
I heard the voice of Hektor's honoured mother, within me 
my own heart rising beats in my mouth, my limbs under me 
arc frozen. Surely some evil is near for the children of Priam. 

May what I say come never close to my ear; yet dreadfully 
I fear that great Achilleus might have cut off bold Hektor 455 
alone, away from the city, and be driving him into the flat land, 
might put an end to that bitter pride of courage, that always 
was on him, since he would never stay back where the men were in 
numbers 

but break far out in front, and give way in his fury to no man.' 

So she spoke, and ran out of the house like a raving woman 460 
with pulsing heart, and her two handmaidens went along with her. 
But when she came to the bastion and where the men were gathered 
she stopped, staring, on the wall; and she saw him 
being dragged in front of the city, and the running horses 
dragged him at random toward the hollow ships of the 
Achaians. 465 

The darkness of night misted over the eyes of Andromache. 

She fell backward, and gasped the life breath from her, and far off 
threw from her head the shining gear that ordered her headdress, 
the diadem and the cap, and the holding-band woven together, 
and the circlet, which Aphrodite the golden once had given her 470 
on that day when Hektor of the shining helmet led her forth 
from the house of Eetion, and gave numberless gifts to win her. 
And about her stood thronging her husband's sisters and the wives 
of his brothers 

and these, in her despair for death, held her up among them. 

But she, when she breathed again and the life was gathered back 
into her, 475 

lifted her 'voice among the women of Troy in mourning: 

‘Hektor, I grieve for you. You and I were bom to a single 
destiny, you in Troy in the house of Priam, and I 
in Thete, underneath iflie timbered mountain of Plakos 
in the house of Eetion, who cared for me when I was little, 


480 
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ill-fated he, I ill-starred. I wish he had never begotten me. 

Now you go down to the house of Death in the secret places 
of the earth, and left me here behind in the sorrow of mourning, 
a widow in your house, and the boy is only a baby 
who Was born to you and me, the unfortunate. You cannot help 
him, 485 

Hektor, any more, since you are dead. Nor can he help you. 
Though he escape the attack of the Achaians with all its sorrows, 
yet all his days for your sake there will be hard work for him 
and sorrows, for others will take his lands away from him. The day 
of bereavement leaves a child with no agemates to befriend 
him. 490 

He bows his head before every man, his cheeks are bewept, he 
goes, needy, a boy among his father^s companions, 
and tugs at this man by the mantle, that man by the tunic, 
and they pity him, and one gives him a tiny drink from a goblet, 
enough to moisten his lips, not enough to moisten his palate. 495 
But one whose parents are living beats him out of the banquet 
hitting him with his fists and in words also abuses him: 

''Get out, you! Your father is not dining among us.^^ 

And the boy goes away in tears to his widowed mother, 

Astyanax, who in days before on the knees of his father 500 

would eat only the marrow or the flesh of sheep that was fattest. 
And when sleep would come upon him and hefwas done with his 
playing, 

he would go to sleep in a bed, in the arms of Bis nurse, in a soft 
bed, with his heart given all its fill of luxury, \ 

Now, with his dear father gone, he has much?ti suffer: 505 

he, whom the Trojans have called Astyanax, load* of the city, 
since it was you alone who defended the gates and the long 
walls. 

But now, beside the curving ships, far away from your parents, 
the writhing worms will feed, when the dogs have had enough of 
you, 

on your naked corpse, though in your house there is clothing 
laid up 510 

that is fine-textured and pleasant, wrought by the hands of women. 
But all of these I will burn up in the fire's blazing, 
no use to you, since you will never be laid away in them; 
but in your honour, from the men of Troy and the Trojan women.' 

So she spoke, in tears; and the women joined in her mourn- 
ing. S15 

[Achilleus buried Patroklos, and the Greeks celebrated the dead 
hero's fame with athletic games, for which Achilleus gave the prizes.] 
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Book XXIV 

And the games broke up, and the people scattered to go away, 
each man 

to his fast-running ship, and the rest of them took thought of their 
dinner 

and of sweet sleep and its enjoyment; only Achillcus 
wept still as he remembered his beloved companion, nor did sleep 
who subdues all come over him, but he tossed from one side to the 
other 5 

in longing for Patroklos, for his manhood and his great strength 
and all the action he had seen to the end with him, and the 
hardships 

he had suffered; the wars of men; hard crossing of the big waters. 
Remembering all these things he let fall the swelling tears, lying 
sometimes along his side, sometimes on his back, and now again lo 
prone on his face; then he would stand upright, and pace turning 
in distraction along the beach of the sea, nor did dawn rising 
escape him as she brightened across the sea and the beaches. 
Then, when he had yoked running horses under the chariot 
he would fasten Hektor behind the chariot, so as to drag him, 15 
and draw him three times around the tomb of Menoitios' fallen 
son, then rest again in his shelter, and throw down the dead man 
and leave him to lie sprawled on his face in the dost. But Apollo 
had pity on him, though he was only a dead man, and guarded 
the body from all ugliness, and hid all of it under the golden 20 
aegis, so that it might not be torn when Achillcus dragged it. 

So Achillcus in his standing fury outraged great Hektor. 

The blessed gods as they looked upon him were filled with com- 
passion 

and kept urging clear-sighted Arge'iphontes to steal the body. 

There this was pleasing to all the others, but never to Hera 25 
nor Poseidon, nor the girl of the grey eyes, who kept still 
their hatred for sacred Ilion as in the beginning, 
and for Priam and his people, because of the delusion of Paris 
who insulted the goddesses when they came to him in his courtyard 
and favoured her who supplied the lust that led to disaster. 30 
But now, as it was the twelfth dawn after the death of Hektor, 
Phoibos Apollo spoke his word out among the immortals: 

Tou are hard, you gods, and destructive. Now did not Hektor 
bum thigh pieces of oxen and unblemished goats in your honour? 

24. Argetphontes: a title of Hermes 28. delusion of Paris: He was ap- 
(its meaning is disputed). Hermes was pointed judge in a contest of beauty 

the messenger of Zeus, and was also between Aphrodite, Hera, and Athene, 

renowned for his trickery and thieving. All three goddesses offered bribes, but 

26. girl ej the grey eyes: Athene. Aphrodite’s promise to give him Helen 

proved the most attractive. 
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Now you cannot bring yourselves to save him, though he is only 35 
a corpse, for his wife to look upon, his child and his mother 
and Priam his father, and his people, who presently thereafter 
would burn his body in the fire and give him his rites of burial. 
No, you gods; your desire is to help this cursed Achilleus 
within whose breast there are no feelings of justice, nor can 40 
his mind be bent, but his purposes arc fierce, like a lion 
who when he has given way to his own great strength and his 
haughty 

spirit, goes among the flocks of men, to devour them. 

So Achilleus has destroyed pity, and there is not in him 
any shame; which docs much harm to men but profits them 
also. 4S 

For a man must some day lose one who was even closer 
than this; a brother from the same womb, or a son. And yet 
he weeps for him, and sorrows for him, and then it is over, 
for the Destinies put in mortal men the heart of endurance. 

But this man, now he has torn the heart of life from great 
Hektor, so 

tics him to his horses and drags him around his beloved companion's 
tomb; and nothing is gained thereby for his good, or his honour. 
Great as he is, let him take care not to make us angry; 
for see, he does dishonour to the dumb earth ilk his fury.' 

Then bitterly Hera of the white arms answcifd him, saying: 55 
'What you have said could be true, lord of the- silver bow, only 
if you give flcktor sucli pride of place as you give to Achilleus. 
But Hektor was mortal, and suckled at the breait of a woman, 
while Achilleus is the child of a goddess, one vvhom I myself 
nourished and brought up and gave her as bride to her husband 60 
Pelcus, one dear to the hearts of the immortals, for you all 
went, you gods, to the wedding; and you too feasted among them 
and held your lyre, 0 friend of the evil, faithless forever.' 

In turn Zeus who gathers the clouds spoke to her in answer: 
'Hera, be not utterly angry with the gods, for there shall not 65 
be the same pride of place given both. Yet Hektor also 
was loved by the gods, best of all the mortals in Ilion. 

I loved him too. He never failed of gifts to my liking. 

Never yet has my altar gone without fair sacrifice, 
the smoke and the savour of it, since that is our portion of 
honour. 70 

The stealing of him we will dismiss, for it is not possible 
to take bold Hektor secretly from Achilleus, since always 
his mother is near him night and day; but it would be better 
if one of the gods would summon Thetis here to my presence 
so that I can say a close word to her, and see that Achilleus 


75 
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is given gifts by Priam and gives back the body of Hektor/ 

He spoke, and Iris storm-footed sprang away with the message, 
and at a point between Samos and Imbros of the high cliffs 
plunged in the dark water, and the sea crashed moaning about her. 
She plummeted to sea floor like a lead weight which, 
mounted So 

along the horn of an ox who ranges the fields, goes downward 
and takes death with it to the raw-ravening fish. She found Thetis 
inside the hollow of her cave, and gathered about her 
sat the rest of the sea goddesses, and she in their midst 
was mourning the death of her blameless son, who so soon was 
destined 85 

to die in Troy of the rich soil, far from the land of his fathers. 

Iris the swift-foot came close beside her and spoke to her: 

'Rise, Thetis. Zeus whose purposes are infinite calls you.' 

In turn Tlietis the goddess, the silver-footed, answered her: 
'What does he, the great god, want with me? I feel shamefast 90 
to mingle with the immortals, and my heart is confused with 
sorrows. 

But I will go. No word shall be in vain, if he says it.' 

So she spoke, and shining among the divinities took up 
her black veil, and there is no darker garment. She went 
on her way, and in front of her rapid wind-footed Iris 95 

guided her, and the wave of the water opened about them. 

They stepped out on the dry land and swept to the sky. There they 
found 

the son of Kronos of the wide brows, and gathered about him 
sat all the rest of the gods, the blessed, who live forever. 

She sat down beside Zeus father, and Athene made a place for 
her. 100 

Hera put into her hand a beautiful golden goblet 
and spoke to her to comfort her, and Thetis accepting drank from it. 
The father of gods and men began the discourse among them: 

'You have come to Olympos, divine Thetis, for all your sorrow, 
with an unforgotten grief in your heart. I myself know this. 105 
But even so I will tell you why I summoned you hither. 

For nine days there has risen a quarrel among the immortals 
over the body of Hektor, and Achillens, stormer of cities. 

They keep urging clear-sighted Argeiphontes to steal the body, 
but I still put upon Achilleus the honour that he has, guarding no 
your reverence and your love for me into time afterwards. Go then 
in all speed to the encampment and give to your son this message; 
tell him that tbe gods frown upon him, that beyond all other 

78. Samos and Imbros: two isl?inds 81. horn of an ox: a lur« for bi^ 
in the north Aegean. fish, a ‘‘plug.” 
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immortals I myself am angered that in his heart’s madness 
he holds Hektor beside the curved ships and did not give him ns 
back. Perhaps in fear of me he will give back Hektor. 

Then I will send Iris to Priam of the great heart, with an order 
to ransom his dear son, going down to the ships of the Achaians 
and bringing gifts to Achilleus which might soften his anger.’ 

He spoke and the goddess silver-foot Thetis did not disobey 
him 120 

but descended in a flash of speed from the peaks of Olympos 
and made her way to the shelter of her son, and there found him 
in close lamentation, and his beloved companions about him 
were busy at their work and made ready the morning meal, and 
there 

stood a great fleecy sheep being sacrificed in the shelter. ws 
His honoured mother came close to him and sat down beside him, 
and stroked him with her hand and called him by name and spoke 
to him: 


'My child, how long will you go on eating your heart out in sorrow 
and lamentation, and remember neither your food nor going 
to bed? It is a good thing even to lie with a woman 
in love. For you will not be with me long, but already 
death and powerful destiny stand closely above you. 

But listen hard to me, for I come from Zeus with a message. 

He says that the gods frown upon you, that bfc^ond all other 
immortals he himself is angered that in your heart’s madness 135 
you hold Hektor beside the curved ships and did toot redeem him. 
Come, then, give him up and accept ransom lot the body.’ 

Then in turn Achilleus of the swift feet answ^ed her: 

'So be it. He can bring the ransom and take bff the body, 
if the Olympian himself so urgently bids it/ 140 

So, where the ships were drawn together, the son and his mother 
conversed at long length in winged words. But the son of Kronos 
stirred Iris to go down to sacred Ilion, saying: 

'Go forth, Iris the swift, leaving your place on* Olympos, 
and go to Priam of the great heart within Ilion, tell him 145 

to ransom his dear son, going down to the ships of the Achaians 
and bringing gifts to Achilleus which might soften his anger; 
alone, let no other man of the Trojans go with him, but only 
let one elder herald attend him, one who can manage 
the mules and the easily running wagon, so he can carry 150 

the dead man, whom great Achilleus slew, back to the city. 

Let death not be a thought in his heart, let him have no fear; 
such an escort shall I send to guide him, Argeiphontes 
who shall lead him until he brings him to Achilleus. And aftCT 
he has brought him inside the shelter of Achilleus, neither tss 
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will the man himself kill him, but will hold back all the others, 
for he is no witless man nor unwatchful, nor is he wicked, 
but will in all kindness spare one who comes to him as a suppliant/ 
He spoke, and storm-footed Iris swept away with the message 
and came to the house of Priam. There she found outcry and 
mourning. 160 

The sons sitting around their father inside the courtyard 
made their clothes sodden with their tears, and among them the old 
man 

sat veiled, beaten into his mantle. Dung lay thick 
on the head and neck of the aged man, for he had been rolling 
in it, he had gathered and smeared it on with his hands. And his 
daughters 165 

all up and down the house and the wives of his sons were mourning 
as they remembered all those men in their numbers and valour 
who lay dead, their lives perished at the hands of the Argives. 

The messenger of Zeus stood beside Priam and spoke to him 

in a small voice, and yet the shivers took hold of his body: 170 

'Take heart, Priam, son of Dardanos, do not be frightened. 

I come to you not eyeing you with evil intention 

but with the purpose of good toward you. I am a messenger 

of Zeus, who far away cares much for you and is pitiful. 

The Olympian orders you to ransom Hektor the brilliant, 175 

to bring gifts to Achilleus which may soften his anger: 

alone, let no other man of the Trojans go with you, but only 

let one elder herald attend you, one who can manage 

the mules and the easily running wagon, so he can carry 

the dead man, whom great Achilleus slew, back to the city. iSo 

Let death not be a thought in your heart, you need have no fear, 

such an escort shall go with you to guide you, Argeiphontes 

who will lead you till he brings you to Achilleus. And after 

he has brought you inside the shelter of Achilleus, neither 

will the man himself kill you but will hold back all the others; 185 

for he is no witless man nor unwatchful, nor is he wicked 

but will in all kindness spare one who comes to him as a suppliant.' 

So Iris the swift-footed spoke and went away from him. 
Thereupon he ordered his sons to make ready the easily rolling 
mule wagon, and to fasten upon it the carrying basket. 190 

He himself went into the storeroom, which was fragrant 
and of cedar, and high-ceilinged, with many bright treasures inside 
it. 

He called out to Hekabe his wife, and said to her: 

‘Dear wife, a messenger came to me from Zeus on Olympos, 
that I must go to the ships of the Achaians and ransom my dear 
son, 195 
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bringing gifts to Achilleus which may soften his anger. 

Come then, tell me. What does it seem best to your own mind 
for me to do? My heart, my strength are terribly urgent 
that I go there to the ships within the wide army of the Achaians/ 
So he spoke, and his wife cried out aloud, and answered him; 200 
^Ah me, where has that wisdom gone for which you were famous 
in time before, among outlanders and those you rule over? 

How can you wish to go alone to the ships of the Achaians 
before the eyes of a man who has slaughtered in such numbers 
such brave sons of yours? The heart in you is iron. For if 20s 
he has within his grasp and lays eyes upon you, that man 
who is savage and not to be trusted will not take pity upon you 
nor have respect for your rights. Let us sit apart in our palace 
now, and weep for Hektor, and the way at the first strong Destiny 
spun with his life line when he was born, when I gave birth to 
him, 210 

that the dogs with their shifting feet should feed on him, far from 
his parents, 

gone down before a stronger man; I wish I could set teeth 
in the middle of his liver and cat it. That would be vengeance 
for what he did to my son; for he slew him when he was no coward 
but standing before the men of Troy and’ the deep-girdled 
women j $is 

of Troy, with no thought in his mind of flight withdrawal.' 

In turn the aged Priam, the godlike, answered her saying: 

‘Do not hold me back when I would be going; neither yourself be 
a bird of bad omen in my palace. You will not persuade me. 

If it had been some other who ordered me, one Of the mortals, 220 
one of those who are soothsayers, or priests, or diviners, 

I might have called it a lie and we might rather have rejected it. 
But now, for I myself heard the god and looked straight upon her, 
I am going, and this word shall not be in vain. If it is my destiny 
to die there by the ships of the bronze-armoured Achaians, 225 
then I wish that. Achilleus can slay me at once, with my own son 
caught in my arms, once I have my fill of mourning above him.' 

He spoke, and lifted back the fair covering of his clothes-chest 
and from inside took out twelve robes surpassingly lovely 
and twelve mantles to be worn single, as many blankets, 230 

as many great white cloaks, also the same number of tunics. 

He weighed and carried out ten full talents of gold, and brought 
forth 

two shining tripods, and four cauldrons, and brought out a goblet 
of surpassing loveliness that the men of Thrace had given him 
when he went to them with a message, but now the old man spared 
not 


^35 
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even this in his halls, so much was it his heart’s desire 
to ransom back his beloved son. But he drove off the Trojans 
all from his cloister walks, scolding them with words of revilement: 
'Get out, you failures, you disgraces. Have you not also 
mourning of your own at home that you come to me with your sor- 
rows? 240 

Is it not enough that Zeus, son of Kronos, has given me sorrow 
in losing the best of my sons? You also shall be aware of this 
since you will be all the easier for the Achaians to slaughter 
now he is dead. But, for myself, before my eyes look 
upon this city as it is destroyed and its people are slaughtered, 245 
my wish is to go sooner down to the house of the death god.’ 

He spoke, and went after the men with a stick, and they fled out- 
side 

before the fury of the old man. He was scolding his children 
and cursing Hclenos, and Paris, Agathon the brilliant, 

Pammon and Antiphonos, Polites of the great war cry, 250 

Dciphobos and Hippothoos and proud Dios. There were nine 
sons to whom now the old man gave orders and spoke to them 
roughly: 

'Make haste, wicked children, my disgraces. I wish all of you 
had been killed beside the running ships in the place of Hektor. 
Ah me, for my evil destiny. I have had the noblest 255 

of sons in Troy, but I say not one of them is left to me, 

Mestor like a god and Troilos whose delight was in horses, 
and Hektor, who was a god among men, for he did not seem like 
one who was child of a mortal man, but of a god. All these 
Ares has killed, and all that are left me are the disgraces, 260 
the liars and the dancers, champions of the chorus, the plunderers 
of their own people in their land of lambs and kids. Well then, 
will you not get my wagon ready and be quick about it, 
and put all these things on it, so we can get on with our journey?’ 

So he spoke, and they in terror at the old man’s scolding 265 
hauled out the easily running wagon for mules, a fine thing 
new-fabricated, and fastened the carrying basket upon it. 

They took away from its peg the mule yoke made of boxwood 
with its massive knob, well fitted with guiding rings, and brought 
forth 

the yoke lashing (together with the yoke itself) of nine cubits 270 
and snugged it well into place upon the smooth-polished wagon- 
pole 

at the foot of ihe beam, then slipped the ring over the peg, and 
lashed it 

with three tuftts on either Side to the knob, and afterwards 
fastened it all in order and secured it under a booked guard. 
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Tlien they carried out and piled into the smooth-polished mule 
wagon ^75 

all tlie unnumbered spoils to be given for the head of Hektor, 
then yoked the powerful-footed mules who pulled in the harness 
and whom the Mysians gave once as glorious presents to Priam; 
but for Priam they led under the yoke those horses the old man 
himself had kept, and cared for them at his polished manger. aso 
Now in the high house the yoking was done for the herald 
and Priam, men both with close counsels in their minds. And now 
came 

Hekabe with sorrowful heart and stood close beside them 
carrying in her right hand the kind, sweet wine in a golden 
goblet, so that before they went they might pour a drink-offering. aSs 
She stood in front of the horses, called Priam by name and spoke to 
him: 

iicre, pour a libation to Zeus father, and pray you may come back 
home again from those who hate you, since it seems the spirit 
within you drives you upon the ships, though I would not have it. 
Make your prayer then to the dark-misted, the son of Kronos 390 
on Ida, who looks out on all the Troad, and ask him 
for a bird of omen, a rapid messenger, which to his own mind 
is dearest of all birds and his strength is the biggest, one seen 
on the right, so that once your eyes have restwupon him 
you can trust in him and go to the ships off the fast-mounted 
Danaans. 395 

But if Zeus of the wide brows will not grant you |iis own messenger, 
then I, for one, would never urge you on nor adyise you 
to go to the Argive ships, for all your passion lofido it.' 

Then in answer to her again spoke Priam thd godlike: 

'My lady, I will not disregard this wherein you^ ilrge me. 300 

It is well to lift hands to Zeus and ask if he Wdll have mercy.' 

The old man spoke, and told the housekeepet who attended them 
to pour unstained water over his hands. She standing beside them 
and serving them held the washing-bowl in her hands, and a pitcher. 
He washed his hands and took the cup from his wife. He stood 

up 30s 

in the middle of the enclosure, and prayed, and poured the wine out 
looking up into the sky, and gave utterance and spoke, saying: 
'Father Zeus, watching over us from Ida, most high, most honoured: 
grant that I come to Achilleus for love and pity; but send me 
a bird of omen, a rapid messenger which to your own mind 310 
is dearest of all birds and his strength is biggest, one seen 
on the right, so that once my eyes have rested upon him 
I may trust in him and go to the ships of the faat-moUnted Dan* 
aans.' 
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So he spoke in prayer, and Zeus of the counsels heard him. 
Straightway he sent down the most lordly of birds, an eagle, 315 
the dark one, the marauder, called as well the black eagle. 

And as big as is the build of the door to a towering chamber 
in the house of a rich man, strongly fitted with bars, of such size 
was the spread of his wings on either side. He swept through the 
city 

appearing on the right hand, and the people looking upon him 320 
were uplifted and the hearts made glad in the breasts of all of them. 

Now in urgent haste the old man mounted into his chariot 
and drove out through the forecourt and the thundering close. Be- 
fore him 

the mules hauled the wagon on its four wheels, Idaios 
the sober-minded driving them, and behind him the horses 325 
came on as the old man laid the lasli upon them and urged them 
rapidly through the town, and all his kinsmen were following 
much lamenting, as if he went to his death. When the two men 
had gone down through the city, and out, and come to the flat land, 
the rest of them turned back to go to Ilion, the sons 330 

and the sons-in-law. And Zeus of the wide brows failed not to notice 
the two as they showed in the plain, lie saw the old man and took 
pity 

upon him, and spoke directly to his beloved son, Hermes: 
‘Hermes, for to you beyond all other gods it is dearest 
to be man^s companion, and you listen to whom you will, go 
now 335 

on your way, and so guide Priam inside the hollow ships 
of the Achaians, that no man shall see him, none be aware of him, 
of the other Danaans, till he has come to the son of Peleus.' 


He spoke, nor disobeyed him the courier, Argeiphontes. 
Immediately he bound upon his feet the fair sandals 340 

golden and immortal, that carried him over the water 
as over the dry land of the main abreast of the wind's blast. 

He caught up the staff, with which he mazes the eyes of those 
mortals 

whose eyes he would maze, or wakes again the sleepers. Holding 
this in his hands, strong Argeiphontes winged his way onward 345 
until he came suddenly to Troy and the Hellespont, and there 
walked on, and there took the likeness of a young man, a noble, 
with beard new grown, which is the most graceful time of young 
manhood. 

Now when the two had driven past the great tomb of Ilos 
they stayed their mules and horses to water them in the river, 350 
for by this time darkness had descended on the land; and the herald 
made out Hermes, who was coming toward them at a short distance. 
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He lifted his voice and spoke aloud to Priam: Take thought, 
son of Dardanos. Here is work for a mind that is careful. 

I see a man; I think he will presently tear us to pieces. 35s 

Come then, let us run away with our horses, or if not, then 
clasp his knees and entreat him to have mercy upon us/ 

So he spoke, and the old man's mind was confused, he was badly 
frightened, and the hairs stood up all over his gnarled body 
and he stood staring, but the kindly god himself coming closer 360 
took the old man's hand, and spoke to him and asked him a ques- 
tion: 

'Where, my father, arc you thus guiding your mules and horses 
through the immortal night while other mortals are sleeping? 

Have you no fear of the Achaians whose wind is fury, 
who hate you, who are your enemies, and are near? P"or if one 365 
of these were to see you, how you are conveying so many 
treasures through the swift black night, what then could you think 
of? 

You are not young yourself, and he who attends you is aged 
for beating off any man who might pick a quarrel with you. 

But I will do you no harm myself, I will even keep off 370 

another who would. You seem to me like a belpvcd father/ 

In answer to him again spoke aged Priam the godlike: 

'Yes, in truth, dear child, all this is much as you^ tell me; 
yet still there is some god who has held his han4 above me, 
who sent such a wayfarer as you to meet me, ait omen 375 

of good, for such you are by your form, your admired beauty 
and the wisdom in your mind. Your parents are fortunate in you.' 

Then in turn answered him the courier Argeiphontes: 

'Yes, old sir, all this that you said is fair and orderly. 

But come, tell me this thing and recite it to me accurately. 380 
Can it be you convey these treasures in all their numbers and 
beauty 

to outland men, so that they can be still kept safe for you? 

Or are all of you by now abandoning sacred II ion 
in fear, such a one was he who died, the best man among you, 
your son; who was never wanting when you fought against the 
Achaians.' 385 

In answer to him again spoke aged Priam the godlike: 

'But who are you, o best of men, and who are your parents? 

Since you spoke of my ill-starred son's death, and with honour/ 
Then in turn answered him the courier Argeiphontes: 

'You try me out, aged sir. You ask me of glorious Hektor 39Q 
whom many a time my eyes have seen in the fighting where men 
win 

glory, as also on that time when he drove back the Argives 
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on their ships and kept killing them with the stroke of the shar|) 
bronze, 

and we stood by and wondered at him; for then Achilleus 
would not let us fight by reason of his anger at Agamemnon. 395 
For I am Achilleus' henchman, and the same strong-wrought vessel 
brought us here; and I am a Myrmidon, and my father 
is Polyktor; a man of substance, but aged, as you arc. 

He has six sons beside, and I am the seventh, and I shook 
lots with the others, and it was my lot to come on this venture. 400 
But now I have come to the plain away from the ships, for at day- 
break 

the glancing-eyed Achaians will do battle around the city. 

They chafe from sitting here too long, nor have the Achaians* 
kings the strength to hold them back as they break for the fighting.' 

In answer to him again spoke aged Priam the godlike: 405 

'If then you arc henchman to Pelcid Achilleus, 
come, tell me the entire truth, and whether my son lies 
still beside the ships, or whether by now he has been hewn 
limb from limb and thrown before the dogs by Achilleus.* 

Then in turn answered him the courier Argeiphontes: 410 

'Aged sir, neither have any dogs eaten him, nor have 
the birds, but he lies yet beside the ship of Achilleus 
at the shelters, and as he was; now here is the twelfth dawn 
he has lain there, nor does his flesh decay, nor do wonns feed 
on him, they who devour men who have fallen in battle. 415 
It is true, Achilleus drags him at random around his beloved 
companion's tomb, as dawn on dawn appears, yet lie cannot 
mutilate him; you yourself can see when you go there 
how fresh with dew he lies, and the blood is all washed from him, 
nor is there any corruption, and all the wounds have been closed 

420 

where he was struck, since many drove the bronze in his body. 

So it is that the blessed immortals care for your son, though 
he is nothing but a dead man; because in their hearts they lo\’cd 
him.' 

He spoke, and the old man was made joyful and answered him, 
saying: 

'My child, surely it is good to give the immortals 425 

their due gifts; because my own son, if ever I had one, 
never forgot ih his halls the gods who live on Olympos. 

Therefore they remembered him even in death's stage. Come, then, 
accept at rhy hands this beautiful drinking-cup, and give me 
protection for my body, and with the gods' grace be my escort 430 
until I make my way to the shelter of the son of Peleus.* 



The Iliad: XXIV • 173 

In turn answered him the courier Argei'phontes: 

Tou try me out, aged sir, for I am young, but you will not 
persuade me, telling me to accept your gifts when Achilleus 
does not know. I fear him at heart and have too much rever- 
ence 435 

to rob him. Such a thing might be to my sorrow hereafter. 

But I would be your escort and take good care of you, even 
till I came to glorious Argos in a fast ship or following 
on foot, and none would fight you because he despised your escort.’ 
The kind god spoke, and sprang up behind the horses and 
into 440 

the chariot, and rapidly caught in his hands the lash and the guide 
reins, 

and breathed great strength into the mules and horses. Now after 
they had got to the fortifications about the ships, and the ditch, 
there 

were sentries, who had just begun to make ready their dinner, 
but about these the courier Argei'phontes drifted 44s 

sleep, on all, and quickly opened the gate, and shoved back 
the door-bars, and brought in Priam and the glorious gifts on the 
wagon. 

But when they had got to the shelter of Peleus’ son: a towering 
shelter the Myrmidons had built for their king, hewing 
the timbers of pine, and they made a roof of Ihitch above it 450 
shaggy with grass that they had gathered out of the meadows; 
and around it made a great courtyard for their ki]t|g, with hcdgcpoles 
set close together; the gate was secured by a singly door-piece 
of pine, and three Achaians could ram it home if its socket 
and three could pull back and open the huge (Joff-bar; three other 
Achaians, that is, but Achilleus all by himself ^uld close it. 456 
At this time Hermes, the kind god, opened the gate for the old man 
and brought in the glorious gifts for Pcleus’ son, the swift-footed, 
and dismounted to tlic ground from behind the horses, and spoke 
forth: 

'Aged sir, I who came to you am a god immortal, 460 

Hermes. My father sent me down to guide and go with you. 

But now I am going back again, and I will not go in 
before the eyes of Achilleus, for it would make others angry 
for an immortal god so to face mortal men with favour. 

But go you in yourself and clasp the knees of Peleion 465 

and entreat him in the name of his father, tlie name of his mother 
of the lovely hair, and his child, and so move the spirit within him.’ 

36 Hermes spoke, and went away to the height of Olympos, 
but Priam vaulted down to the ground from behind the horses 
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and left Idaios where he was, for he stayed behind, holding 470 
in hand the horses and mules. The old man made straight for the 
dwelling 

where Achilleus the beloved of Zeus was sitting. He found him 
inside, and his companions were sitting apart, as two only, 
Automedon the hero and Alkimos, scion of Ares, 
were busy beside him. He had just now got through with his 
dinner, 475 

with eating and drinking, and the table still stood by. Tall Priam 
came in unseen by the other men and stood close beside him 
and caught the knees of Achilleus in his arms, and kissed the hands 
that were dangerous and manslaughtering and had killed so many 
of his sons. As when dense disaster closes on one who has mur- 
dered 480 

a man in his own land, and he comes to the country of others, 
to a man of substance, and wonder seizes on those who behold him, 
so Achilleus wondered as he looked on Priam, a godlike 
man, and the rest of them wondered also, and looked at each other. 
But now Priam spoke to him in the words of a suppliant: 485 

‘Achilleus like the gods, remember your father, one who 
is of years like mine, and on the door-sill of sorrowful old age. 
And they who dwell nearby encompass him and afflict him, 
nor is there any to defend him against the wrath, the destruction. 
Yet surely he, when he hears of you and that you are still liv- 
ing, 490 

is gladdened within his heart and all his days he is hopeful 
that he will see his beloved son come home from the Troad. 

But for me, my destiny was evil. I have had the noblest 
of sons in Troy, but I say not one of them is left to me. 

Fifty were my sons, when the sons of the Achaians came here. 495 
Nineteen were born to me from the womb of a single mother, 
and other women bore the rest in my palace; and of these 
violent Ares broke the strength in the knees of most of them, 
but one was left me who guarded my city and people, that one 
you killed a few days since as he fought in defence of his coun- 
try, 500 

Hektor; for whose sake I come now to the ships of the Achaians 
to win him back from you, and I bring you gifts beyond number. 
Honour then the gods, Achilleus, and take pity upon me 
remembering your father, yet I am still more pitiful; 

I have gone through what no other mortal on earth has gone 
through; 50s 

I put my lips to the hands of the man who has killed my children.’ 

So he spoke, and stirred in the other a passion of grieving 
for his own father. He took the old man’s hand and pushed him 
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gently away, and the two remembered, as Priam sat huddled 
at the feet of Achilleus and wept close for manslaughtering 
Hektor 510 

and Achilleus wept now for his own father, now again 
for Patroklos. The sound of their mourning moved in the house. 
Then 

when great Achilleus had taken full satisfaction in sorrow 
and the passion for it had gone from his mind and body, thereafter 
he rose from his chair, and took the old man by the hand, and set 
him 51S 

on his feet again, in pity for the grey head and the grey beard, 
and spoke to him and addressed him in winged words: 'Ah, un- 
lucky, 

surely you have had much evil to endure in your spirit. 

How could you dare to come alone to the ships of the Achaians 
and before my eyes, when I am one who have killed in such num- 
bers 520 

such brave sons of yours? The heart in you is iron. Come, then, 
and sit down upon this chair, and you and I will even let 
our sorrows lie still in the heart for all our grieving. There is not 
any advantage to be won from grim lamentation. 

Such is the way the gods spun life for unfortunate mortals, 5^5 

that we live in unhappiness, but the gods themselves have no sor- 
rows. 

There are two urns that stand on the door-sill of Zeus. They are 
unlike ' 

for the gifts they bestow: an urn of evils, an qm «)f blessings. 

If Zeus who delights in thunder mingles these and bestows them 
on man, he shifts, and moves now in evil, again in good for- 
tune, i 530 

But when Zeus bestows from the um of sorrows, he makes a failure 
of man, and the evil hunger drives him over the shining 
earth, and he wanders respected neither of gods nor mortals. 

Such were the shining gifts given by the gods to Pclcus 
from his birth, who outshone all men beside for his riches 535 
and pride of possession, and was lord over the Myrmidons. Thereto 
the gods bestowed an immortal wife on him, who was mortal. 

But even on him the god piled evil also. There was not 
any generation of strong sons born to him in his great house 
but a single all-untimely child he had, and I give him 540 

no care as he grows old, since far from the land of my fathers 
I sit here in Troy, and bring nothing but sorrow to you and your 
children. 

And you, old sir, we are told you prospered once; for as much 
as Lesbos, Makar’s hold, confines to the north above it 
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and Phrygia from the north confines, and enotmous Hellespont, 545 
of these, old sir, you were lord once in your wealth and your chil- 
dren. 

But now the Uranian gods brought us, an affliction upon you, 
forever there is fighting about your city, and men killed. 

But bear up, nor mourn endlessly in your heart, for there is not 
anything to be gained from grief for your son; you will never 550 
bring him back; sooner you must go through yet another sorrow.’ 

In answer to him again spoke aged Priam the godlike: 

‘Do not, beloved of Zeus, make me sit on a chair while Hektor 
lies yet forlorn among the shelters; rather with all speed 
give him back, so my eyes may behold him, and accept the ran- 
som S5S 

wc bring you, which is great. You may have joy of it, and go back 
to the land of your own fathers, since once you have permitted me 
to go on living myself and continue to look on the sunlight.’ 

Then looking darkly at him spoke swift-footed Achillcus: 

‘No longer stir me up, old sir. I myself am minded 560 

to give Hektor back to you. A messenger came to me from Zeus, 
my mother, she who bore me, the daughter of the sea’s ancient. 

I know you, Priam, in my heart, and it does not escape me 
that some god led you to the running ships of the Achaians. 

For no mortal would dare come to our encampment, not even 565 
one strong in youth. He could not get by the pickets, he could not 
lightly unbar the bolt that secures our gateway. Tlierefore 
you must not further make my spirit move in my sorrows, 
for fear, old sir, I might not let you alone in my shelter, 
suppliant as you are; and be guilty before the god’s orders.’ 570 
He spoke, and the old man was frightened and did as he told him. 
The son of Pelcus bounded to the door of the house like a lion, 
nor went alone, but the two henchmen followed attending, 
the hero Automedon and Alkimos, those whom Achilleus 
honoured beyond all companions after Patroklos dead. These 
two 5;s 

now set free from under the yoke the mules and the horses, 
and led inside the herald, the old king’s crier, and gave him 
a chair to sit in, then from the smooth-polished mule wagon 
lifted out the innumerable spoils for the head of Hektor, 
but left inside it two great cloaks and a finespun tunic 580 

to shroud the corpse in when they carried him home. Then Achilleus 
called out to his serving-maids to wash the body and anoint it 
all o\'er; but take it first aside, since otherwise Priam 
might sec his son and in the heart’s sorrow not hold in his anger 
at the sight, and the deep heart in Achilleus be shaken to an- 

s«$ 
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that he might not kill Priam and be guilty before the god's orders. 
Then when the serving-maids had washed the corpse and anointed 
it 

with olive oil, they threw a fair great cloak and a tunic 
about him, and Achilleus himself lifted him and laid him 
on a litter, and his friends helped him lift it to the smooth- 
polished 590 

mule wagon. He groaned then, and called by name on his beloved 
companion: 

^Bc not angry with me, Patroklos, if you discover, 
though you be in the house of Hades, that I gave back great Hektor 
to his loved father, for the ransom he gave me was not unworthy. 
I will give you your share of the spoils, as much as is fitting.' 595 
So spoke great Achilleus and went back into the shelter 
and sat down on the elaborate couch from which he had risen, 
against the inward wall, and now spoke his word to Priam: 

'Your son is given back to you, aged sir, as you asked it. 

He lies on a bier. When dawn shows you yourself shall see him 600 
as you take him away. Now you and I must remember our supper. 
For even Niobc, she of the lovely tresses, remembered 
to eat, whose twelve children were destroyed in her palace, 
six daughters, and six sons in the pride of their youth, whom Apollo 
killed with arrows from his silver bow, being angpred 605 

with Niobe, and shaft-showering Artemis killedi^e daughters; 
because Niobc likened herself to Leto of the iair colouring 
and said Leto had borne only two, she herselt t|ad borne many; 
but the two, though they were only two, destr<^fd all those others. 
Nine days long they lay in their blood, nor there anyone 610 
to bury them, for the son of Kronos made stones out of 
the people; but on the tenth day the Uranian gods buried them. 
But she remembered to eat when she was worn out with weeping. 
And now somewhere among the rocks, in thejonely mountains, 
in Sipylos, where they say is the resting place of the goddesses 615 
who arc nymphs, and dance beside the waters of Acheloios, 
there, stone still, she broods on the sorrows that the gods gave her. 
Come then, we also, aged magnificent sir, must remember 
to eat, and afterwards you may take your beloved son back 
to Ilion, and mourn for him; and he will be much lamented/ 6 ao 
So spoke fleet Achilleus and sprang to his feet and slaughtered 
a gleaming sheep, and his friends skinned it and butchered it fairly, 
and cut up the meat expertly into small pieces, and spitted them, 
and roasted all carefully and took off the pieces. 

Automedon took the bread and set it out on the table ezs 

607. Leto: mother of Apollo and 617. stone still: She was changed 
Artemis. into a rock. 
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in fair baskets^ while Achilleus served the meats. And thereon 
they put their hands to the good things that lay ready before them. 
But when they had put aside their desire for eating and drinking, 
Priam, son of Dardanos, gazed upon Achilleus, wondering 
at his size and beauty, for he seemed like an outright vision 630 
of gods. Achilleus in turn gazed on Dardanian Priam 
and wondered, as he saw his brave looks and listened to him talking. 
But when they had taken their fill of gazing one on the other, 
first of the two to speak was the aged man, Priam the godlike: 

‘Give me, beloved of Zeus, a place to sleep presently, so that 635 
we may even go to bed and take the pleasure of sweet sleep. 

For my eyes have not closed underneath my lids since that time 
when my son lost his life beneath your hands, but always 
I have been grieving and brooding over my numberless sorrows 
and wallowed in the muck about my courtyard's enclosure. 640 
Now I have tasted food again and have let the gleaming 
wine go down my throat. Before, I had tasted nothing.' 

He spoke, and Achilleus ordered his serving-maids and com- 
panions 

to make a bed in the porch's shelter and to lay upon it 
fine underbedding of purple, and spread blankets above it 645 
and fleecy robes to be an over-all covering. The maid-servants 
went forth from the main house, and in their hands held torches, 
and set to work, and presently had two beds made. Achilleus 
of the swift feet now looked at Priam and said, sarcastic: 

‘Sleep outside, aged sir and good friend, for fear some Achaian 650 
might come in here on a matter of counsel, since they keep coming 
and sitting by me and making plans; as they are supposed to. 

But if one of these come through the fleeting black night should 
notice you, 

he would go straight and tell Agamemnon, shepherd of the people, 
and there would be delay in the ransoming of the body. 655 

But come, tell me this and count off for me exactly 
how many days you intend for the burial of great Hektor. 

Tell me, so I myself shall stay still and hold back the people.* 

In answer to him again spoke aged Priam the godlike: 

‘If you are willing that we accomplish a complete funeral 660 
for great Hektor, this, Achilleus, is what you could do and give 
me pleasure. For you know surely how we are penned in our city, 
and wood is far to bring in from the hills, and the Trojans are 
frightened 

badly. Nine days we would keep him in our palace and mourn him, 
and bury him on the tenth day, and the people feast by him, <65 
and on the eleventh day we would make the grave-barrow for him, 
and on the twelfth day fight again; if so we must do.’ 
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Then in turn swift-footed brilliant Achilleus answered him: 
‘Then all this, aged Priam, shall be done as you ask it. 

I will hold off our attack for as much time as you bid me/ 670 

So he spoke, and took the aged king by the right hand 
at the wrist, so that his heart might have no fear. ITien these two, 
Priam and the herald who were both men of close counsel, 
slept in the place outside the house, in the porch's shelter; 
but Achilleus slept in the inward corner of the strong-built shel- 
ter, 675 

and at his side lay Briseis of the fair colouring. 

Now the rest of the gods and men who were lords of chariots 
slept nightlong, with the easy bondage of slumber upon them, 
only sleep had not caught Hermes the kind god, who pondered 
now in his heart the problem of how to escort King Priam 680 
from the ships and not be seen by the devoted gate-wardens. 

He stood above his head and spoke a word to him, saying: 

'Aged sir, you can have no thought of evil from the way 
you sleep still among your enemies now Achilleus has left you 
unharmed. You have ransomed now your dear son and given much 
for him. 685 

But the sons you left behind would give three times as much ransom 
for you, who arc alive, were Atreus' son Agamemnon 
to recognize you, and all the other Achaians learn of you/ 

He spoke, and the old man was afraid, and wakened his herald, 
and lightly Hermes harnessed for them the mules and the 
horses 690 

and himself drove them through the encampment. And no man 
knew of them. 

But when they came to the crossing-place of the fair-running 
river, 

of whirling Xanthos, a stream whose father was Zeus the immortal, 
there Hermes left them and went away to the height of Olympos, 
and dawn, she of the yellow robe, scattered over all earth, 695 
and they drove their horses on to the city with lamentation 
and clamour, while the mules drew the body. Nor was any other 
aware of them at the first, no man, no fair-girdled woman, 
only Kassandra, a girl like Aphrodite the golden, 
who had gone up to the height of the Pergamos. She saw 700 
her dear father standing in the chariot, his herald and crier 
with him. She saw Hektor drawn by the mules on a litter. 

She cried out then in sorrow and spoke to the entire city: 

'Come, men of Troy and Trojan women; look upon Hektor 
if ever before you were joyful when you saw him come back liv- 
ing 705 

from battle; for he was a great joy to his city, and all his people/ 
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She spoke, and there was no man left there in all the city 
nor woman, but all were held in sorrow passing endurance. 

They met Priam beside the gates as he brought the dead in. 

First among them were Hektor’s wife and his honoured mother 
who tore their hair, and ran up beside the smooth-rolling wagon, 
and touched his head. And the multitude, wailing, stood there about 
them. 

And now and there in front of the gates they would have lamented 
all day till the sun went down and let fall their tears for Hektor, 
except that the old man spoke from the chariot to his people: 715 
*Give me way to get through with my mules; then afterwards 
you may sate yourselves with mourning, when I have him inside the 
palace.' 

So he spoke, and they stood apart and made way for the wagon. 
And when they had brought him inside the renowned house, they 
laid him 

then on a carved bed, and seated beside him the singers 7 » 

who were to lead the melody in the dirge, and the singers 
chanted the song of sorrow, and the women were mourning beside 
them. 

Andromache of the white arms led the lamentation 
of the women, and held in her arms the head of manslaughtering 
Hektor: 

'My husband, you were lost young from life, and have left me 725 
a widow in your house, and the boy is only a baby 
who was born to you and me, the unhappy. I think he will never 
come of age, for before then head to heel this city 
will be sacked, for you, its defender, are gone, you who guarded 
the city, and the grave wives, and the innocent children, 730 

wives who before long must go away in the hollow ships, 
and among them I shall also go, and you, my child, follow 
where I go, and tlicre do much hard work that is unworthy 
of you, drudgery for a hard master; or else some Achaian 
will take you by hand and hurl you from the tower into hor- 
rible 735 

death, in anger because Hektor once killed his brother, 
or his father, or his son; there were so many Achaians 
whose teeth bit the vast earth, beaten down by the hands of Hektor. 
Your father was no merciful man in the horror of battle. 

Therefore your people are grieving for you all through their 
city, 740 

Hektor, and you left for your parents mourning and sonow 
beyond words, but for me passing all others is left the bitterness 

fcttvl * • « tower; Klttt toW Tioy in ieyct, hutVed ttoin 

tbe walls. ' 
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and the pain, for you did not die in bed, and stretch your arms to 
me, 

nor tell me some last intimate word that I could remember 
always, all the nights and days of my weeping for you/ 74s 

So she spoke in tears, and the women were mourning about her. 
Now Hekabe led out the thronging chant of their sorrow: 

'Hektor, of all my sons the dearest by far to my spirit; 
while you still lived for me you were dear to the gods, and even 
in the stage of death they cared about you still. There were 
others 750 

of my sons whom at times swift-footed Achilleus captured, 
and he would sell them as slaves far across the unresting salt water 
into Samos, and Imbros, and Lemnos in the gloom of the mists. 
You, 

when he had taken your life with the thin edge of the bronze sword, 
he dragged again and again around his beloved companion's 755 
tomb, Patroklos', whom you killed, but even so did not 
bring him back to life. Now you lie in the palace, handsome 
and fresh with dew, in the likeness of one whom he of the silver 
bow, Apollo, has attacked and killed with his gentle arrows.' 

So she spoke, in tears, and wakened the endless mourning. 760 
Third and last Helen led the song of sorrow among Aem: 

'Hektor, of all my lord's brothers dearest by far to iny spirit: 
my husband is Alexandros, like an immortal, who brought me 
here to Troy; and I should have died before I came with him; 
and here now is the twentieth year upon me since il came 765 
from the place where I was, forsaking the land of my fathers. In this 
time 

I have never heard a harsh saying from you, nor an insult. 

No, but when another, one of my lord's brothers or sisters, a fair- 
robed 

wife of some brother, would say a harsh word to me in the palace, 
or my lord's mother — ^but his father was gentle always, a father 770 
indeed — then you would speak and put them oflF and restrain them 
by your own gentleness of heart and your gentle words. Tliereforc 
I mourn for you in sorrow of heart and mourn myself also 
and my ill luck. There was no other in all the wide Troad 
who was kind to me, and my friend; all others shrank when they 
saw me.' 775 

So she spoke in tears, and the vast populace grieved with her. 
Now Priam the aged king spoke forth his word to his people: 

‘Now, men of Troy, bring timber into the city, and let not 
your hearts fear a close ambush of the ArgiVes. Achilleus 
promised me, as he sent me on my way from the black ships, 780 
that none should do us injury until the twelfth dawn comes.’ 
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He spoke, and they harnessed to the wagons their mules and 
their oxen 

and presently were gathered in front of the city. Nine days 
they spent bringing in an endless supply of timber. But when 
the tenth dawn had shone forth with her light upon mortals, 785 
they carried out bold Hektor, weeping, and set the body 
aloft a towering pyre for burning. And set fire to it. 

But when the young dawn showed again with her rosy fingers, 
the people gathered around the pyre of illustrious Hektor. 

But when all were gathered to one place and assembled to- 
gether, 790 

first with gleaming wine they put out the pyre that was burning, 
all where the fury of the fire still was in force, and thereafter 
the brothers and companions of Hektor gathered the white bones 
up, mourning, as the tears swelled and ran down their cheeks. Then 
they laid what they had gathered up in a golden casket 79s 

and wrapped this about with soft robes of purple, and presently 
put it away in the hollow of the grave, and over it 
piled huge stones laid close together. Lightly and quickly 
they piled up the grave-barrow, and on all sides were set watchmen 
for fear the strong-greaved Achaians might too soon set upon 
them. 800 

They piled up the grave-barrow and went away, and thereafter 
assembled in a fair gathering and held a glorious 
feast within the house of Priam, king under God's hand. 

Such was their burial of Hektor, breaker of horses. 


AESCHYLUS 

(5247-456 B.C.) 

Agamemnon * 

[The myth on which this play is based is the story of a family 
which suffered through many generations from a series of acts of 
vengeance to which there was no foreseeable end as long as private 
vengeance was a recognized system of justice. Pelops, son of 
Tantalus, had two sons, Atreus and Thyestes, who quarreled when 
Thyestes seduced Atreus' wife. Atreus revenged himself by killing 
the children of Thyestes and serving their flesh to their father at a 
feast. One son of Thyestes, Aegisthus, escaped tiie slaughter, and 
lived to avenge his father. The sons of Atreus, Agam^non and 

* Fir^ product in the spring of 458 of Aeschylus » Haitourt, Brace and Com- 

B.c. Our text is a translation by Louis pany, New York, 1936. 

MacNeice, fmMi^hed aa The Agamemnon 
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Menelaus, were kings of Argos and Sparta respectively. Menelaus' 
wife was Helen, whose abduction caused the Trojan War. Aga- 
memnon, leader of the Greek army, sacrificed his daughter Iphi- 
genia to ensure the departure of the fleet when it lay wind-bound 
at the port of Aulis. His wife, Clytemnestra, committed adultery 
with Aegisthus while Agamemnon was away at Troy, and when her 
husband returned, with Aegisthus' aid, she murdered him. He was 
avenged seven years later by his son Orestes, who killed Aegisthus 
and Clytemnestra. (This action is the subject of the second play 
of the Aeschylean trilogy, the Choephoroe.) The Agamemnon,, 
begins with the moment when the news of the fall of Troy reaches 
TErgosTThc play was first produced in the open-air theater of 
T 5 ionysus at Athens.] 

Characters 

WATCHMAN HERALD 

CHORUS OF OLD MEN AGAMEMNON 

OF THE CITY CASSANDRA 

CLYTEMNESTRA AEGISTHUS 

SCENE — Space in front of the palace of Agamemnon in Argos, 
Night. A WATCHMAN OH the roof of the palace. 

WATCHMAN. Thc gods it is I ask to release me from this watch 
A year's length now, spending my nights like a dog, 

Watching on my elbow on the roof of the sons Q|f Atreus 
So that I have come to know the assembly of ■ the nightly stars 
Tliose which bring storm and those which b^ing summer to 
men, 5 

The shining Masters riveted in the sky — 

I know the decline and rising of those stars. 

And now I am waiting for the sign of the beacon. 

The flame of fire that will carry the report from Troy, 

News of her taking. Which task has been assigned me lo 

By a woman of sanguine heart but a man's mind. 

Yet when I take my restless rest in the soaking dew, 

My night not visited with dreams — 

For fear stands by me in the place of sleep 

That I cannot firmly close my eyes in sleep — x5 

Whenever I think to sing or hum to myself 

As an antidote to sleep, then every time I groan 

And fall to weeping for the fortunes of this house 

2. like a dog: explained by the fol- 8. beacon: Clytemnestra had ar- 

lowing words, ^'Watching on my el- ranged to be informed of the fall of 
bow”; head on arms like a reclimng Troy by a chain of signal fires stretch- 
dog. ing from Troy across the islands of 

3. sons of Atreus: Agamemnon and the Aegean Sea to Argos. 

Menelaus. 11. woman . . . mind: Clytemnestra. 
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Where not as before are things well ordered now. 

But now may a good chance fall» escape from pain, » 

The good news visible in the midnight fire. 

[Pause. A light appears, gradually increasing, the light of 
the beacon.] 

Ha! I salute you, torch of the night whose light 
Is like the day, an earnest of many dances 
In the city of Argos, celebration of Peace. 

I call to Agamemnon's wife; quickly to rise as 

Out of her bed and in the house to raise 
Clamour of joy in answer to this torch 
For the city of Troy is taken — 

Such is the evident message of the beckoning flame. 

And I myself will dance my solo first 3« 

For I shall count my master's fortune mine 

Now that this beacon has thrown me a lucky throw. 

And may it be when he comes, the master of this house, 

'That I grasp his hand in my hand. 

As to the rest, I am silent. A great ox, as they say, 35 

Stands on my tongue. Tlie house itself, if it took voice, 

Could tell the case most clearly. But I will only speak 
To those who know. For the others I remember nothing. 

[Enter chorus of old men. During the following chorus 
the day begins to dawn.] 

CHORUS. The tenth year it is since Priam's high 

Adversary, Menelaus the king 40 

And Agamemnon, the doublc-throned and sceptred 
Yoke of the sons of Atreus 
Ruling in fee from God, 

From this land gathered an Argivc army 

On a mission of war a thousand ships, 45 

Their hearts howling in boundless bloodlust 

In eagles' fashion who in lonely 

Grief for nestlings above their homes hang 

Turning in cycles 

Beating the air with the oars of their wings, 50 

Now to no purpose 
Their love and task of attention. 

But above there is One, 

Maybe Pan, maybe Zeus or Apollo, 

^ 7 . Clanumr of joy: the triumphant son Paris carried off Menelaus^ wife 
cry with which the women of a city Helen. 

greeted the news of victory. S4. Pan: a god particularly associ- 

40. Adversary, Mendaus: Priam’s ated with the forest and all forms of 

wild life. 
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Who hears the harsh cries of the birds ss 

Guests in his kingdom. 

Wherefore, though late, in requital 
He sends the Avenger. 

Thus Zeus our master 

Guardian of guest and of host 6o 

Sent against Paris the sons of Atreus 

For a woman of many men 

Many the dog-tired wrestlings 

Limbs and knees in the dust pressed — 

For both the Greeks and Trojans ts 

An overture of breaking spears. 

Things are where they arc, will finish 
In the manner fated and neither 
Fire beneath nor oil above can soothe 

Tlie stubborn anger of the unburnt offering. to 

As for us, our bodies are bankrupt. 

The expedition left us behind 
And we wait supporting on sticks 
Our strength — the strength of a child; 

For the marrow that leaps in a boy's body 75 

Is no better than that of the old 
For the War God is not in his body; 

While the man who is very old 
And his leaf withering away 

Goes on the three-foot way ' ' 80 

No better than a boy, and wanders 
A dream in the middle of the day. < 

But you, daughter of Tyndareus, 

Queen Clytemnestra, 

What is the news, what is the truth, what have you learnt, 85 
^n the strength of whose word have you thus ; 

Sent orders for sacrifice round?? 

All the gods, the gods of the town. 

Of the worlds of Below and Above, 


56. guests in his kingdom: since they 
live in the sky, his domain. 

58. Avenger: a Fury. The Furies 
avenged those who could not avenge 
themselves. So, later in the trilogy, 
they come to demand retribution for 
the murder of Clytemnestra, who has 
left no avenger behind her. 

60. Guardian of guest and of host: 
Zeus himself punish^ violations of the 
code of hospitality. In this case he 
punishes the abduction of Helen by 
Paris, who was a guest in the house of 


Menelaus. 

73 ff. And we wait . . . ; The gen- 
eral sense of the passage is that only 
two classes of the male population are 
left In Argos, those who are too young 
to fight and those who, like the chorus, 
are too old. The emphasis on the age 
and weakness of the members of the 
chorus prepares the audience for their 
complete failure of nerve at the moment 
of Agamemnon’s murder. 

80. three-foot: two feet and a stick. 

82. Enter Clytemnestra. 
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By the door, in the square. 

Have their altars ablaze with your gifts, 

From here, from there, all sides, all comers, 

Sky-high leap the flame-jets fed 
By gentle and undeceiving 
Persuasion of sacred unguent, gs 

Oil from the royal stores. 

Of these things tell 

That which you can, that which you may. 

Be healer of this our trouble 

Which at times torments with evil loo 

Though at times by propitiations 

A shining hope repels 

The insatiable thought upon grief 

Which is eating away our hearts. 

Of the omen which powerfully speeded 105 

That voyage of strong men, by God's grace even I 

Can tell, my age can still 

Be galvanized to breathe the strength of song, 

To tell how the kings of all the youth of Greece 
Two-throned but one in mind no 

Were launched with pike and punitive hand 
Against the Trojan shore by angry birds. 

Kings of the birds to our kings came. 

One with a white rump, the other black, 

Appearing near the palace on the spear-arm side ns 

Where all could see them. 

Tearing a pregnant hare with the unborn young 
Foiled of their courses. 

f Cry, cry upon Death; but may the good prevail t 


But the diligent prophet of the army seeing the sons 

Of Atreus twin in temper knew 

That the hare-killing birds were the two 


Generals, explained it thus — 
‘‘In time this expedition sacks 
Of Troy before whose towers 
By Fate's force the public 
Wealth will be wasted. 

104. Clytemnestra leaves the stage 
without giving them an answer. 

105. omen: The chorus proceeds to 
describe the omen which accompanied 
the departure of the army for Troy ten 
years before. Two eagles seized and 
tore a pregnant hare; this was inter- 
preted by the prophet Calchas as mean- 


the town 

W5 


ing that the two kings would destroy 
the city of Troy, thus killing not only 
the living Trojans but the Trojan gen- 
erations yet unborn. 

113. Kings oi the birds: eagles. 

115. spear ‘arm side: the right. 

120. ^ophet: Calchas. 
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Only let not some spite from the gods benight the bulky 
battalions, 

The bridle of Troy, nor strike them untimely;, 

For the goddess feels pity, is angry 130 

With the winged dogs of her father 

Who killed the cowering hare with her unborn young; 

Artemis hates the eagles* feast/* 

I Cry, cry upon Death; but may the good prevaiU 


^'But though you are so kind, goddess. 

To the little cubs of lions 

And to all the sucking young of roving beasts 

In whom your heart delights. 

Fulfil us the signs of these things, 

The signs which arc good but open to blame. 

And I call on Apollo the Healer 

That his sister raise not against the Greeks 

Unremitting gales to baulk their ships. 

Hurrying on another kind of sacrifice, with no feasting, 
r Ei^irbarous building of hates and disloyalties 
' Grown on the family. For anger grimly returns 
Cunningly haunting the house, avenging the death of a child, 
never forgetting its due.** 

So cried the prophet — evil and good together, : 

Fate that the birds foretold to the king*s house. ^ 

In tune with this 

Cry, cry upon Death; but may the good prevail. 


Zeus, whoever He is, if this 
Be a name acceptable. 

By this name I will call him. 
There is no one comparable 
When I reckon all of the case 


Excepting Zeus, if ever I am to jettison 
The barren care which clogs my heart. 


130. goddess: Artemis, a virgin god- 
dess, patron of hunting and the pro- 
tectress of wild life. She is angry that 
the eagles have destroyed a pregnant 
animal. The prophet fears that she may 
turn her wrath against the kings whom 
the eagles represent. 

135. goddess: Calchas addresses a 
prayer to Artemis. 

143. Unremitting gdes: He foresees 
the future. Artemis will send unfavor- 
able winds to prevent the sailing of 
the Greek expedition from Aulis, the 
port of embarkation. She will demand 
the sacrifice of Agamemnon’s daughter 
Iphigenia as the price of the fleet’s re- 


lease. 

144. with no feasting: At an ordi- 
nary sacrifice the celebrants gave the 
gods their due portion and then 
feasted on the animal’s flesh. The 
word “sacrifice’* comes to have the 
connotation of “feast.” There will be 
no feast at this sacrifice, since the 
victim will be a human being. The 
ominous phrase reminds us of a feast 
of human flesh which has already taken 
place, Thyestes’ feasting on his chil- 
dren. 

147. avenging the death of a child: 
This prophecy is fulfilled in this play, 
by the murder of Agamemnon. 
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Not He who formerly was great 

With brawling pride and mad for broils 160 

Will even be said to have been. 

And He who was next has met 
His match and is seen no more, 

But Zeus is the name to cry in your triumph-song 

And win the prize for wisdom. 165 


Who setting us on the road 
Made this a valid law — 

(^‘That men must learn by suffering." 
Drop by drop in sleep upon the heart 
Falls the laborious memory of pain, 
Against one’s will comes wisdom; 

The grace of the gods is forced on us 
Throned inviolably.') 


X70 


So at that time the elder 

Chief of the Greek ships 175 

Would not blame any prophet 
Nor face the flail of fortune; 

For unable to sail, the people 
Of Greece were heavy with famine, 

Waiting in Aulis where the tides 180 

Flow back, opposite Chalcis.'^ 


But the winds that blew from the Strymon, 

Bringing delay, hunger, evil harbourage, 

Crazing men, rotting ships and cables. 

By drawing out the time 185 

Were shredding into nothing the flower of Argos, 

When the prophet screamed a new 
Cure for that bitter tempest 
And heavier still for the chiefs. 

Pleading the anger of Artemis so that the sons of Atreus 190 
Beat the ground with their sceptres and shed tears. 


159. He who formerly was great: 
ITranus, father of Cronos, grandfather 
of Zeus, the first lord of heaven. This 
whole passage refers to a primitive 
legend which told how Uranus was 
violently supplanted by his son Cronos, 
who was in his turn overthrown by his 
son Zeus. This legend is made to bear 
new meaning by Aeschylus, for he sug- 
gests that it is not a meaningless series 
pf acts of violence, but a progression to 
the rule of Zeus, who stands for order 
and justice. Thus the law of human life 
which Zeus proclaims and administers, 


that wisdom comes through suffering, 
has its counterpart in the history of the 
establishment of the divine rule. 

162. He who was next: Cronos. 

174—175. elder chief: Agamemnon. 

180-181. Aulis . . . Chalch: the un- 
ruly water of the narrows between Aulis 
on the mainland and Chalcis on the 
island of Euboea. 

182. Strymon: a river in Thrace; 
the winds blew from the north. 

190. anger of Artemis: The prophet 
announces Artemis* demand for the sac- 
rifice of Ipbigenia. 
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Then the elder king found voice and answered: 

'"Heavy is my fate, not obeying. 

And heavy it is if 1 kill my child, the delight of my house. 

And with a virgin's blood upon the altar 195 

Make foul her father's hands. 

Either alternative is evil. 

How can I betray the fleet 
And fail the allied army? 

It is right they should passionately cry for the winds to be 
lulled 200 

By the blood of a girl. So be it. May it be well." 


But when he had put on the halter of Necessity 
Breathing in his heart a veering wind of evil 
Unsanctioned, unholy, from that moment forward 
He changed his counsel, would stop at nothing. J05 

For the heart of man is hardened by infatuation, 

A faulty adviser, the first link of sorrow. 

Whatever the cause, he brought himself to slay 
His daughter, an offering to promote the voyage 
To a war for a runaway wife. no 

Her prayers and her cries of father. 

Her life of a maiden, ; 

Counted for nothing with those militarists; 

But her father, having duly prayed, told the #l^endants 
To lift her, like a goat, above the altar ,/ aij 

With her robes falling about her, 1 

To lift her boldly, her spirit fainting, 

And hold back with a gag upon her lovely mouth 
By the dumb force of a bridle 

The cry which would curse the house. aao 

Then dropping on the ground her saffron dress, 

Glancing at each of her appointed 
Sacrificers a shaft of pity. 

Plain as in a picture she wished 

To speak to them by name, for often ^ 

At her father's tabic where men feasted 
She had sung in celebration for her father 
With a pure voice, affectionately, virginally. 

The hymn for happiness at the third libation. 

The sequel to this I saw not and tell not ajo 

But the crafts of Calchas gained their object. 

229. at the third libation: At the to Zeus the Savior. The bst libation 


banquet three libations (offerings of 
wine) were poured, the third and last 


was accompanied by a hymn ol praise, 
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To learn by suffering is the equation of Justice; the Future 
Is known when it comes, let it go till then. 

To knwjn ^vance is to sorrow in advance. 

The facts will appear with the shining ofThe dawn, »zs 

[Enter clytemnestra.] 

But may good, at the least, follow after 
As the queen here wishes, who stands 
Nearest the throne, the only 
Defence of the land of Argos. 

LEADER OF THE CHORUS. I have come, Clytemnestra, reverencing 
your authority. *40 

For it is right to honour our master's wife 
When the man's own throne is empty. 

But you, if you have heard good news for certain, or if 
You sacrifice on the strength of flattering hopes, 

I would gladly hear. Though I cannot cavil at silence. *45 
CLYTEMNESTRA. Bearing good news, as the proverb says, may Dawn 
Spring from her mother Night. 

You will hear something now that was beyond your hopes. 

The men of Argos have taken Priam's city. 

LEAD. What! I cannot believe it It escapes me. » 5 c 

CLYT. Troy in the hands of the Greeks. Do I speak plain? 

LEAD. Joy creeps over me, calling out my tears. 

CLYT. Yes. Your eyes proclaim your loyalty. 

LEAD. But what are your grounds? Have you a proof of it? • ^ 
CLYT. There is proof indeed — unless God has cheated us. ass 

LEAD. Perhaps you believe the inveigling shapes of dreams? 

CLYT. I would not be credited with a dozing brain! 

LEAD. Or are you puffed up by Rumour, the wingless flyer? 

CLYT. You mock my common sense as if I were a child. 

LEAD. But at what time was the city given to sack? a6o 

CLYT. In this very night that gave birth to this day. 

LEAD. What messenger could come so fast? 

CLYT. Hephaestus, launching a fine flame from Ida, 

263. Hephaestus: i.e., fire. Hephaes- Mount Aegiplanctus on the Isthmus of 
tus was the god of fire and of the Corinth, across the sea (the Saronic 
crafts dependent upon fire. Gulf) to Mount Arachnaeus in Argive 

263 ff. Ida: the mountain range near territory. This fire is the one seen by 

Troy. The names which follow in. this the watchman at the beginning of the 

speech designate the places where beacon play. The speech has often been crit- 

fires flashed the message of Troy’s fall icized as discursive, but it has great 

to Argos. The chain extends from Ida poetic importance. The image of the 

to Hermes’ clii! on the island of Lenmos light which will dispel the darkness, first 

(off the coast of Asia Minor), to introduced by the watchman, is one of 

Mount Athos (which is situated on a the dominant images of the trilogy, 

rocky peninsula in north Greece), to and is here developed by Clytemnestra 

Mount Macistus on Uie island of with magnificent ambiguous effect. For 

Euboea (off the coast of central the watchman the light means the safe 

Greece), to Mei^pion, a mountain of return of Agamemnon and the restore- 

the maifttaiid, to CIthaeron, a mountain tion of order in the house; for Oy- 

aear Thebes, across Lake Gorgopis to temnestra it meant the return of Aga- 
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Beacon forwarding beacon, despatch-riders of fire, 

Ida relayed to Hermes* cliff in Lemnos *65 

And the great glow from the island was taken over third 
By the height of Athos that belongs to Zeus, 

And towering then to straddle over the sea 
The might of the running torch joyfully tossed 
The gold gleam forward like another sun, 

Herald of light to the heights of Mount Macistus, 

And he without delay, nor carelessly by sleep 
Encumbered, did not shirk his intermediary role, 

His farflung ray reached the Euripus* tides 
And told Messapion's watchers, who in turn 
Sent on the message further 
Setting a stack of dried-up heather on fire. 

And the strapping flame, not yet enfeebled, leapt 
Over the plain of Asopus like a blazing moon 
And woke on the crags of Cithaeron 
Another relay in the chain of fire. 

The light that was sent from far was not declined 
By the look-out men, who raised a fiercer yet, 

A light which jumped the water of Gorgopis 
And to Mount Aegiplanctus duly come 
Urged the reveille of the punctual fire. 

So then they kindle it squandcringly and launch 
A beard of flame big enough to pass 
The headland that looks down upon the SaremiC gulf. 

Blazing and bounding till it reached at length 
The Arachnaean steep, our neighbouring height^ 

And leaps in the latter end on the roof of the sons of Atreus 
Issue and image of the fire on Ida. 

Such was the assignment of my torch-racers, 

The task of each fulfilled by his successor, 

And victor is he who ran both first and last. 


*75 


2S5 


Such is the proof I offer you, the sign 
My husband sent me out of Troy. 


LEAD. To the gods, queen, I shall 

memnon to his death at her hands. 
Each swift jump of the racing light is 
one step nearer home and death for 
Agamemnon. The light the watchman 
longs for brings only greater dark- 
ness, but eventually it brings darkness 
for Clytemnestra too. The final emer- 
gence of the true light comes in the 
glare of the torchlight procession which 
ends the last play of the trilogy, a 
procession which symbolizes perfect rec- 
onciliation on both the human and the 
divine levels, and the working out of 
the will of Zeus in the substitution of 


give thanks presently. 

justice for vengeance. The conception 
of the beacons as a chain of descendants 
(compare, “Issue and image of the fire 
on Ida,” 1. 295), is also important; the 
fire at Argos which announces Aga- 
memnon’s imminent death is a direct 
descendant of the fire on Ida which an- 
nounces the sack of Troy and Aga- 
memnon’s sacrilegious conduct there. 
The metaphor thus reminds us of the 
sequence of crimes from generation to 
generation which is the history of the 
house of Pelops. 

296. he who ran hath first and last: 
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But I would like to hear this story further, 900 

To wonder at it in detail from your lips. 

CLYT. The Greeks hold Troy upon this day. 

The cries in the town I fancy do not mingle. 

Pour oil and vinegar into the same jar, 

You would say they stand apart unlovingly; 305 

Of those who are captured and those who have conquered 
Distinct are the sounds of their diverse fortunes, 

For these having flung themselves about the bodies 
Of husbands and brothers, or sons upon the bodies 
Of aged fathers from a throat no longer 310 

Free, lament the fate of their most loved. 

But those a night’s marauding after battle 
Sets hungry to what breakfast the town offers 
Not billeted duly in any barracks order 

But as each man has drawn his lot of luck. 315 

So in the captive homes of Troy already 

They take their lodging, free of the frosts 

And dews of the open. Like happy men 

They will sleep all night without sentry. 

But if they respect duly the city's gods, 320 

Those of the captured land and the sanctuaries of the gods. 
They need not, having conquered, fear reconquest. 

But let no lust fall first upon the troops 
To plunder what is not right, subdued by gain. 

For they must still, in order to come home safe, 32s 

Get round the second lap of the doubled course. 

So if they return without offence to the gods 
The grievance of the slain may learn at last 
A friendly talk — unless some fresh wrong falls. 

Such are the thoughts you hear from me, a woman. 330 

But may the good prevail for all to see. 

We have much good. I only ask to enjoy it. 

LEAD. Woman, you speak with sense like a prudent man. 

I, who have heard your valid proofs, prepare 

To give the glory to God. 335 

Fair recompense is brought us for our troubles. 

[CLYTEMNESTRA goes back into the palace.] 

CHOR. O Zeus our king and Night our friend 
Donor of glories. 

Night who cast on the towers of Troy 


The chain of beacons is compared to 
a relay race in which the runners carry 
torches; the last runner (who runs the 
final lap) comes in first to win. 

323. But let no lust faU: The audi> 
^ce was familiar with the traditional 


account, according to which Agamem- 
non and his army failed signally to 
respect the gods and temples of Troy. 

337. Nigkt: Troy feU to a night 
attack. 
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A close-clinging net so that neither the grown 
Nor any of the children can pass 
The enslaving and huge 
Trap of all-taking destruction. 

Great Zeus, guardian of host and guest, 

I honour who has done his work and taken 
A leisured aim at Paris so that neither 
Too short nor yet over the stars 
He might shoot to no purpose. 

From Zeus is the blow they can tell of, 

This at least can be established, 

They have fared according to his ruling. For some 
Deny that the gods deign to consider those among men 
Who trample on the grace of inviolate things; 

It is the impious man says this, 

For Ruin is revealed the child 
Of not to be attempted actions 
When men are puffed up unduly 
And their houses are stuffed with riches. 

Measure is the best. Let danger be distant. 

This should suffice a man 
With a proper part of wisdom. 

For a man has no protection 

Against the drunkenness of riches * 

Once he has spurned from his sight f 

The high altar of Justice. ^ 

Sombre Persuasion compels him, , p 

Intolerable child of calculating Doom; 

All cure is vain, there is no glozing it over 

But the mischief shines forth with a deadly light 

And like bad coinage 

By rubbings and frictions 

He stands discoloured and black 

Under the test — ^like a boy 

Who chases a winged bird. 

He has branded his city for ever. 

His prayers are heard by no god. 

Who makes such things his practice 
The gods destroy him. 

This way came Paris 
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3 S3. Wko trample . . . things: The 
language throughout this passage is 
significantly general. The chorus refers 
to Paris, but everything it says is 
equally applicable to Agamemnon, who 


sacrificed his daughter for his ambitions. 
359. Measure: the mean, moderation. 
373-374. like a boy . . . bird: a 
proverbial expression describing a per- 
son of insane ambitions. 
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To the house of the sons of Atreus 
And outraged the table of friendship 
Stealing the wife of his host. 

Leaving to her countrymen clanging of 
Shields and spears and 
Launching of warships 

And bringing instead of a dowry destruction to Troy 
Lightly she was gone through the gates daring 
Things undared. Many the groans 
Of the palace spokesmen on this theme — 

"'O the house, the house, and its princes, 

O the bed and the imprint of her limbs; 

One can sec him crouching in silence 
Dishonoured and unrcviling.'' 

Through desire for her who is overseas, a ghost 
Will seem to rule the household. 

And now her husband hates 
The grace of shapely statues; 

In the emptiness of their eyes 
All their appeal is departed. 

But appearing in dreams persuasive 
Images come bringing a joy that is vain. 

Vain for when in fancy he looks to touch her — 

Slipping through his hands the vision 
Rapidly is gone 

Following on wings the walks of sleep. 

Such are his griefs in his house on his hearth. 

Such as these and worse than these. 

But everywhere through the land of Greece which men have 

Are mourning women with enduring hearts 

To be seen in all houses; many 

Arc the thoughts which stab their hearts; 

For those they sent to war 
They know, but in place of men 
That which comes home to them 
Is merely an urn and ashes. 

But the money-changer War, changer of bodies. 

Holding his balance in the battle 
Home from Troy refined by fire 
Sends back to friends the dust 
That is heavy with tears, stowing 
A man’s worth of ashes 


406. Ms: Menelaua^. 


417. balance: scales. 
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In an easily handled jar. 

And they wail speaking well of the men how that one 
Was expert in battle, and one fell well in the carnage— 
But for another man's wife. 

Muffled and muttered words; 

And resentful grief creeps up against the sons 
Of Atreus and their cause. 

But others there by the wall 
Entombed in Trojan ground 
Lie, handsome of limb. 

Holding and hidden in enemy soil. 

Heavy is the murmur of an angry people 
Performing the purpose of a public curse; 

There is something cowled in the night 
That I anxiously wait to hear. 

For the gods are not blind to the 
Murderers of many and the black 
Furies in time 

Wlien a man prospers in sin 

By erosion of life reduce him to darkness. 

Who, once among the lost, can no more ^ 

Be helped. Over-great glory 
Is a sore burden. The high peak 
Is blasted by the eyes of Zeus. 

I prefer an unenvied fortune. 

Not to be a sacker of cities 

Nor to find myself living at another's 

Ruling, myself a captive. 

AN OLD MAN. From the good news' l^cacon a swift 
Rumour is gone through the town. 

Who knows if it be true 
Or some deceit of the gods? 

ANOTHER OLD MAN. Who is SO childish or broken in wit 
To kindle his heart at a new-fangled message of flame 
And then be downcast 
At a change of report? 

ANOTHER OLD MAN. It fits the temper of a woman. 

To give her assent to a story before it is proved. 
ANOTHER OLD MAN. The ovcr-crcdulous passion of 
expands 

In swift conflagration but swiftly declining is gone 
The news that a woman announced. 

LEAD. Soon we shall know about the illuminant torches. 
The beacons and the fiery relays. 


women 
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Whether they were true or whether like dreams 4^ 

That pleasant light came here and hoaxed our wits. 

Look: I see, coming from the beach, a herald 
Shadowed with olive shoots; the dust upon him, 

Mud's thirsty sister and colleague, is my witness 

That he will not give dumb news nor news by lighting 470 

A flame of fire with the smoke of mountain timber; 

In words he will either corroborate our joy — 

But the opposite version I reject with horror. 

To the good appeared so far may good be added. 

ANOTHER SPEAKER. Whocver makes other prayers for this our 
city, 475 

May he reap himself the fruits of his wicked heart. 

[Enter the herald, who kisses the ground before speaking.] 
HERALD. Earth of my fathers, O the earth of Argos, 

In the light of the tenth year I reach you thus 
After many shattered hopes achieving one. 

For never did I dare to think that here in Argivc land 480 

I should win a grave in the dearest soil of home; 

But now hail, land, and hail, light of the sun. 

And Zeus high above the country and the Pythian king — 

May he no longer shoot his arrows at us 

(Implacable long enough beside Scamander) 485 

But now be saviour to us and be healer. 

King Apollo. And all the Assembly's gods 
I call upon, and him my patron, Hermes, 

The dear herald whom all heralds adore. 

And the Heroes who sped our voyage, again with favour 490 
Take back the army that has escaped the spear. 

O cherished dwelling, palace of royalty, 

O august thrones and gods facing the sun. 

If ever before, now with your bright eyes 

Gladly receive your king after much time, 49s 

Wlio comes bringing light to you in the night time, 

And to all these as well — King Agamemnon. 

Give him a good welcome as he deserves. 

Who with the axe of judgment-awarding God 

Has smashed Troy and levelled the Trojan land; soo 

The altars are destroyed, the seats of the gods. 

And the seed of all the land is perished from it. 

Having cast this halter round the neck of Troy 
The King, the elder son of Atreus, a blessed man, 

468. Shadowed with olive shoots: scenes of the Iliad, Book I. 
wearing a wreath of olive. 488. Hermes: As the messenger of 

483. Pythian king: Apollo. Zeus, he was the patron deity of her* 

484. arrows: Compare the opening aids. 
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Comes, the most worthy to have honour of all 90 $ 

Men that are now. Paris nor his guilty city 

Can boast that the crime was greater than the atonement. 

Convicted in a suit for rape and robbery 

He has lost his stolen goods and with consummate ruin 

Mowed down the whole country and his father’s house. 510 

The sons of Priam have paid their account with interest. 

LEAD. Hail and be glad, herald of the Greek army. 

HER. Yes. Glad indeed! So glad that at the gods’ demand 
I should no longer hesitate to die. 

LEAD. Were you so harrowed by desire for home? 51s 

HER. Yes. Tlie tears come to my eyes for joy. 

LEAD. Sweet then is the fever which afflicts you. 

HER. Wliat do you mean? Let me learn your drift. 

LEAD. Longing for those whose love came back in echo. 

HER, Meaning the land was homesick for the army? 520 

LEAD. Yes. I would often groan from a darkened heart 
HER. This sullen hatred — ^how did it fasten on you? 

LEAD. I cannot say. Silence is my stock prescription. 

HER. Wliat? In your masters’ absence were there some you feared? 
LEAD. Yes. In your phrase, death would now be a gratification. 525 
HER. Yes, for success is ours. These things have taloen time. 

Some of them we could say have fallen well, ^ 

Wliile some we blame. Yet who except the gods* 

Is free from pain the whole duration of life? « 

If I were to tell of our labours, our hard lodging $30 

The sleeping on crowded decks, the scanty blanliets. 

Tossing and groaning, rations that never reached us— 

And the land too gave matter for more disguStji 
For our beds lay under the enemy’s walls. 

Continuous drizzle from the sky, dews from the marshes, 535 
Rotting our clothes, filling our hair with lice. 

And if one were to tell of the bird-destroying Winter 

Intolerable from the snows of Ida 

Or of the heat when the sea slackens at noon 

Wavcless and dozing in a depressed calm — 540 

But why make these complaints? The weariness is over; 

Over indeed for some who never again 
Need even trouble to rise. 

Why make a computation of the lost? 

Why need the living sorrow for the spites of fortune? S4S 
I wish to say a long goodbye to disasters. 

For us, the remnant of the troops of Argos, 


523. SUence: Throughout this dia- 
logue the chorus has been nerving it- 
self to warn the herald that there is 


danger for Agamemnon at home: at this 
point its nerve fails, and it abandons 
the attempt. 
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The advantage remains, the pain can not outweigh it; 

So we can make our boast to this sun’s light, 

Flying on words above the land and sea; 550 

‘'Having taken Troy the Argive expedition 
Has nailed up throughout Greece in every temple 
These spoils, these ancient trophies.” 

Those who hear such things must praise the city 
And the generals. And the grace of God be honoured 555 

Which brought these things about. You have the whole story. 
LEAD. I confess myself convinced by your report. 

Old men are always young enough to learn. 

[Enter clytemnestra from the palace.] 

This news belongs by right first to the house 
And Clytemnestra — though I am enriched also. s6o 

CLYT. Long before this I shouted at joy’s command 
At the coming of the first night-messenger of fire 
Announcing the taking and capsizing of Troy. 

And people reproached me saying, “Do mere beacons 
Persuade you to think that Troy is already down? 565 

Indeed a woman’s heart is easily exalted.” 

Such comments made me seem to be wandering but yet 
I began my sacrifices and in the women’s fashion 
Throughout the town they raised triumphant cries 
And in the gods’ enclosures s7o 

Lulling the fragrant, incense-eating flame. 

And now what need is there for you to tell me more? 

From the King himself I shall learn the whole story. 

But how the best to welcome my honoured lord 
I shall take pains when he comes back — For what 
Is a kinder light for a woman to see than this. 

To open the gates to her man come back from war 
When God has saved him? Tell this to my husband. 

To come with all speed, the city’s darling; 

May he returning find a wife as loyal 
As when he left her, watchdog of the house. 

Good to him but fierce to the ill-intentioned, 

And in all other things as ever, having destroyed 
No seal or pledge at all in the length of time. 

I know no pleasure with another man, no scandal, 

More than I know how to dye metal red. 

Such is my boast, bearing a load of truth, 

A boast that need not disgrace a noble wife. 

LEAD. Thus has she spoken; if you take her meaning, 

Only a specious tale to shrewd interpreters, 

569. triumphant cries: the women’s victory cry mentioned by the watchman. 
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[Exit] 

590 * 
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But do you, herald, tell me; I ask after Menelaus 
Whether he will, returning safe preserved. 

Come back with you, our land's loved master. 

HER. I am not able to speak the lovely falsehood 

To profit you, my friends, for any stretch of time. $9S 

LEAD. But if only the true tidings could be also good! 

It is hard to hide a division of good and true. 

HER. The prince is vanished out of the Greek fleet. 

Himself and ship. I speak no lie. 

LEAD. Did he put forth first in the sight of all from Troy, 600 
Or a storm that troubled all sweep him apart? 

HER. You have hit the target like a master archer, 

Told succinctly a long tale of sorrow. 

LEAD. Did the rumours current among the remaining ships 

Represent him as alive or dead? 605 

HER. No one knows so as to tell for sure 

Except the sun who nurses the breeds of earth. 

LEAD. Tell me how the storm came on the host of ships 
Tlirough the divine anger, and how it ended. 

HER. Day of good news should not be fouled by tongue 610 

That tells ill news. To each god his season. 

When, despair in his face, a messenger brings tp a town 
The hated news of a fallen army — 

One general wound to the city and many men: 

Outcast, outcursed, from many homes - 615 

By the double whip which War is fond of, 

Doom with a bloody spear in either hand. 

One carrying such a pack of grief could well. 

Recite this hymn of the Furies at your askirig. 

But when our cause is saved and a messenger of good 620 
Comes to a city glad with festivity, 

How am I to mix good news with bad, recounting 
The storm that meant God's anger on the Greeks? 

For they swore together, those inveterate enemies, 

Fire and sea, and proved their alliance, destroying 625 

The unhappy troops of Argos. 

In night arose ill-waved evil. 

Ships on each other the blasts from Thrace 

Crashed colliding, which butting with horns in the violence 

Of big wind and rattle of rain were gone 630 

591. Menelaus: The relevance of this choral ode which follows shows how 

question and the following speeches lies much the chorus is obsessed with 

in the fact that Menelaus’ absence Helen’s guilt — so much that it fails 

makes Agamemnon’s murder easier to recognize the true responsibility for 

(his presence might have made it im- the war and the imminence of disaster, 

possible), and in the fact that Mene- 625. Fire: lightning, 
laus is bringing Helen home; the 
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To nothing, whirled all ways by a wicked shepherd. 

But when there came up the shining light of the sun 
We saw the Aegean sea flowering with corpses 
Of Greek men and their ships' wreckage. 

But for us, our ship was not damaged, 635 

Whether someone snatched it away or begged it off. 

Some god, not a man, handling the tiller; 

And Saving Fortune was willing to sit upon our ship 

So that neither at anchor we took the tilt of waves 

Nor ran to splinters on the crag-bound coast. 640 

But then having thus escaped death on the sea, 

In the white day, not trusting our fortune, 

We pastured this new trouble upon our thoughts, 

The fleet being battered, the sailors weary. 

And now if any of them still draw breath, 645 

They are thinking no doubt of us as being lost 
And we are thinking of them as being lost. 

May the best happen. As for Menelaus 
The first guess and most likely is a disaster. 

But still — if any ray of sun detects him 650 

Alive, with living eyes, by the plan of Zeus 
Not yet resolved to annul the race completely. 

There is some hope then that he will return home. 

So much you have heard. Know that it is the truth. [Exit.] 
CHOR. Who was it named her thus 655 

In all ways appositely 

Unless it was Someone whom we do not see. 

Fore-knowing fate 

And plying an accurate tongue? 

Helen, bride of spears and conflict's eso 

Focus, who as was befitting 
Proved a hell to ships and men. 

Hell to her country, sailing 

Away from delicately-sumptuous curtains, 

Away on the vdnd of a giant Zephyr, (6s 

And shielded hunters mustered many 
On the vanished track of the oars. 

Oars beached on the leafy 
Banks of a Trojan river 

For the sake of a bloody war. 670 

But on Troy was thrust a marring marriage 
By the Wrath that working to an end exacts 
In time a price from guests 

SS6. appositely: Helen’s name contains a preek root (JMeO whicli meagns **to 
destroy.” 
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Who dishonoured their host 

And dishonoured Zeus of the Hearth, 

From those noisy celebrants 
Of the wedding hymn which fell 
To the brothers of Paris 
To sing upon that day. 

But learning this, unlearning that, 

Priam's ancestral city now 
Continually mourns, reviling 
Paris the fatal bridegroom. 

The city has had much sorrow. 

Much desolation in life. 

From the pitiful loss of her people. 

So in his house a man might rear 
A lion's cub caught from the dam 
In need of suckling, 

In the prelude of its life 
Mild, gentle with children. 

For old men a playmate. 

Often held in the arms 
Like a new-born child. 

Wheedling the hand. 

Fawning at belly's bidding. 

But matured by time he showed 
Tlie temper of his stock and payed 
Thanks for his fostering 
With disaster of slaughter of sheep 
Making an unbidden banquet 
And now the house is a shambles. 

Irremediable grief to its people. 

Calamitous carnage; 

For the pet they had fostered was sent 
By God as a priest of Ruin. 
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So I would say there came 
To the city of Troy 
A notion of windless calm. 

Delicate adornment of riches, j 

Soft shooting of the eyes and flower 
Of desire that stings the fancy. 

But swerving aside she achieved 
A bitter end to her marriage, 

111 guest and ill companion, 9 

675. £ems of 4h€ Mtofik: Zeus in his capacity as protector of host and guest. 
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Hurled upon Priam's sons, convoyed 
By Zeus, patron of guest and host. 
Dark angel dowered with tears. 


Long current among men an old saying 

Runs that a man's prosperity 7ao 

When grown to greatness 

Comes to birth, does not die childless— 

His good luck breeds for his house 
Distress that shall not be appeased. 

I only, apart from the others, 725 

Hold that the unrighteous action 
Breeds true to its kind, 

Leaves its own children behind it. 

But the lot of a righteous house 

Is a fair oflFspring always. 730 

Ancient self-glory is accustomed 
To bear to light in the evil sort of men 
A new self-glory and madness. 

Which sometime or sometime finds 

The appointed hour for its birth, 73s 

And born therewith is the Spirit, intractable, unholy, irresistible, 
The reckless lust that brings black Doom upon the house, 

A child that is like its parents. 

But Honest Dealing is clear 

Shining in smoky homes, 740 

Honours the god-fearing life. 

Mansions gilded by filth of hands she leaves, 

Turns her eyes elsewhere, visits the innocent house, 

Not respecting the power 

Of wealth mis-stamped with approval, 745 

But guides all to the goal. 

[Enter agamemnon and cassandra on chariots.] 

CHOR. Come then my King, stormer of Troy, 

Offspring of Atreus, 

How shall I hail you, how give you honour 

Neither overshooting nor falling short 750 

. Of the measure of homage? 

There are many who honour appearance too much 


719—724. Long current . . . appeased: 
These lines state the traditional Greek 
view that immoderate good fortune (or 
excellence of any kind beyond the aver- 
age) is itself the cause of disaster. In 
the lines which follow, the chorus re- 
jects this view and states that only an 


act of evil produces evil consequences. 
It later admits by implication (11. 739 
ff.) that those who are less prosperous 
are less likdy to commit such an act. 

740. smoAy Aomes: Le., poor homes. 

752. TAere are many . . . : The 
cfadrus is trying tb warn Agamemnon, 
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Passing the bounds that are right. 

To condole with the unfortunate man 

Each one is ready but die bite of the grief 7S5 

Never goes through to the heart. 

And they join in rejoicing, affecting to share it. 

Forcing their face to a smile. 

But he who is shrewd to shepherd his sheep 

Will fail not to notice the eyes of a man 760 

Which seem to be loyal but lie, 

Fawning with watery friendship. 

Even you, in my thought, when you marshalled the troops 
For Helen’s sake, I will not hide it. 

Made a harsh and ugly picture. 

Holding badly the tiller of reason, 

Paying with the death of men 
Ransom for a willing whore. 

But now, not unfriendly, not superficially, 

I offer my service, well-doers’ welcome. 

In time you will learn by inquiry 
Who has done rightly, who transgressed 
In the work of watching the city. 

AGAMEMNON. First to Argos and the country’s gods 
My fitting salutations, who have aided me 
To return and in the justice which I exacted 
From Priam’s city. Hearing the unspoken case i 
The gods unanimously had cast their vote 
Into the bloody urn for the massacre of Troy; 

But to the opposite urn 

Hope came, dangled her hand, but did no mere. 

Smoke marks even now the city’s capture. 

Whirlwinds of doom are alive, the dying ashes 
Spread on the air the fat savour of wealth. 

For these things we must pay some memorable return 785 

To Heaven, having exacted enormous vengeance 

For wife-rape; for a woman 

The Argive monster ground a city to powder, 

Sprung from a wooden horse, shield-wielding folk. 

Launching a leap at the setting of the Pleiads, 790 

Jumping the ramparts, a ravening lion. 

Lapped its fill of the kingly blood. 

To the gods I have drawn out this overture 


76s 


770 


775 


780 


and goes much further than it did in its 
dialogue with the herald. 

779. bloody urn: The Greeks voted 
with pebbles, which were put into 
different urns and then counted. 


789. wooden horse: The stratagem 
with which the Greeks captured Uie 
city. 

790. at the setting of the Pleiads: 
late in the fall. 



204 • Aeschylus 


But as for your concerns, I bear them in my mind 

And say the same, you have me in agreement. 795 

To few of men does it belong by nature 

To congratulate their friends unenviously. 

For a sullen poison fastens on the heart. 

Doubling the pain of a man with this disease; 

He feels the weight of his own griefs and when 800 

He sees another's prosperity he groans. 

I speak with knowledge, being well acquainted 
With the mirror of comradeship — ghost of a shadow 
Were those who seemed to be so loyal to me. 

Only Odysseus, who sailed against his will, 805 

Proved, when yoked with me, a ready tracehorse; 

I speak of him not knowing if he is alive. 

But for what concerns the city and the gods 
Appointing public debates in full assembly 
We shall consult. That which is well already 810 

We shall take steps to ensure it remain well. 

But where there is need of medical remedies, 

By applying benevolent cautery or surgery 
We shall try to deflect the dangers of disease. 

But now, entering the halls where stands my hearth, 815 

First I shall make salutation to the gods 

Who sent me a far journey and have brought me back. 

And may my victory not leave my side. 

[Enter clytemnestra, followed by women slaves carrying 
purple tapestries.] 

CLYT. Men of the city, you the aged of Argos, 

I shall feel no shame to describe to you my love sm 

Towards my husband. Shyness in all of us 

Wears thin with time. Here are the facts first hand. 

I will tell you of my own unbearable life 
I led so long as this man was at Troy. 

For first that the woman separate from her man 825 

Should sit alone at home is extreme cruelty. 

Hearing so many malignant rumours — First 

Comes one, and another comes after, bad news to worse. 

Clamour of grief to the house. If Agamemnon 

Had had so many wounds as those reported 830 

Which poured home through the pipes of hearsay, then — 


805. Odysseus: Feigning madness in 
order to escape going to Troy, he was 
tricked ilato demonstrating his sanity. 
IIhs Sremarit shows that the truth is 
far from Agamemnon’s mind; he has no 
tlMgld thet his danger comes from a 
woman. 


820-821. love towards my husband: 
The Greek is ambiguous, and may mean 
also *‘love for men.” 

821. Shyness: T^ word also means 
“modesty,” “virtue.” Almost every 
statement in this speech has a double 
meaning. 
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Then he would be gashed fuller than a net has holes! 

And if only he had died ... as often as rumour told us, 

He would be like the giant in the legend, 

Three-bodied, Dying once for every body, 83s 

He should have by now three blankets of earth above him — 

All that above him; I care not how deep the mattress under! 
Such are the malignant rumours thanks to which 
They have often seized me against my will and undone 
The loop of a rope from my neck. 841 

And this is why our son is not standing here. 

The guarantee of your pledges and mine, 

As he should be, Orestes. Do not wonder; 

He is being brought up by a friendly ally and host, 

Strophius the Phocian, who warned me in advance 845 

Of dubious troubles, both your risks at Troy 
And the anarchy of shouting mobs that might 
Overturn policy, for it is born in men 
To kick the man who is down. 

This is not a disingenuous excuse. 850 

For me the outrushing wells of weeping are dried up. 

There is no drop left in them. 

My eyes are sore from sitting late at nights { 

Weeping for you and for the baffled beacons, 

Never lit up. And, when I slept, in dreams 855 

I have been waked by the thin whizz of a buzzifig 
Gnat, seeing more horrors fasten on you > 

Than could take place in the mere time of my daeam. 

Having endured all this, now, with unsorrowd heart 

I would hail this man as the watchdog of the farm, 860 

Forestay that saves the ship, pillar that props 

The lofty roof, appearance of an only son 

To a father or of land to sailors past their hope. 

The loveliest day to see after the storm. 

Gush of well-water for the thirsty traveller. 865 

Such are the metaphors I think befit him. 

But envy be absent. Many misfortunes already 

We have endured. But now, dear head, come down 

Out of that car, not placing upon the ground 

Your foot, O King, the foot that trampled Troy. 870 

Why are you waiting, slaves, to whom the task is assigned 

To spread the pavement of his path with tapestries? 

834. giant: Geryon, a fabulous giant 872. tapestries: To walk on these 
with three heads and six arms. tapestries, wall hangings dyed with the 

845. Phocian: Phocis is in central expensive purple (crimson), would be 
Greece, Orestes grew up there in exile an act of extravagant pride. Pride is 
and later returned to avenge bis father. the keynote of Agamemnon’s character. 
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At once, at once let his way be strewn with purple 
That Justice lead him toward his unexpected home. 

The rest a mind, not overcome by sleep «75 

Will arrange rightly, with God's help, as destined* 

ACAM. Daughter of Leda, guardian of my house, 

You have spoken in proportion to my absence. 

You have drawn your speech out long. Duly to praise me, 

That is a duty to be performed by others. sso 

And further — do not by women's methods make me 

Effeminate nor in barbarian fashion 

Gape ground-grovelling acclamations at me 

Nor strewing my path with cloths make it invidious. 

It is the gods should be honoured in this way. 88$ 

But being mortal to tread embroidered beauty 
For me is no way without fear. 

I tell you to honour me as a man, not god. 

Footcloths are very well — Embroidered stuffs 

Are stuff for gossip. And not to think unwisely B90 

Is the greatest gift of God. Call happy only him 

Who has ended his life in sweet prosperity. 

I have spoken. This thing I could not do with confidence. 
CLYT. Tell me now, according to your judgment. 

ACAM. I tell you you shall not override my judgment. 89s 

CLYT. Supposing you had feared something . , . 

Could you have vowed to God to do this thing? 

ACAM. Yes. If an expert had prescribed that vow. 

CLYT. And how would Priam have acted in your place? 

ACAM. He would have trod the cloths, I think, for certain. 900 
CLYT. Then do not flinch before the blame of men. 

ACAM. The voice of the multitude is very strong. 

CLYT. But the man none envy is not enviable. 

ACAM. It is not a woman's part to love disputing. 

CLYT. But it is a conqueror's part to yield upon occasion. 905 
ACAM. You think such victory worth fighting for? 

CLYT. Give way. Consent to let me have the mastery. 

ACAM. Well, if such is your wish, let someone quickly loose 
My vassal sandals, underlings of my feet, 

And stepping on these sea-purples may no god 910 

Shoot me from far with the envy of his eye. 


and it suits Ciytemnestra's sense of 
fitness that he should go into his death 
in i^like state, treading a way “strewn 
with puipl^t^' the color of blood. 

877, Daughter af Leda: Clytemnes* 
tra and Helen are both daughters of 
Leda. 


882. barbarian: foreign, especially 
Asiatic. Aeschylus is thinking of the 
pomp and servility of the contemporary 
Persian court. 

898. expert: a priest, or prophet, 
Calchas for instance. 

910. iea-pwples: The dye was i 
from shellfish. 
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Great shame it is to ruin my house and spoil 
The wealth of costly weavings with my feet. 

But of this matter enough. This stranger woman here 

Take in with kindness. The man who is a gentle master 91$ 

God looks on from far oflf complacently. 

For no one of his will bears the slave's yoke. 

This woman, of many riches being the chosen 
Flower, gift of the soldiers, has come with me. 

But since I have been prevailed on by your words 920 

I will go to my palace home, treading on purples. 

[He dismounts from the chariot and begins to walk up the 
tapestried path. During the following speech he enters the 
palace.] 

CLYT. There is the sea and who shall drain it dry? It breeds 
Its wealth in silver of plenty of purple gushing 
And ever-renewed, the dyeings of our garments. 

The house has its store of these by God's grace. King. 925 

TTiis house is ignorant of poverty 

And I would have vowed a pavement of many garments 

Had the palace oracle enjoined that vow 

Thereby to contrive a ransom for his life. 

For while there is root, foliage comes to the bouse 930 

Spreading a tent of shade against the Dog Star. 

So now that you have reached your hearth an 4 home 
You prove a miracle — advent of warmth in winter; 

And further this — even in the time of heat 

Wlien God is fermenting wine from the bittet grape, 935 

Even then it is cool in the house if only 

Its master walk at home, a grown man, ripe, 

O Zeus the Ripener, ripen these my prayers; . 

Your part it is to make the ripe fruit fall. 

[She enters the palace.] 

CHOR. Why, why at the doors 940 

Of my fore-seeing heart 
Does this terror keep beating its wings? 

And my song play the prophet 
Unbidden, unhired — 

Which I cannot spit out 945 

Like the enigmas of dreams 

Nor plausible confidence 

Sit on the throne of my mind? 


914. stranger woman: Cassandra, 
daughter of Priam, Agamemnon’s share 
of the human booty of the sack of 
Troy. She was loved by Apollo and by 
him given the gift of prophecy; but 


when she refused her love to the god 
he added to his gift the proviso that her 
prophecies, fhough true, ihould never 
be believed until it was too tate. 
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It is long time since 

The cables let down from the stem 950 

Were chafed by the sand when the seafaring army started for 
Troy. 

And I learn with my eyes 
And witness myself their return; 

But the hymn without lyre goes up. 

The dirge of the Avenging Fiend, 955 

In the depths of my self-taught heart 
Which has lost its dear 
Possession of the strength of hope. 

But my guts and my heart 

Are not idle which seethe with the waves 960 

Of trouble nearing its hour. 

But I pray that these thoughts 
May fall out not as I think 

And not be fulfilled in the end. 

Truly when health grows much 965 

It respects not limit; for disease, 

Its neighbour in the next door room^ 

Presses upon it. 

A man's life, crowding sail. 

Strikes on the blind reef: 970 

But if caution in advance 

Jettison part of the cargo 

With the derrick of due proportion. 

The whole house does not sink. 

Though crammed with a weight of woe 97s 

The hull does not go under. 

The abundant bounty of God 
And his gifts from the year's furrows 
Drive the famine back. 


But when upon the ground there has fallen once 980 

The black blood of a man's death, 

Who shall summon it back by incantations? 

Even Asclcpius who had the art 
To fetch the dead to life, even to him 

Zeus put a provident end. 985 

But, if of the heaven-sent fates 


971-979. But if caution . . . back: 
These lines reCer to a traditional Greek 
belief that the fortunate man could 
avert the envy of heaven by deliber- 
ately getting Hd of some precious pos- 
session. 


983. Asclcpius: the great physician, 
who was so skillful that he finally suc- 
ceeded in restoring a dead man to life. 
2^us struck him with a thunderbolt for 
going too far. 
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One did not check the other. 

Cancel the other's advantage, 

My heart would outrun my tongue 

In pouring out these fears. ^go 

But now it mutters in the dark, 

Embittered, no way of hoping 
To unravel a scheme in time 
From a burning mind. 

[cLYTEMNESTRA appears in the door of the palace,] 

CLYT. Go in too, you; I speak to you, Cassandra, 99S 

Since God in his clemency has put you in this house 
To share our holy water, standing with many slaves 
Beside the altar that protects the house. 

Step down from the car there, do not be overproud. 

Heracles himself they say was once looo 

Sold, and endured to eat the bread of slavery. 

But should such a chance inexorably fall. 

There is much advantage in masters who have long been rich. 
Those who have reaped a crop they never expected 
Are in all things hard on their slaves and overstep the line. loos 
From us you will have the treatment of tradition. 

LEAD. You, it is you she has addressed, and clearly. 

Caught as you are in these predestined toils 
Obey her if you can. But should you disobey i . . 

CLYT. If she has more than the gibberish of the sWllow, loio 

An unintelligible barbaric speech, ^ t 

I hope to read her mind, persuade her reason, J 
LEAD. As things now stand for you, she says the'b^t. 

Obey her; leave that car and follow her. v 
CLYT. I have no leisure to waste out here, outsidi the door, iws 
Before the hearth in the middle of my house; 

The victims stand already, wait the knife. 

You, if you will obey me, waste no time. 

But if you cannot understand my language — 

[To CHORUS leader] 

You make it plain to her with the brute and voiceless hand. 1020 
LEAD. The stranger seems to need a clear interpreter. 

She bears herself like a wild beast newly captured. 

CLYT. The fact is she is mad, she listens to evil thoughts, 

Who has come here leaving a city newly captured 

Without experience how to bear the bridle io«s 

997. holy water: used in the sacrifice time forced to be slave to Omphale, an 
in honor of Agamemnon’s return which Eastern queen. 

is about to take place inside the house. .1010. gibberish of the swallow: The 

1000, Heracles: The Greek hero, comparison of foreign sp««ch to the 

famous for his twelve labors which twittering of the swallow was a Greek 

rid the earth of monsters; #as at one commonplace. 
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So as not to waste her strength in foam and blood. 

I will not spend more words to be ignored. 

[She re-enters the palace,] 

CHOR. But I, for I pity her, will not be angry. 

Obey, unhappy woman. Leave this car. 

Yield to your fate. Put on the untried yoke. 1030 

CASSANDRA. Apollo! Apollo! 

CHOR. Why do you cry like this upon Apollo? 

He is not the kind of god that calls for dirges. 

CASS. Apollo! Apollo! 

CHOR. Once more her funereal cries invoke the god 1035 

Who has no place at the scene of lamentation. 

CASS. Apollo! Apollo! 

God of the Ways! My destroyer! 

Destroyed again — and this time utterly! 

CHOR. She seems about to predict her own misfortunes. 1040 

The gift of the god endures, even in a slave's mind. 

CASS. Apollo! Apollo! 

God of the Ways! My destroyer! 

Where? To what house. Where, where have you brought me? 
CHOR. To the house of the sons of Atreus. If you do not know 

it, 1045 

I will tell you so. You will not find it false. 

CASS. No, no, but to a god-hated, but to an accomplice 
In much kin-killing, murdering nooses, 

Man-shambles, a floor asperged with blood. 

CHOR. The stranger seems like a hound with a keen scent, 1050 

Is picking up a trail that leads to murder. 

CASS. Clues! I have clues! Look! They are these. 

These wailing, these children, butchery of children; 

Roasted flesh, a father sitting to dinner. 

CHOR. Of your prophetic fame we have heard before 1055 

But in this matter prophets are not required. 

CASS. What is she doing? What is she planning? 

What is this new great sorrow? 

Great crime . . . within here . . . planning 
Unendurable to his folk, impossible 1060 

Ever to be cured. For help 
Stands far distant 


1038. God of the Ways: A statue of 
Apollo was often placed outside the 
house overlooking the street. (Perhaps 
there was one on stage in this scene.) 
destroyer: The Greek word is apollon, 
a pun on the god’s name. 

1044. brought: another pun on the 
god’s name; the word translated 
*^brought” echoes, in the (Smk, the 


word translated “God of the ways.” 

1049. asperged with blood: She sees 
Agamemnon murdered in his bath. 

1054. a father sitting to dinner: 
Thyestes at his feast. 

1057. she: Ciytemnestra. 

1061-1062. hdp stands far distant: 
a reference to Menelaus (distant in 
space) and Orestes (distant in Ume>. 
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CHOR. This reference I cannot catch. But the children 
I recognized; that refrain is hackneyed. 

CASS, Damned, damned, bringing this work to completion — 1065 

Your husband who shared your bed 
To bathe him, to cleanse him, and then — 

How shall I tell of the end? 

Soon, very soon, it will fall. 

The end comes hand over hand 1070 

Grasping in greed, y 

CHOR. Not yet do I understand. After her former riddles 
Now I am baffled by these dim pronouncements. 

CASS. Ah God, the vision! God, God, the vision! 

A net, is it? Net of Hell! 1075 

But herself is the net; shared bed; shares murder. 

O let the pack ever-hungering after the family 
Howl for the unholy ritual, howl for the victim. 

CHOR. Wliat black Spirit is this you call upon the house — 

To raise aloft her cries? Your speech does not lighten me. 1080 
Into my heart runs back the blood 
Yellow as when for men by the spear fallen 
The blood ebbs out with the rays of the setting life 
And death strides quickly. 

CASS. Quick! Be on your guard! The bull — 1085 

Keep him clear of the cow. , 

Caught with a trick, the black horn’s point, 

She strikes. He falls; lies in the water. 1 

Murder; a trick in a bath. I tell what I see. 

CHOR. I would not claim to be expert in oracles . 1090 

But these, as I deduce, portend disaster. 

Do men ever get a good answer from oracles? . 

No. It is only through disaster 
That their garrulous craft brings home 

The meaning of the prophet’s panic. 1095 

CASS. And for me also, for me, chance ill-destined! 

My own now I lament, pour into the cup my own. 

Where is this you have brought me in my misery? 

Unless to die as well. What else is meant? 

CHOR. You are mad, mad, carried away by the god, noo 

Raising the dirge, the tuneless 
Tune, for yourself. Like the tawny 


1077. paeJi ever^hungermg: the Fu- 
ries. 

1102-1103. tawny unsatisfied singer: 
the nightingale. Philomela was raped 
by Tereus, the husband of her sister 
Procne. The two sisters avenged them- 


selves by killing Tereus’ son Itys, and 
serving up his flesh to Tereus to eat. 
Philomela was changed into a night- 
ingale, mourning for Itys (the name is 
an imitation of the sound of the night- 
ingale’s song). 
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Unsatisfied singer from her luckless heart 
Lamenting ''Itys, Itys/' the nightingale 

Lamenting a life luxuriant with grief. nos 

CASS, Oh the lot of the songful nightingale! 

The gods enclosed her in a winged body, 

Gave her a sweet and tearless passing. 

But for me remains the two-edged cutting blade. 

CHOR. From whence these rushing and God-inflicted mo 

Profitless pains? 

Why shape with your sinister crying 
Tlie piercing hymn — fear-piercing? 

How can you know the evil-worded landmarks 

On the prophetic path? ms 

CASS. Oh the wedding, the wedding of Paris — death to his people! 

0 river Scamander, water drunk by my fathers! 

When I was young, alas, upon your beaches 

1 was brought up and cared for. 

But now it is the River of Wailing and the banks of Hell mo 
That shall hear my prophecy soon. 

CHOR. What is this clear speech, too clear? 

A child can understand it. 

I am bitten with fangs that draw blood 

By the misery of your cries, nas 

Cries harrowing the heart. 

CASS. O trouble on trouble of a city lost, lost utterly! 

My father's sacrifices before the towers. 

Much killing of cattle and sheep, 


No cure — availed not at all 

To prevent the coming of what came to Troy, 

And I, my brain on fire, shall soon enter the trap. 
CHOR. This speech accords with the former. 

Wliat god, malicious, over-heavy, persistently pressing. 
Drives you to chant of these lamentable 
Griefs with death their burden? 

But I cannot sec the end. 

[CASSANDRA HOW stcps dowti fwm the car,] 

CASS. The oracle now no longer from behind veils 
Will be peeping forth like a newly-wedded bride; 

But I can feel it like a fresh wind swoop 

And rush in the face of the dawn and, wave-like, wash 

Against the sun a vastly greater grief 

Than this one. I shall speak no more conundrums. 

And bear me witness, pacing me, that I 

Am trailing on the scent of ancient wrongs. 

For this house here a choir never deserts. 


X130 


1135 


1x40 


1145 
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Chanting together ill. For they mean ill, 

And to puff up their arrogance they have drunk 
Men's blood, this band of revellers that haunts the house, 

Hard to be rid of, fiends that attend the family. ns© 

Established in its rooms they hymn their hymn 
Of that original sin, abhor in turn 
The adultery that proved a brother's ruin. 

A miss? Or do my arrows hit the mark? 

Or am I a quack prophet who knocks at doors, a babbler? 1155 
Give me your oath, confess I have the facts. 

The ancient history of this house's crimes. 

LEAD. And how could an oath's assurance, however finely assured. 
Turn out a remedy? I wonder, though, that you 
Being brought up overseas, of another tongue, 1160 

Should hit on the whole tale as if you had been standing by. 
CASS. Apollo the prophet set me to prophesy. 

LEAD. Was he, although a god, struck by desire? 

CASS. Till now I was ashamed to tell the story. 

LEAD. Yes. Good fortune keeps us all fastidious. 116$ 

CASS. He wrestled hard upon me, panting love. 

LEAD. And did you come, as they do, to child-getting? 

CASS. No. I agreed to him. And I cheated him. 

LEAD. Were you already possessed by the mystic art? ^ 

CASS. Already I was telling the townsmen all their faiture 

suffering. . i 1170 

LEAD. Then how did you escape the doom of Apollo's anger? 

CASS. I did not escape. No one ever believed me. ? 

LEAD. Yet to us your words seem worthy of belief.; if 
CASS. Oh misery, misery! . ‘ : 

Again comes on me the terrible labour of true ! 117s 

Prophecy, dizzying prelude; distracts . . . 

Do you see these who sit before the house. 

Children, like the shapes of dreams? 

Children who seem to have been killed by their kinsfolk. 

Filling their hands with meat, flesh of themselves, 1180 

Guts and entrails, handfuls of lament — 

Clear what they hold— the same their father tasted. 

For this I declare someone is plotting vengeance — 

A lion? Lion but coward, that lurks in bed. 

Good watchdog truly against the lord's return — 1x85 

My lord, for I must bear the yoke of serfdom. 

Leader of the ships, overturner of Troy, 

He does not know what plots the accursed hound 

1153. adultery: thyestfes seduced 1184. Lion but coward: AegisUuis. 

the wife of Atreus. This was the he^ 1188. hound: Clytemnestra. 

ginning of strife between the brothers. 
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With the licking tongue and the pricked-up ear will plan 
In the manner of a lurking doom, in an evil hour. 119c 

A daring criminal! Female murders male. 

What monster could provide her with a title? 

An amphisbaena or hag of the sea who dwells 
In rocks to ruin sailors — 

A raving mother of death who breathes against her folk 1195 
War to the finish. Listen to her shout of triumph, 

Who shirks no horrors, like men in a rout of battle. 

And yet she poses as glad at their return. 

If you distrust my words, what does it matter? 

That which will come will come. You too will soon stand 

here 1200 

And admit with pity that I spoke too truly. 

LEAD. Thyestes' dinner of his children’s meat 
I understood and shuddered, and fear grips me 
To hear the truth, not framed in parables. 

But hearing the rest I am thrown out of my course. 120s 

CASS. It is Agamemnon's death I tell you you shall witness. 

LEAD. Stop! Provoke no evil. Quiet your mouth! 

CASS. The god who gives me words is here no healer. 

LEAD. Not if this shall be so. But may some chance avert it. 

CASS. You are praying. But others are busy with murder. 1210 

LEAD. What man is he promotes this terrible thing? 

CASS. Indeed you have missed my drift by a wide margin! 

LEAD. But I do not understand the assassin's method. 

CASS. And yet too well I know the speech of Greece! 

LEAD. So does Delphi but the replies are hard. 1215 

CASS. Ah what a fire it is! It comes upon me. 

. Apollo, Wolf-Destroyer, pity, pity . • . 

It is the two-foot lioness who beds 
Beside a wolf, the noble lion away. 

It is she will kill me. Brewing a poisoned cup 1220 

She will mix my punishment too in the angry draught 
And boasts, sharpening the dagger for her husband. 

To pay back murder, for my bringing here. 

Why then do I wear these mockeries of myself. 

The wand and the prophet's garland round my neck? 1225 

My hour is coming — ^but you shall perish first. 

Destruction! Scattered thus you give me my revenge; 

Go and enrich some other woman with ruin. 


1193. amphisbaena: a fabulous ser- 
pent with a head at either end; the 
word means literally 'Agoing in both 
directions.” 

1208. healer: one of Apollo’s titles. 


1212. missed my drift: in speaking 
of a man instead of a woman. 

1215. Delphi: The replies of the Del- 
phic oracle were celebrated for their 
obscurity and ambiguity. 
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See: Apollo himself is stripping me 
Of my prophetic gear, who has looked on 
When in this dress I have been a laughing-stock 
To friends and foes alike, and to no purpose; 

They called me crazy, like a fortune-teller, 

A poor starved beggar-woman — ^and I bore it. 

And now the prophet undoing his prophetess 
Has brought me to this Snal darkness. 

Instead of my father's altar the executioner's block 
Waits me the victim, red with my hot blood. 

But the gods will not ignore me as I die. 

One will come after to avenge my death, 

A matricide, a murdered father's champion. 

Exile and tramp and outlaw he will come back 
To gable the family house of fatal crime; 

His father's outstretched corpse shall lead him home. 

Why need I then lament so pitifully? 

For now that I have seen the town of Troy 
Treated as she was treated, while her captors 
Come to their reckoning thus by the gods' verdict, 

I will go in and have the courage to die. 

Look, these gates are the gates of Death. I greet them. 
And I pray that I may meet a deft and mortal stroke 
So that without a struggle I may close 
My eyes and my blood ebb in easy death. 

LEAD. Oh woman very unhappy and very wise, ; 

Your speech was long. But if in sober truth 
You know your fate, why like an ox that the gods 
Drive, do you walk so bravely to the altar? 

CASS. There is no escape, strangers. No; not by postponement. 
LEAD. But the last moment has the privilege of hope. 

CASS. The day is here. Little should I gain by flight. 

LEAD. This patience of yours comes from a brave soul. 

CASS. A happy man is never paid that compliment. 

LEAD. But to die with credit graces a mortal man. 

CASS. Oh my father! You and your noble sons! 

[She approaches the door, then suddenly recoils.] 

LEAD. What is it? What is the fear that drives you back? 

CASS. Faugh. 

LEAD. Why faugh? Or is this some hallucination? 

CASS. These walls breathe out a death that drips with blood. 
LEAD. Not so. It is only the smell of the sacrifice. 

CASS. It is like a breath out of a charnel-house. 

LEAD. You think our palace bums odd incense then! 

1240 ff., one will come after . . . : These lines refer to Orestes. 
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CASS. But I will go to lament among the dead 
My lot and Agamemnon’s. Enough of life! 

Strangers, 

1 am not afraid like a bird afraid of a bush 1^75 

But witness you my words after my death 
When a woman dies in return for me a woman 
And a man falls for a man with a wicked wife. 

I ask this service, being about to die. 

LEAD. Alas, I pity you for the death you have foretold. 1280 

CASS. One more speech I have; I do not wish to raise 
The dirge for my own self. But to the sun I pray 
In face of his last light that my avengers 
May make my murderers pay for this my death, 

Death of a woman slave, an easy victim. 1285 

[She enters the pdace.] 

LEAD. Ah the fortunes of men! When they go well 
A shadow sketch would match them, and in ill-fortune 
The dab of a wet sponge destroys the drawing. 

It is not myself but the life of man I pity. 

CHOR. Prosperity in all men cries 1290 

For more prosperity. Even the owner 
Of the finger-pointed-at palace never shuts 
His door against her, saying '‘Come no more." 

So to our king the blessed gods had granted 
To take the town of Priam, and heaven-favoured 1295 

He reaches home. But now if for former bloodshed 
He must pay blood 
And dying for the dead shall cause 
Other deaths in atonement 

What maa could boast he was born 1300 

Secure, who heard this story? 

AGAM. [Within] Oh! I am struck a mortal blow — within! 

LEAD. Silence! Listen. Who calls out, wounded with a mortal stroke? 
AGAM. Again — the second blow — I am struck again. 

LEAD. You heard the king cry out. I think the deed is done. 1305 
Let us see if we can concert some sound proposal. 

.2ND OLD MAN. Well, I will tell you my opinion^ — 

Raise an alarm, summon the folk to the palace. 

3RD OLD MAN. I say burst in with all speed possible. 

Convict them of the deed while still the sword is wet. 1310 
4TH OLD MAN. And I am partner to some such suggestion. 

1 am for taking some course. No time to dawdle. 

5TH OLD MAN. The case is plain. This is but the beginning. 

T\iciy ate going Vo seV np iicAaVot^ip \n V\ve sltaVe, 
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6th old man. We are wasting time. The assassins tread to 

earth 1315 

The decencies of delay and gives their hands no sleep. 

7TH OLD MAN. I do not know what plan I could hit on to pro- 
pose. 

The man who acts is in the position to plan. 

8th old man. So I think, too, for I am at a loss 
To raise the dead man up again with words. 1320 

9TH OLD MAN. Then to stretch out our life shall we yield thus 
To the rule of these profaners of the house? 
lOTH OLD MAN. It is not to bc endured. To die is better. 

Death is more comfortable than tyranny. 
iiTH OLD MAN. And are we on the evidence of groans 1325 

Going to give oracle that the prince is dead? 

12TH OLD MAN. We must know the facts for sure and then be 
angry. 

Guesswork is not the same as certain knowledge. 

LEAD. Then all of you back me and approve this plan — 

To ascertain how it is with Agamemnon 1330 

[The doors of the palace open, revealing the bodies of 
AGAMEMNON and CASSANDRA. CLYTEMNESTRA Stands obOVe 
them.] 

CLYT. Much having been said before to fit the ttioment, 

To say the opposite now will not outface me. ; 

How else could one serving hate upon the hated, 

Thought to be friends, hang high the nets of doom 
To preclude all leaping out? ' 1335 

For me I have long been training for this match,' 

I tried a fall and won — a victory overdue. 

I stand here where I struck, above my victims; 

So I contrived it — this I will not deny — 

That he could neither fly nor ward off death; 1340 

Inextricable like a net for fishes 

I cast about him a vicious wealth of raiment 

And struck him twice and with two groans he loosed 

His limbs beneath him, and upon him fallen 

I deal him the third blow to the God beneath the earth, 134s 

To the safe keeper of the dead a votive gift, 

And with that he spits his life out where he lies 

And smartly spouting blood he sprays me with 

TTie sombre drizzle of bloody dew and I 

Rejoice no less than in God's gift of rain 1350 

The crops are glad when the ear of corn gives birth. 

1345. third blow to the God beneath the earth: like the third libation to Zeus 
above. 
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These things being so, you, elders of Argos^ 

Rejoice if rejoice you will. Mine is the glory. 

And if I could pay this corpse his due libation 
I should be right to pour it and more than right; i3SS 

With so many horrors this man mixed and filled 
The bowl — and, coming home, has drained the draught himself. 
LEAD. Your speech astonishes us. This brazen boast 
Above the man who was your king and husband! 

CLYT. You challenge me as a woman without foresight 1360 

But I with unflinching heart to you who know 
Speak. And you, whether you will praise or blame, 

It makes no matter. Here lies Agamemnon, 

My husband, dead, the work of this right hand, 

An honest workman. There you have the facts. 1365 

CHOR. Woman, what poisoned 
Herb of the earth have you tasted 
Or potion of the flowing sea 
To undertake this killing and the people's curses? 

You threw down, you cut oflE — The people will cast you out, 1370 
Black abomination to the town. 

CLYT. Now your verdict — in my case — is exile 
And to have the people's hatred, the public curses. 

Though then in no way you opposed this man 
Who carelessly, as if it were a head of sheep 
Out of the abundance of his fleecy flocks, 

Sacrificed his own daughter, to me the dearest 
Fruit of travail, charm for the Thracian winds. 

He was the one to have banished from this land, 

Pay off the pollution. But when you hear what I 
Have done, you judge severely. But I warn you — 

Threaten me on the understanding that I am ready 
For two alternatives — Win by force the right 
To rule me, but, if God brings about the contrary. 

Late in time you will have to learn self-discipline. 

CHOR. You are high in the thoughts. 

You speak extravagant things, 

After the soiling murder your crazy heart 
Fancies your forehead with a smear of blood. 

Unhonoured, unfriended, you must 
Pay for a blow with a blow, 

CLYT. Listen then to this — the sanetion of my oaths: 

By the Justice totting up my child's atonement, 

By the Avenging Doom and Fiend to whom I killed this man, 
For me hope walks not in the rooms of fear i 

So long as my fire is lit upon my hearth 
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By Aegisthus, loyal to me as he was before. 

TTie man who outraged me lies here, 

The darling of each courtesan at Troy, 

And here with him is the prisoner clairvoyant, 

The fortune-teller that he took to bed. 

Who shares his bed as once his bench on shipboard, 

A loyal mistress. Both have their deserts. 

He lies so; and she who like a swan 
Sang her last dying lament 
Lies his lover, and the sight contributes 
An appetiser to my own bed's pleasure. 

CHOR. Ah would some quick death come not overpainful. 
Not overlong on the sickbed. 

Establishing in us the ever- 

Lasting unending sleep now that our guardian 

Has fallen, the kindest of men. 

Who suffering much for a woman 
By a woman has lost his life. 

O Helen, insane, being one 
One to have destroyed so many 
And many souls under Troy, 

Now is your work complete, blossomed not for oblivion, 
Unfading stain of blood. Here now, if in any home, 

Is Discord, here is a man's deep-rooted ruin* 

CLYT. Do not pray for the portion of death 
Weighed down by these things, do not turn 
Your anger on Helen as destroyer of men. 

One woman destroyer of many 
Lives of Greek men, 

A hurt that cannot be healed. 

CHOR. O Evil Spirit, falling on the family. 

On the two sons of Atreus and using 
Two sisters in heart as your tools, 

A power that bites to the heart — 

See on the body 

Perched like a raven he gloats 

Harshly croaking his hymn. 

CLYT. Ah, now you have amended your lips' opinion. 

Calling upon this family's three times gorged 
Genius — demon who breeds 
Blood-hankering lust in the belly: 

Before the old sore heals, new pus collects. 

CHOR. It is a great spirit — great — 

You tell of, harsh in anger, 

A ghastly tale, alas. 
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Of unsatisfied disaster 
Brought by Zeus, by Zeus, 

Cause and worker of all. 

For without Zeus what comes to pass among us? 1445 

Which of these things is outside Providence? 

O my king, my king, 

How shall I pay you in tears, 

Speak my affection in words? 

You lie in that spider’s web, 1450 

In a desecrating death breathe out your life. 

Lie ignominiously 

Defeated by a crooked death 

And the two-edged cleaver’s stroke. 

CLYT, You say this is my work — mine? 1455 

Do not cozen yourself that I am Agamemnon’s wife. 
Masquerading as the wife 
Of the corpse there the old sharp-witted Genius 
Of Atreus who gave the cruel banquet 

Has paid with a grown man’s life 1460 

The due for children dead. 

CHOR. That you are not guilty of 
This murder who will attest? 

No, but you may have been abetted 

By some ancestral Spirit of Revenge. 1465 

Wading a millrace of the family’s blood 
The black Manslayer forces a forward path 
To make the requital at last 

For the eaten children, the blood-clot cold with time. 

O my king, my king, 1470 

How shall I pay you in tears, 

Speak my affection in words? 

You lie in that spider’s web. 

In a desecrating death breathe out your life. 

Lie ignominiously 1475 

Defeated by a crooked death 

And the two-edged cleaver’s stroke. 

CLYT. Did he not, too, contrive a crooked 
Horror for the house? My child by him, 

Shoot that I raised, much-wept-for Iphigeneia, 1480 

He treated her like this; 

So suffering like this he need not make 

Any great brag in Hell having paid with death 

Dealt by the sword for work of his own beginning. 

CHOR. I am at a loss for thought, I lack 1485 

An nimble counsel as to where 
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To turn when the house is falling. 

I fear the house-collapsing crashing 

Blizzard of blood— of which these drops are earnest. 

Now is Destiny sharpening her justice 

On other whetstones for a new infliction. 

O earth, earth, if only you had received me 
Before I saw this man lie here as if in bed 
In a bath lined with silver. 

Who will bury him? Who will keen him? 

Will you, having killed your own husband. 

Dare now to lament him 
And after great wickedness make 
Unamending amends to his ghost? 

And who above this godlike hero's grave 
Pouring praises and tears 

Will grieve with a genuine heart? 

CLTT. It is not your business to attend to that. 

By my hand he fell low, lies low and dead. 

And I shall bury him low down in the earth, 

And his household need not weep him 

For Iphigeneia his daughter 

Tenderly, as is right, i 

Will meet her father at the rapid ferry of sorrowl^ 

Put her arms round him and kiss him! j 

CHOR. Reproach answers reproach, ; ^ 

It is hard to decide, , | 

The catcher is caught, the killer pays for his kilL 
But the law abides while Zeus abides enthront^d r 
That the wrongdoer suffers. That is established. 

Who could expel from the house the seed of the Curse? 
The race is soldered in sockets of Doom and Vengeance. 
CLYT. In this you say what is right and the will of God. 
But for my part I am ready to make a contract 
With the Evil Genius of the House of Atreus 
To accept what has been till now, hard though it iS/ 

But that for the future he shall leave this house 
And wear away some other stock with deaths 
Imposed among themselves. Of my possessions 
A small part will suffice if only I 
Can rid these walls of the mad exchange of murder. 
[Enter aegisthus, followed by soldiers-] 

AEGiSTHUs. O welcome light of a justice-dealing day! 

From now on I will say that the gods, avenging men. 
Look down from above on the crimes of earth, 

1495. keen: mourn for. 
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Seeing as I do in woven robes of the Furies i53« 

This man lying here — 3 . sight to warm my heart— 

Paying for the crooked violence of his father. 

For his father Atreus, when he ruled the country, 

Because his power was challenged, hounded out 

From state and home his own brother Thyestes. 1535 

My father — ^let me be plain — ^was this Thyestes, 

Who later came back home a suppliant, 

There, miserable, found so much asylum 

As not to die on the spot, stain the ancestral floor. 

But to show his hospitality godless Atreus i54» 

Gave him an eager if not a loving welcome, 

Pretending a day of feasting and rich meats 
Served my father with his children's flesh. 

The hands and feet, fingers and toes, he hid 

At the bottom of the dish. My father sitting apart 1545. 

Took unknowing the unrecognizable portion 

And ate of a dish that has proved, as you see, expensive. 

But when he knew he had eaten worse than poison 
He fell back groaning, vomiting their flesh. 

And invoking a hopeless doom on the sons of Pelopi ass* 

Kicked over the table to confirm his curse — 

So may the whole race perish! 

Result of this — ^you sec this man lie here, 

I stitched this murder together it was my title. 

Me the third son he lef^ an unweaned infant, asss 

To share the bitterness of my father's exile. 

But I grew up and Justice brought me back, 

I grappled this man while still beyond his door, 

Having pieced together the programme of his ruin. 

So now would even death be beautiful to me ts6e 

Having seen Agamemnon in the nets of Justice. 

LEAD. Aegisthus. 1 cannot respect brutality in distress. 

You claim that you deliberately killed this prince 
And that yon alone planned this pitiful murder. 

Be sure that in your turn your head shall not escape 156* 

The people's volleyed curses mixed with stones. 

ABC. Do you speak so who sit at the lower oar 
While those on the upper bench control the ship? 

Old as you are, you will find it is a heavy load 

To go to school when old to learn the lesson of tact ist* 

For old age, too, gaol and hunger are fine 

Instructers in wisdom, second-si^ted doctors. 

ISia. f§hps: the founder ol the line. 
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Ton have eyes. Cannot you see? 

Do not kick against the pricks. The blow will hurt you. 

LEAD. You woman waiting in the house for those who return from 
battle 1S7S 

While you seduce their wives! Was it you devised 
The death of a master of armies? 

AEG. And these words, too, prepare the way for tears. 

Contrast your voice with the voice of Orpheus: he 
Led all things after him bewitched with joy, but you 
Having stung me with your silly yelps shall be 
Led off yourself, to prove more mild when mastered, 

LEAD, Indeed! So you are now to be king of Argos, 

You who, when you had plotted the king's death. 

Did not even dare to do that thing yourself! tsas 

AEG. No. For the trick of it was clearly woman's work. 

I was suspect, an enemy of old. 

But now I shall try with Agamemnon's wealth 
To rule the people. Any who is disobedient 
I will harness in a heavy yoke, no tracehorse work for him 
Like barley-fed colt, but hateful hunger lodging 
Beside him in the dark will see his temper soften. 

LEAD, Why with your cowardly soul did you yourself 
Not strike this man but left that work to a woman 
Whose presence pollutes our country and its gods? 1595 

But Orestes — does he somewhere see the light 
Tliat he may come back here by favour of fortape 
And kill this pair and prove the final victor? 

AEG. [Summoning his guards] Well, if such is your design in deeds 
and words, you will quickly learn — 

Here my friends, here my guards, there is work for you at 
hand. 1600 

LEAD. Come then, hands on hilts, be each and all of us prepared. 

[The old men and the guards threaten each other.] 

AEG. Very well! I too am ready to meet death with sword in hand. 
LEAD. We are glad you speak of dying. We accept your words for 
luck. 

CLYT. No, my dearest, do not so. Add no more to the train of wrong. 
To reap these many present wrongs is harvest enough of 
misery. ,60s 

Enough of misery. Start no more. Our hands are red. 

But do you, and you old men, go home and yield to fate in time. 
In time before you suffer. We have acted as we had to act. 

1590. tracehorse: an extra horse, outside the yoke, which does less work than 
the others. 
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If only our afflictions now could prove enough, we should agree — 
We who have been so hardly mauled in the heavy claws of the 
evil god. 1610 

So stands my word, a woman's, if any man thinks fit to hear. 
AEG. But to think that these should thus pluck the blooms of an 
idle tongue 

And should throw out words like these, giving the evil god his 
chance, 

And should miss the path of prudence and insult their master so! 
LEAD. It is not the Argive way to fawn upon a cowardly man. 1615 
AEG. Perhaps. But I in later days will take further steps with you. 
LEAD. Not if the god who rules the family guides Orestes to his 
home. 

AEG. Yes. I know that men in exile feed themselves on barren hopes. 
LEAD. Go on, grow fat defiling justice . . . while you have your 
hour. 

AEG. Do not think you will not pay me a price for your 
stupidity. 1620 

LEAD. Boast on in your self-assurance, like a cock beside his hen. 
CLYT. Pay no heed, Aegisthus, to these futile barkings. You and I, 
Masters of this house, from now shall order all things well. 

[They enter the palace.] 

THUCYDIDES 

History of the Peloponnesian War * 

[Athenian Democracy — The Athenians from the 
Enemy* s Point of View]t 

fThis is an extract from a speech made by the representatives of 
Corinth, a city bitterly hostile to Athens, at a congress of Spartan 
allies meeting at Sparta in 432 b.c. to discuss the question of peace 
or war with Athens. Tlie Spartans were hesitant, and in this speech 
the Corinthian ambassadors urge them to take a firm stand.] 

You have never considered what manner of men are these Athe- 
nians with whom you will have to fight, and how utterly unlike 
yourselves. They are revolutionary, equally quick in the conception 
and in the execution of every new plan; while you are conservative 
— careful only to keep what you have, originating nothing, and not 
acting even when action is most necessary. They are bold beyond 
their strength; they run risks which prudence would condemn; and 
xa the midst of misfortune they are fall of hope. Whereas it is your 
* Translated by Benjamin Jnwett t From Book I, Chapter 70. 
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nature, though strong, to act feebly; when your plans are most 
prudent, to distrust them; and when calamities come upon you, to 
think that you will never be delivered from them. They are impetu- 
ous, and you are dilatory; they are always abroad, and you are always 
at home. For they hope to gain something by leaving their homes; 
but you are afraid that any new enterprise may imperil what you 
have already. When conquerors, they pursue their victory to the 
utmost; when defeated, they fall back the least. Their bodies they 
devote to their country as though they belonged to other men; their 
true self is their mind, which is most truly their own when employed 
in her service. When they do not carry out an intention which they 
have formed, they seem to have sustained a personal bereavement; 
when an enterprise succeeds, they have gained a mere instalment of 
what is to come; but if they fail, they at once conceive new hopes 
and so fill up the void. With them alone to hope is to have, for 
they lose not a moment in the execution of an idea. This is the life- 
long task, full of danger and toil, which they arc always imposing 
upon themselves. None enjoy their good things less, because they 
are always seeking for more. To do their duty is their only holiday, 
and they deem the quiet of inaction to be as disagreeable as the 
most tiresome business. If a man should say of them,, in a word, that 
they were born neither to have peace themselves nor to allow peace 
to other men, he would simply speak the truth. j 

[Athenian Democracy — The Athenians, a Sdf-Portrait]* 

During the same winter,^ in accordance with an old national cus- 
tom, the funeral of those who first fell in this wat was celebrated 
by the Athenians at the public charge. The ceremony is as follows: 
Three days before the celebration they erect a tent in which the 
bones of the dead arc laid out, and every one brings to his own dead 
any offering which he pleases. At the time of the funeral the bones 
are placed in chests of cypress wood, which are conveyed on hearses; 
there is one chest for each tribe.^ They also carry a single empty lit- 
ter decked with a pall for all whose bodies are missing, and cannot 
be recovered after the battle. The procession is accompanied by any 
one who chooses, whether citizen or stranger, and the female rela- 
tives of the deceased arc present at the place of interment and make 
lamentation. The public sepulchre is situated in the most beautiful 
spot outside the walls; there they always bury those who fall in war; 
only after the battle of Marathon® the dead, in recognition of their 
pre-eminent valor, were interred on the field. When the remains 

* From Book II, Chapters 34-46. 3. on the coast of Attica. In this 

1. 431-430 B.c. battle (490 b.c.) the At^ians, alone 

2. The Athenian citizen body was except for a small contingent from the 

organized in ten tribes. neighboring city of PUtaea, defeated 

a Persian expeditionary force. 
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have been laid in the earth, some man of known ability and high 
reputation, chosen by the city, delivers a suitable oration over them; 
after which the people depart. Such is the manner of interment; 
and the ceremony was repeated from time to time throughout the 
war. Over those who were the first buried Pericles^ was chosen to 
speak. At the fitting moment he advanced from the sepulchre to a 
lofty stage, which had been erected in order that he might be heard 
as far as possible by the multitude, and spoke as follows: 

''Most of those who have spoken here before me have com- 
mended the lawgiver who added this oration to our other funeral 
customs; it seemed to them a worthy thing that such an honor 
should be given at their burial to the dead who have fallen on the 
field of battle. But I should have preferred that, when men's deeds 
have been brave, they should be honored in deed only, and with 
such an honor as this public funeral, which you are now witnessing. 
Then the reputation of many would not have been imperilled on 
the eloquence or want of eloquence of one, and their virtues be- 
lieved or not as he spoke well or ill. For it is difficult to say neither 
too little nor too much; and even moderation is apt not to give the 
impression of truthfulness. The friend of the dead who knows the 
facts is likely to think that the words of the speaker fall short of his 
knowledge and of his wishes; another who is not so well informed, 
when he hears of anything which surpasses his own powers, will be 
envious and will suspect exaggeration. Mankind are tolerant of the 
praises of others so long as each hearer thinks that he can do as well 
or nearly as well himself, but, when the speaker rises above him, 
jealousy is aroused and he begins to be incredulous. However, since 
our ancestors have set the seal of their approval upon the practice, 
I must obey, and to the utmost of my power shall endeavor to sat- 
isfy the wishes and beliefs of all who hear me. 

"I will speak first of our ancestors, for it is right and becoming 
that now, when we are lamenting the dead, a tribute should be paid 
to their memory. There has never been a time when they did not 
inhabit this land,® which by their valor they have handed down 
from generation to generation, and we have received from them a 
free state. But if they were worthy of praise, still more were our 
fathers, who added to their inheritance, and after many a struggle 
transmitted to us their sons this great empire.® And wc ourselves 

4 . the statesman who guided the invaders in 479 n.c. the Athenians or- 

polfcies of the Athenian democracy dur- ganized a league of the Greek cities on 

ing its greatest years. He died in the the islands and the Asiatic mainland 
next year, 430 b.c. for defense against any renewed Persian 

5. The Athenians boasted uninter- attack; as the years went by this 

rupted deiicent from the first inhabitants league was transformed from a league 
of the land. dominated by the Athenians into an 

6. After the defeat of the Persum empire which they ruled. 
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assembled here to-day, who are still most of us in the vigor of life, 
have chiefly done the work of improvement, and have richly en- 
dowed our city with all things, so that she is sufficient for herself 
both in peace and war. Of the military exploits by which our vari- 
ous possessions were acquired, or of the energy with which we or 
our fathers drove back the tide of war, Hellenic or Barbarian,^ I will 
not speak; for the talc would be long and is familiar to you. But 
before I praise the dead, I should like to point out by what prin- 
ciples of action we rose to power, and under what institutions and 
through what manner of life our empire became great. For I con- 
ceive that such thoughts are not unsuited to the occasion,® and that 
this numerous assembly of citizens and strangers may profitably lis- 
ten to them. 

‘‘Our form of government docs not enter into rivalry with the in- 
stitutions of others. We do not copy our neighbors, but are an ex- 
ample to them. It is true that we are called a democracy, for the 
administration is in the hands of the many and not of the few.® 
But while the law secures equal justice to all alike in their private 
disputes, the claim of excellence is also recognized; and when a citi- 
zen is in any way distinguished, he is preferred to the public service, 
not as a matter of privilege, but as the reward of merit. Neither is 
poverty a bar, but a man may benefit his country whatever be the 
obscurity of his condition. There is no exclusiveness in our public 
life, and in our private intercourse we are noti suspicious of one 
another, nor angry with our neighbor if he does what he likes; we 
do not put on sour looks at him which, though harmless, are not 
pleasant. While we arc thus unconstrained in our private inter- 
course, a spirit of reverence pervades our public acts; we arc pre- 
vented from doing wrong by respect for authofity and for the laws, 
having an especial regard to those which are Ordained for the pro- 
tection of the injured as well as to those unwritten laws which bring 
upon the transgressor of them the reprobation of the general senti- 
ment. 

‘‘And we have not forgotten to provide for our weary spirits many 
relaxations from toil; we have regular games and sacrifices through- 
out the year; at home the style of our life is refined; and the delight 
which we daily feel in all these things helps to banish melancholy. 

7. Hellenic or Barbarian: Greek or pressed as I thought he would be likely 

Persian. to express them, while at the sama time 

8. Thucydides tells his readers (Book I endeavoured, as nearly as I could, to 

I, Chapter 22) how he composed this give the general purport of what was 

and other speeches: “As to the speeches actually said.” 

. . , it was hard for me, and for others 9. The word “democracy” is com- 
who reported them to me, to recollect posed of the two Greek words demos 

the exact words. I have therefore put and kratos, which mean “people” and 

into the mouth of each speaker the “power” respectively, 

sentiments proper to the occasion, ex- 
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Because of the greatness of our city the fruits of the whole earth 
flow in upon us; so that we enjoy the goods of other countries as 
freely as of our own. 

‘‘TTien, again, our military training is in many respects superior 
to that of our adversaries. Our city is thrown open to the world, and 
we never expel a foreigner or prevent him from seeing or learning 
anything of which the secret if revealed to an enemy might profit 
him.^“ We rely not upon management or trickery, but upon our 
own hearts and hands. And in the matter of education, whereas 
they from early youth are always undergoing laborious exercises 
which are to make them brave, we live at ease, and yet are equally 
ready to face the perils which they face. And here is the proof. The 
Lacedaemonians^^ come into Attica not by themselves, but with 
their whole confederacy following; wc go alone into a neighbor's 
country; and although our opponents are fighting for their homes 
and we on a foreign soil, we have seldom any difficulty in over- 
coming them. Our enemies have never yet felt our united strength; 
the care of a navy divides our attention, and on land we are obliged 
to send our own citizens everywhere. But they, if they meet and 
defeat a part of our army, are as proud as if they had routed us all, 
and when defeated they pretend to have been vanquished by us all. 

'‘If then we prefer to meet danger with a light heart but without 
laborious training, and with a courage which is gained by habit and 
not enforced by law, are we not greatly the gainers? Smee we do not 
anticipate the pain, although, when the hour comes, we can be as 
brave as those who never allow themselves to rest; and thus too our 
city is equally admirable in peace and in war. For we are lovers of 
the beautiful, yet simple in our tastes, and wc cultivate the mind 
without loss of manliness. Wealth we employ, not for talk and 
ostentation, but when there is a real use for it. To avow poverty 
with us is no disgrace: the true disgrace is in doing nothing to avoid 
it An Athenian citizen does not neglect the state because he takes 
care of his own household; and even those of us who are engaged 
in business have a very fair idea of politics. We alone regard a man 
who takes no interest in public affairs, not as a harmless, but as a 
useless character; and if few of us are originators, we are all sound 
judges of a policy. The great impediment to action is, in our opin- 
ion, not discussion, but the want of that knowledge which is gained 
by discussion preparatory to action. For we have a peculiar power 
of thinking before we act and of acting too, whereas other men are 
courageous from ignorance but hesitate upon reflection. And they 
are surely to be esteemed the bravest spirits who, having the clearest 

10. in contrast to Sparta, where for- Athenian system of education with the 
eigners were admitted only on state Spartan, 

business and then kept under surveil- 11. Spartans, 
lance. The next sentence contrasts the 
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sense both of the pains and pleasures of life, do not on that ac- 
count shrink from danger. In doing good, again, we are unlike 
others; we make our friends by conferring, not by receiving favors. 
Now he who confers a favor is the firmer friend, because he would 
fain by kindness keep alive the memory of an obligation; but the 
recipient is colder in his feelings, because he knows that in requiting 
another's generosity he will not be winning gratitude, but only pay- 
ing a debt. We alone do good to our neighbors not upon a calcula- 
tion of interest, but in the confidence of freedom and in a frank and 
fearless spirit. To sum up: I say that Athens is the school of Hellas, 
and that the individual Athenian in his own person seems to have 
the power of adapting himself to the most varied forms of action 
with the utmost versatility and grace. This is no passing and idle 
word, but truth and fact; and the assertion is verified by the position 
to which these qualities have raised the state. For in the hour of 
trial Athens alone among her contemporaries is superior to the re- 
port of her. No enemy who comes against her is indignant at the 
reverses which he sustains at the hands of such a city; no subject 
complains that his masters are unworthy of him. And we shall as- 
suredly not be without witnesses; there are mighty monuments of 
our power which will make us the wonder of this and of succeeding 
ages;^2 praises of Homer or of any other 

panegyrist whose poetry may please for the moment, although his 
representation of the facts will not bear the lighi of day. For we 
have compelled every land and every sea to opci a path for our 
valor, and have everywhere planted eternal memorials of our friend- 
ship and of our enmity. Such is the city for whoSb sake these men 
nobly fought and died; they could not bear the thought that she 
might be taken from them; and every one of uS .^o survive should 
gladly toil on her behalf. 

have dwelt upon the greatness of Athens because I want to 
show you that we are contending for a higher prize than those who 
enjoy none of these privileges, and to establish by manifest proof 
the merit of these men whom I am now commemorating. Their 
loftiest praise has been already spoken. For in magnifying the city I 
have magnified them, and men like them whose virtues made her 
glorious. And of how few Hellenes can it be said as of them, that 
their deeds when weighed in the balance have been found equal to 
their fame! Methinks that a death such as theirs has been given the 
true measure of a man’s worth; it may be the first revelation of his 
virtues, but is at any rate their final seal. For even those who come 
short in other ways may justly plead the valor with which they have 
fought for their country; they have blotted out the evil with the 

12. The ruins of the fifth-century buildings on the Acropolis of Athens are still 
the wonder of the world. 
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good, and have benefited the state more by their public services 
than they have injured her by their private actions. None of these 
men were enervated by wealth or hesitated to resign the pleasures 
of life; none of them put off the evil day in the hope, natural to 
poverty, that a man, though poor, may one day become rich. But, 
deeming that the punishment of their enemies was sweeter than 
any of these things, and that they could fall in no nobler cause, 
they determined at the hazard of their lives to be honorably avenged, 
and to leave the rest. They resigned to hope their unknown chance 
of happiness; but in the face of death they resolved to rely upon 
themselves alone. And when the moment came they were minded 
to resist and suffer, rather than to fly and save their lives; they ran 
away from the word of dishonor, but on the battle-field their feet 
stood fast, and in an instant, at the height of their fortune, they 
passed away from the scene, not of their fear, but of their glory. 

''Such was the end of these men; they were worthy of Athens, 
and the living need not desire to have a more heroic spirit, although 
they may pray for a less fatal issue. Tlie value of such a spirit is not 
to be expressed in words. Any one can discourse to you for ever 
about the advantages of a brave defence which you know already. 
But instead of listening to him I would have you day by day fix 
your eyes upon the greatness of Athens, until you become filled 
with the love of her; and when you are impressed by the spectacle 
of her glory, reflect that this empire has been acquired by men who 
knew their duty and had the courage to do it, who in the hour of 
conflict had the fear of dishonor always present to them, and who, 
if ever they failed in an enterprise, would not allow their virtues to 
be lost to their country, but freely gave their lives to her as the 
fairest offering which they could present at her feast. The sacrifice 
which they collectively made was individually repaid to them; for 
they received again each one for himself a praise which grows not 
old, and the noblest of all sepulchres — I speak not of that in which 
their remains are laid, but of that in which their glory survives, and 
is proclaimed always and on every fitting occasion both in word and 
deed. For the whole earth is the sepulchre of famous men; not only 
are they commemorated by columns and inscriptions in their own 
country, but in foreign lands there dwells also an unwritten memo- 
rial of them, graven not on stone but in the hearts of men. Make 
them your examples, and, esteeming courage to be freedom and 
freedom to be happiness, do not weigh too nicely the perils of war. 
The unfortunate who has no hope of a change for the better has 
less reason to throw away his life than the prosperous who, if he 
survive, is always liable to a change for the worse, and to whom any 
accidental fall makes the most serious difference. To a man of spirit, 
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cowardice and disaster coming together are far more bitter than 
death, striking him unperceived at a time when he is full of courage 
and animated by the general hope. 

‘"Wherefore I do not now commiserate the parents of the dead 
who stand here; I would rather comfort them. You know that your 
life has been passed amid manifold vicissitudes; and that they may 
be deemed fortunate who have gained most honor, whether an 
honorable death like theirs, or an honorable sorrow like yours, and 
whose days have been so ordered that the term of their happiness is 
likewise the term of their life. I know how hard it is to make you 
feel this, when the good fortune of others will too often remind 
you of the gladness which once lightened your hearts. And sorrow 
is felt at the want of those blessings, not which a man never knew, 
but which were a part of his life before they were taken from hhn. 
Some of you are of an age at which they may hope to have other 
children, and they ought to bear their sorrow better; not only will 
the children who may hereafter be born make them forget their 
own lost ones, but the city will be doubly a gainer. She will not be 
left desolate, and she will be safer. For a man^s counsel cannot have 
equal weight or worth, when he alone has no children to risk in the 
general danger. To those of you who have passed their prime, I 
say: ‘Congratulate yourselves that you have been happy during the 
greater part of your days; remember that your life of sorrow will not 
last long, and be comforted by the glory of those \yho are gone. For 
the love of honor alone is ever young, and not riches, as some say, 
but honor is the delight of men when they are old and useless.' 

“To you who are the sons and brothers of the departed, I see 
that the struggle to emulate them will be an arduous one. For all 
men praise the dead, and, however pre-eminent yOur virtue may be 
hardly will you be thought, I do not say to equal, but even to ap- 
proach them. The living have their rivals and detractors, but when 
a man is out of the way, the honor and good-will which he receives 
is unalloyed. And, if I am to speak of womanly virtues to those of 
you who will henceforth be widows, let me sum them up in one 
short admonition: To a woman not to show more weakness than is 
natural to her sex is a great glory, and not to be talked about for 
good or for evil among men. 

“I have paid the required tribute, in obedience to the law, mak- 
ing use of such fitting words as I had. The tribute of deeds has been 
paid in part; for the dead have been honorably interred, and it re- 
mains only that their children should be maintained at the public 
charge until they are grown up; this is the solid prize with which, 
as with a garland, Athens crowns her sons living and dead, after a 
struggle like theirs. For where the rewards of virtue are greatest, 



232 • Sx3tphocle$ 

there the noblest citizens are enlisted in the service of the state. 
And now, when you have duly lamented, every one of his own dead, 
you may depart/' 


SOPHOCLES 

(495-406 B.C.) 

King Oedipus* 

Laius, son of Labdacus, king of Thebes, was infonned by the 
oracle that if he had a son, the child would kill his father and marry 
his mother. In spite of this warning, Laius did beget a son, and he 
and his wife Jocasta gave the baby to a shepherd, with instructions 
to abandon it on the mountainside near Thebes. To make the child's 
death doubly sure, they pierced its feet and tied them together. The 
shepherd, however, gave the child to another shepherd, who came 
from Corinthian territory on the other side of the range, and who 
gave the child to Polybus and Merope, king and queen of Corinth, 
who were childless. Oedipus, as the child was called, grew up to 
manhood in Corinth, and, disturbed by a taunt that he was not the 
son of Polybus, went to the oraele of Apollo to learn the truth 
about his birth. The oracle answered only that he was destined to 
kill his father and marry his mother. He decided never to return to 
Corinth, and made his way toward Thebes. On the way he became 
involved in a quarrel on the highway, as a result of which he killed 
his father, Laius, the leader of those with whom he had quarreled. 
Arriving at Thebes, he found the city a prey to the Sphinx, who 
refused to leave the city until someone answered her riddle. Oedipus 
did so, the Sphinx withdrew, and the grateful Thebans offered 
Oedipus the throne and the hand of Jocasta, the queen. Oedipus 
accepted both offers, and for many years ruled the city wisely and 
well. The play opens at a moment when Thebes is suffering from 
a plague of mysterious origin; the people, led by their priests, come 
to beg Oedipus for help. 


Characters 

OEDIPUS, King of Thebes tiresias, a seer 

JOCASTA, wife of Oedipus priest 

ANTIGONE, daughter of Oedipus messengers 

ISMENE, daughter of Oedipus herdsman 

CREON, brother-in-law of Oedipus chorus 

* Probably first produced in the open- translation by William Butler Yeats, 
ing years of the Peloponnesian War, from Sophocles* King Oedipus, copy- 
which began in 451 b.c. Our text is a right 1928 by The Macmillan Company. 
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OEDIPUS. Children, descendants of old Cadmus,^ why do you come 
before me, why do you carry branches of suppliants,* while the 
city smokes with incense and murmurs with prayer and lamenta- 
tion? I would not learn from any mouth but yours, old man, 
therefore I question you myself. Do you know of anything that I 
can do and have not done? How can I, being the man I am, being 
King Oedipus, do other than all I know? I were indeed hard of 
heart did I not pity such suppliants. 

PRIEST. Oedipus, King of my country, we who stand before your 
door are of all ages, some too young to have walked so many 
miles, some — priests of Zeus such as I — too old. Among us stand 
the pick of the young men, and behind in the marketplaces the 
people throng, carrying suppliant branches. We all stand here 
because the city stumbles towards death, hardly able to raise up 
its head. A blight has fallen upon the fruitful blossoms of the 
land, a blight upon flock and field and upon the bed of marriage 
— plague ravages the city. Oedipus, King, not God but foremost 
of living men, seeing that when you first came to this town of 
Thebes you freed us from that harsh singer, the riddling Sphinx,* 
we beseech you, all we suppliants, to find some help; whether you 
find it by your power as a man, or because, being near the Gods, 
a God has whispered you. Uplift our State; think upon your 
fame; your coming brought us luck, be lucky to us still; remember 
that it is better to rule over men than over a waste place, since 
neither walled town nor ship is anything if it be empty and no 
man within it. 

OEDiP. My unhappy children! I know well what need has brought 
you, what suffering you endure; yet, sufferUri though you be, 
there is not a single one whose suffering is as ihine — each mourns 
himself, but my soul mourns the city, myself^ Snd you. It is not 
therefore as if you came to arouse a sleeping man. No! Be certain 
that I have wept many tears and searched hither and thither for 
some remedy. I have already done the only thing that came into 
my head for all my search. I have sent the son of Menoeceus, 
Creon, my own wife’s brother, to the Pythian House of Phoebus,^ 
to hear if deed or word of mine may yet deliver this town. I am 
troubled, for he is a long time away — a longer time than should 

1. founder and first king of the by Oedipus. The riddle was, “What is 

city of Thebes. it that walks on four feet and two feet 

2. The suppliant carried a branch, and three feet and has only one voice; 

which he laid on the altar and left when it walks on most feet it is weak- 

there until his request was granted. At est?'’ Oedipus’ gnswer was, “Man.” (He 

the end of this scene Oedipus tells the has four feet aS a child crawling, and 

suppliants to take their branches off the three in old age, when he walks with 
altar. the aid of a stick.) 

3. the winged female monster that 4. Pythian House of Phoebus: the 
terrorized the city of Thebes until her oracle of Phoebus Apollo at Delphi, 
riddle was answered. It was answered 
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be — ^biit when he comes I shall not be an honest man unless I do 
whatever the God commands. 

PRIEST. You have spoken at the right time. They have just signalled 
to us that Creon has arrived. 

OEDIP. O King Apollo, may he bring brighter fortune, for his face is 
shining! 

PRIEST. He brings good news, for he is crowned with bay. 

OEDIP. We shall know soon. Brother-in-law, Menoeceus' son, what 
news from the God? 

CREON. Good news; for pain turns to pleasure when we have set the 
crooked straight. 

OEDIP. But what is the oracle? — so far the news is neither good nor 
bad. 

CREON. If you would hear it with all these about you, I am ready to 
speak. Or do we go within? 

OEDIP. Speak before all. The sorrow I endure is less for my own life 
than these. 

CREON. Then, with your leave, I speak. Our lord Phoebus bids us 
drive out a defiling thing that has been cherished in this land. 

OEDIP. By what purification? 

CREON. King Laius was our King before you came to pilot us. 

OEDIP. I know — but not of my own knowledge, for I never saw him. 

CREON. He was killed; and the God now bids us revenge it on his 
murderers, whoever they be. 

OEDIP. Where shall we come upon their track after all these years? 
Did he meet his death in house or field, at home or in some 
foreign land? 

CREON. In a foreign land: he was journeying to Delphi. 

OEDIP, Did no fellow-traveller see the deed? Was there none there 
who could be questioned? 

CREON. All perished but one man who fled in terror and could tell 
for certain but one thing of all he had seen. 

OEDIP. One thing might be a clue to many things. 

CREON. He said that they were fallen upon by a great troop of rob- 
bers. 

OEDIP. What robbers would be so daring unless bribed from here? 

CREON. Such things were indeed guessed at, but Laius once dead no 
avenger arose. We were amid our troubles. 

OEDIP. But when royalty had fallen what troubles could have hin- 
dered search? 

CREON. The riddling Sphinx put those dark things out of our 
thoughts — we thought of what had come to our own doors. 

OEDIP. But I will start afresh and make the dark things plain. In 
doing right by Laius I protect myself, for whoever slew Laius 
might turn a hand against me. Come, my children, rise up from 
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the altar steps; lift up these suppliant boughs and let all the 
children of Cadmus be called thither that I may search out every- 
thing and find for all happiness or misery as God wills. 

PRIEST. May Phoebus, sender of the oracle, come with it and be 
our saviour and deliverer! 

[The CHORUS enters,] 

CHORUS. What message comes to famous Thebes from the Golden 
House?® 

What message of disaster from that sweet-throated Zeus?® 
What monstrous thing our fathers saw do the seasons bring? 
Or what that no man ever saw, what new monstrous thing? 
Trembling in every limb I raise my loud importunate cry, 

And in a sacred terror wait the Delian^ God's reply. 

Apollo chase the God of Death that leads no shouting 
men. 

Bears no rattling shield and yet consumes this form with pain. 
Famine takes what the plague spares, and all the crops are 
lost; 

No new life fills the empty place — ghost flits after ghost 
To that God-trodden western shore, as flit benighted birds. 
Sorrow speaks to sorrow, but no comfort finds in words. 

Hurry him from the land of Thebes with a fair wind behind 
Out onto that formless deep where not a man can find 
Hold for an anchor-fluke, for all is world-enfolding sea; 

Master of the thunder-cloud,® set the lightning free. 

And add the thunder-stone to that and fling thcnji on his head, 
For death is all the fashion now, till even Death be dead. 

We call against the pallid face of this God-hated God 
The springing heel of Artemis in the hunting sandal shod. 

The tousel-headed Maenads,® blown torch and drunken sound. 
The stately Lysian king^® himself with golden fillet crowned, 
And in his hands the golden bow and the stretched golden 
string. 

And Bacchus' wine-ensanguined face that all the Maenads sing. 
OEDip. You are praying, and it may be that your prayer will be an- 
swered; that if you hear my words and do my bidding you may 
find help out of all your trouble. This is my proclamation, chil- 
dren of Cadmus. Whoever among you knows by what man 

5. the oracle at Delphi. 9. nymphs or female human votaries 

6. His son Apollo was his spokes- of the god Dionysus (Bacchus), who 

man. celebrated the god with wild cere- 

7. Apollo, born on the island of monies. 

Delos. 10. i.e., Lycean. The Lycean king is 

8. Zeus. Apollo. The adjective refers to ApoUo’s 

functions as wolf slayer. 
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Laius, son of Labdacus, was killed, must tell all he knows. If he 
fear for himself and being guilty denounce himself, he shall be 
in the less danger, suflEering no worse thing than banishment. If 
on the other hand there be one that knows that a foreigner did 
the deed, let him speak, and I shall give him a reward and my 
thanks: but if any man keep silent from fear or to screen a 
friend, hear all what I will do to that man. No one in this land 
shall speak to him, nor offer sacrifice beside him; but he shall be 
driven from their homes as if he himself had done the deed. And 
in this I am the ally of the Pythian God and of the murdered 
man, and I pray that the murderer's life may, should he be so 
hidden and screened, drop from him and perish away, whoever 
he may be, whether he did the deed with others or by himself 
alone: and on you I lay it to make — so far as man may — these 
words good, for my sake, and for the God's sake, and for the sake 
of this land. And even if the God had not spurred us to it, it were 
a wrong to leave the guilt unpurged, when one so noble, and he 
your King, had perished; and all have sinned that could have 
searched it out and did not: and now since it is I who hold the 
power which he held once, and have his wife for wife — she who 
would have borne him heirs had he but lived — I take up this cause 
even as I would were it that of my own father. And if there be 
any who do not obey me in it, I pray that the Gods send them 
neither harvest of the earth nor fruit of the womb; but let them 
be wasted by this plague, or by one more dreadful still. But may 
all be blessed for ever who hear my words and do my will! 

CHOR. We do not know the murderer, and it were indeed more 
fitting that Phoebus, who laid the task upon us, should name 
the man. 

OEDiP. No man can make the Gods speak against their will. 

CHOR. Then I will say what seems the next best thing. 

OEDIP. If there is a third course, show it.^' 

CHOR. I know that our lord Tiresias is the seer most like to our lord 
Phoebus, and through him wc may unravel all. 

OEDIP. So I was advised by Creon, and twice already have I sent to 
bring him. 

CHOR. If we lack his help we have nothing but vague and ancient 
rumors. 

OEDIP. What rumors are they? I would examine every story. 

CHOR. Certain wayfarers were said to have killed the King. 

OEDIP. I know, I know. But who was there that saw it? 

CHOR. If there is such a man, and terror can move him, he will not 
keep silence when they have told him of your curses. 

It. If there . . . show it: Say what then make any other suggestion you 

seems to you the next best thing and may have. 
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OEDip. He that such a deed did not terrify will not be terrified be- 
cause of a word. 

CHOR. But there is one who shall convict him. For tlie blind prophet 
comes at last — in whom alone of all men the truth lives. 

[Enter tiresias, led by a boy.] 

OEDip. Tiresias, master of all knowledge, whatever may be spoken, 
whatever is unspeakable, whatever omens of earth and sky reveal, 
the plague is among us, and from that plague. Great Prophet, 
protect us and save us. Phoebus in answer to our question says 
that it will not leave us till we have found the murderers of Laius, 
and driven them into exile or put them to death. Do you there- 
fore neglect neither the voice of birds, nor any other sort of wis- 
dom, but rescue yourself, rescue the State, rescue me, rescue all 
that are defiled by the deed. For we are in your hands, and what 
greater task falls to a man than to help other men with all he 
knows and has? 

TIRESIAS. Aye, and what worse task than to be wise and suffer for it? 
I know this well; it slipped out of mind, or I would never have 
come. 

OEDIP. What now? 

TiR. Let me go home. You will bear your burden to the end more 
easily, and I bear mine — if you but give me leave for that. 

OEDIP. Your words are strange and unkind to the State that bred 
you. 

TIR. I see that you, on your part, keep your lifiSj tight shut, and 
therefore I have shut mine that I may come tp no misfortune. 

OEDIP. For God’s love do not turn away — if you have knowledge. 
We suppliants implore you on our knees. 

TIR, You are fools — I will bring misfortune neither upon you nor 
upon myself. 

OEDIP. What is this? You know all and will say nothing? You arc 
minded to betray me and Thebes? 

TIR. Why do you ask these things? You will not learn them from 
me. 

OEDIP. What! Basest of the base! You would enrage the very stones. 
Will you never speak out? Cannot anything touch you? 

TIR. The future will come of itself though I keep silent. 

OEDIP. Then seeing that come it must, you had best speak out. 

TIR. I will speak no further. Rage if you have a mind to; bring out 
all the fierceness that is in your heart. 

OEDIP. That will I. I will not spare to speak my thoughts. Listen to 
what I have to say. It seems to me that you have helped to plot 
the deed; and, short of doing it with your own hands, have done 
the deed yourself. Had you eyesight I would declare that you 
aloiie had done it. 
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TiR. So that is what you say? I charge you to obey the decree that 
you yourself have made, and from this day out to speak neither 
to these nor to me. You are the defiler of this land. 

OEDip. So brazen in your impudence? How do you hope to escape 
punishment? 

TiR. I have escaped; my strength is in my truth. 

OEDIP. Who taught you this? You never got it by your art. 

TIR. You, because you have spurred me to speech against my will. 

OEDIP. What speech? Speak it again that I may learn it better. 

TIR. You are but tempting me — ^you understood me well enough. 

OEDIP. No; not so that I can say I know it; speak it again. 

TIR, I say that you are yourself the murderer that you seek. 

OEDIP. You shall rue it for having spoken twice such outrageous 
words. 

TIR. Would you that I say more that you may be still angrier? 

OEDIP. Say what you will. I will not let it move me. 

TIR. I say that you are living with your next of kin in unimagined 
shame. 

OEDIP. Do you think you can say such things and never smart for it? 

TIR. Yes, if there be strength in truth. 

OEDIP. There is; yes — for everyone but you. But not for you that are 
maimed in ear and in eye and in wit. 

TIR. You are but a poor wretch flinging taunts that in a little while 
everyone shall fling at you. 

OEDIP. Night, endless night has covered you up so that you can 
neither hurt me nor any man that looks upon the sun. 

TIR. Your doom is not to fall by me. Apollo is enough: it is his 
business to work out your doom. 

OEDIP. Was it Creon that planned this or you yourself? 

TIR. Creon is not your enemy; you are your own enemy. 

OEDIP. Power, ability, position, you bear all burdens, and yet what 
envy you create! Great must that envy be if envy of my power in 
this town — a power put into my hands unsought — ^has made trusty 
Creon, my old friend Creon, secretly long to take that power from 
me; if he has suborned this scheming juggler, this quack and trick- 
ster, this man with eyes for his gains and blindness in his art. Come, 
come, where did you prove yourself a seer? Why did you say 
nothing to set the townsmen free when the riddling Sphinx was 
here? Yet that riddle was not for the first-comer to read; it needed 
the skill of a seer. And none such had you! Neither found by help 
of birds, nor straight from any god. No, I came; I silenced her, 
I the ignorant Oedipus, it was I that found the answer in my 
mother-wit, untaught by any birds. And it is I that you would 
pluck out of my place, thinking to stand close to Creon's throne. 
.But you and the plotter of all this shall mourn despite your zeal 
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to purge the land. Were you not an old man, you had already 
learnt how bold you are and learnt it to your cost. 

CHOR. Both this man’s words and yours, Oedipus, have been said in 
anger. Such words cannot help us here, nor any but those that 
teach us to obey the oracle. 

TiR. King though you are, the right to answer when attacked belongs 
to both alike. I am not subject to you, but to Loxias;^® and there- 
fore I shall never be Creon’s subjeet. And I tell you, since you 
have taunted me with blindness, that though you have your sight, 
you eannot see in what misery you stand, nor where you are liv- 
ing, nor with whom, unknowing what you do — for you do not 
know the stock you come of — ^you have been your own kin’s 
enemy be they living or be they dead. And one day a mother’s 
eurse and father’s curse alike shall drive you from this land in 
dreadful haste with darkness upon those eyes. Therefore, heap 
your seorn on Creon and on my message if you have a mind to; 
for no one of living men shall be crushed as you shall be crushed. 

OEDip. Begone this instant! Away, away! Get you from these doors! 

TIR. I had never come but that you sent for me. 

OEDIP. I did not know you were mad. 

TIR. I may seem mad to you, but your parents thought me sane. 

OEDIP. My parents! Stop! Who was my father? 

TIR. This day shall you know your birth; and it will ruin you. 

OEDIP. Wliat dark words you always speak! 

TIR. But are you not most skillful in the unravelling of dark words? 

OEDIP. You mock me for that which made me grent? 

TIR. It was that fortune that undid you. 

OEDIP. What do I care? For I delivered all this town. 

TIR. Then I will go: boy, lead me out of this. 

OEDIP. Yes, let him lead you. You take vexation with you. 

TIR. I will go: but first I will do my errand. For frown though you 
may you cannot destroy me. The man for whom you look, the 
man you have been threatening in all the proclamations about 
the death of Laius, that man is here. He seems, so far as looks 
go, an alien; yet he shall be found a native Theban and shall 
nowise be glad of that fortune. A blind man, though now he has 
his sight; a beggar, though now he is most rich; he shall go forth 
feeling the ground before him with his stick; so you go in and 
think on that, and if you find I am in fault say that I have no 
skill in prophecy. 

[tiresias is led out by the boy, oedipus enters the pdace,] 

CHOR. The Delphian rock has spoken out, now must a wicked mind. 
Planner of things I dare not speak and of this bloody wrack. 
Pray for feet that are as fast as the four hoofs of the wind: 

12. Apollo. 



240 • Sophocles 

Cloudy Parnassus^* and the Fates thunder at his back. 

That sacred crossing-place of lines upon Parnassus' head, 

Lines that have run through North and South, and run through 
West and East, 

That navel of the world^^ bids all men search the mountain 
wood. 

The solitary cavern, till they have found that infamous beast. 
[CREON enters from the house,] 

CREON. Fellow-citizens, having heard that King Oedipus accuses me 
of dreadful things, I come in my indignation. Does he think that 
he has suffered wrong from me in these present troubles, or any- 
thing that could lead to wrong, whether in word or deed? How 
can I live under blame like that? What life would be worth hav- 
ing if by you here, and by my nearest friends, called a traitor 
through the town? 

CHOR. He said it in anger, and not from his heart out. 

CREON. He said it was 1 put up the seer to speak those falsehoods. 
CHOR. Such things were said. 

CREON. And had he his right mind saying it? 

CHOR. I do not know — I do not know what my masters do. 
[oEDiPUS enters,] 

OEDiP. What brought you here? Have you a face so brazen that you 
come to my house — you, the proved assassin of its master — the 
certain robber of my crown? Come, tell me in the face of the 
gods what cowardice, or folly, did you discover in me that you 
plotted this? Did you think that I would not see what you were 
at till you had crept upon me, or seeing it would not ward it off? 
What madness to seek a throne, having neither friends nor fol- 
lowers! 

CREON. Now, listen, hear my answer, and then you may with knowl- 
edge judge between us. 

OEDIP. You arc plausible, but waste words now that I know you. 
CREON. Hear what I have to say. I can explain it all. 

OEDIP. One thing you will not explain away — that you are my 
enemy. 

CREON. You are a fool to imagine that senseless stubbornness sits 
well upon you. 

OEDIP. And you to imagine that you can wrong a kinsman and escape 
the penalty, 

CREON. That is justly said, I grant you; but what is this wrong that 
you complain of? 

13. the mountain which overlooks stone which was called “the navel” 

Apollo’s shrine at Delphi. and thought to be the center of the 

14. In the shrine at Delphi was a world. 



King Oedipus * 241 

0£Dip. Did you advise, or not, that I should send for that notorious 
prophet? 

CREON. And I am of the same mind still. 

OEDip. How long is it, then, since Laius — 

CREON. What, what about him? 

OEDIP. Since Laius was killed by an unknown hand? 

CREON. That was many years ago. 

OEDIP. Was this prophet at his trade in those days? 

CREON. Yes; skilled as now and in equal honor. 

OEDIP. Did he ever speak of me? 

CREON. Never certainly when I was within earshot. 

OEDIP. And did you inquire into the murder? 

CREON. We did inquire but learnt nothing. 

OEDIP. And why did he not tell out his story then? 

CREON. I do not know. When I know nothing I say nothing. 

OEDIP. This much at least you know and can say out. 

CREON. What is that? If I know it I will say it. 

OEDIP. Tliat if he had not consulted you he would never have said 
that it was I who killed Laius. 

CREON. You know best what he said; but now, question for question. 

OEDIP. Question your fill — I cannot be proved guilty of that blood. 

CREON. Answer me then. Are you not married to my sister? 

OEDIP. That cannot be denied. 

CREON. And do you not rule as she does? And with a like power? 

OEDIP. I give her all she asks for. ^ 

CREON. And am not I the equal of you both? ^ 

OEDIP. Yes: and that is why you are so false a fri^d. 

CREON. Not so; reason this out as I reason it, aitd first weigh this: 
who would prefer to lie awake amid terrors rsither than to sleep 
in peace, granting that his power is equal in bbth cases? Neither 
I nor any sober-minded man. You give me \^hat I ask and let 
me do what I want, but were I King I would' have to do things 
I did not want to do. Is not influence and no trouble with it 
better than any throne, am I such a fool as to hunger after un- 
profitable honors? Now all are glad to see me, every one wishes 
me well, all that want a favor from you ask speech of me — find- 
ing in that their hope. Why should I give up these things and 
take those? No wise mind is treacherous. I am no contriver of 
plots, and if another took to them he would not come to me for 
help. And in proof of this go to the Pythian Oracle, and ask if I 
have truly told what the gods said: and after that, if you have 
found that I have plotted with the Soothsayer, take me and kill 
me; not by the sentence of one mouth only — ^but of two mouths, 
yours and my own. But do not condoiin me in a comer, upon 
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some fancy and without proof. Wliat riglit have you to declare 
a good man bad or a bad good? It is as bad a thing to cast off a 
true friend as it is for a man to cast away his own life — ^but you 
will learn these things with certainty when the time comes; for 
time alone shows a just man; though a day can show a knave. 

CHOR. King! He has spoken well, he gives himself time to think; a 
headlong talker does not know what he is saying. 

OEDip. The plotter is at his work, and I must counterplot headlong, 
or he will get his ends and I miss mine. 

CREON. What will you do then? Drive me from the land? 

OEDIP. Not so; I do not desire your banishment — ^but your death. 

CREON. You are not sane. 

OEDIP. I am sane at least in my own interest. 

CREON. You should be in mine also. 

OEDIP. No, for you are false. 

CREON. But if you understand nothing? 

OEDIP. Yet I must rule. 

CREON. Not if you rule badly. 

OEDIP. Hear him, O Thebes! 

CREON. Thebes is for me also, not for you alone. 

CHOR. Cease, princes: I sec Jocasta coming out of the house; she 
comes just in time to quench the quarrel. 

[jocasta enters.] 

JOCASTA. Unhappy men! Why have you made this crazy uproar? 
Are you not ashamed to quarrel about your own affairs when the 
whole country is in trouble? Go back into the palace, Oedipus, 
and you, Creon, to your own house. Stop making all this noise 
about some petty thing. 

CREON. Your husband is about to kill me — or to drive me from the 
land of my fathers. 

OEDIP. Yes: for I have convicted him of treachery against me. 

CREON. Now may I perish accursed if I have done such a thing! 

JOCAS. For God*s love believe it, Oedipus. First, for the sake of his 
oath, and then for my sake, and for the sake of these people here. 

CHOR. [All] King, do what she asks. 

OEDIP. What would you have me do? 

CHOR. Not to make a dishonorable charge, with no more evidence 
than rumor, against a friend who has bound himself with an oath. 

OEDIP. Do you desire my exile or my death? 

CHOR. No, by Helios,^* by the first of all the gods, may I die aban- 
doned by Heaven and earth if I have that thought! What breaks 
my heart is that our public griefs should be increased by your 
quairels. 

OEDIP. Then let him go* though I am doomed thereby to death or to 

15. the sun. 



King Oedipus • 243 

be thrust dishonored from the land; it is your lips, not his, that 
move me to compassion; wherever he goes my hatred follows him. 

CREON. You are as sullen in yielding as you were vehement in anger, 
but such natures are their own heaviest burden. 

OEDip. Why will you not leave me in peace and begone? 

CREON. I will go away; what is your hatred to me? In the eyes of all 
here I am a just man. 

[He goes.] 

CHOR. Lady, why do you not take your man in to the house? 

jocAS. I will do so when I have learnt what has happened. 

CHOR. The half of it was blind suspicion bred of talk; the rest the 
wounds left by injustice. 

JOCAS. It was on both sides? 

CHOR. Yes. 

JOCAS. What was it? 

CHOR. Our land is vexed enough. Let the thing alone now that it 
is over. 

[Exit leader of chorus.] 

JOCAS. In the name of the gods, King, what put you in this anger? 

OEDIP. I will tell you; for I honor you more than these men do. The 
cause is Creon and his plots against me. 

JOCAS, Speak on, if you can tell clearly how this quarrel arose. 

OEDIP. He says that I am guilty of the blood of Laius. 

JOCAS. On his own knowledge, or on hearsay? 

OEDIP. He has made a rascal of a seer his mouthpiece. 

JOCAS. Do not fear that there is truth in what he says. Listen to me, 
and learn to your comfort that nothing born of woman can know 
what is to come. I will give you proof of that. Ait oracle came to 
Laius once, I will not say from Phoebus, but frofn his ministers, 
that he was doomed to die by the hand of his own child sprung 
from him and me. When his child was but three days old, Laius 
bound its feet together and had it thrown by sure hands upon a 
trackless mountain; and when Laius was murdered at the place 
where three highways meet, it was, or so at least the rumor says, 
by foreign robbers. So Apollo did not bring it about that the child 
should kill its father, nor did Laius die in the dreadful way he 
feared by his child's hand. Yet that was how the message of the 
seers mapped out the future. Pay no attention to such things. 
What the God would show he will need no help to show it, but 
bring it to light himself. 

OEDIP. What restlessness of soul, lady, has come upon me sincO I 
heard you speak, what a tumult of the mind! 

JOCAS. Vi^at is this new anxiety? What has startled you? 

OEDIP. You said that Laius was killed where three highways meet. 

JOCAS. Yes: that was the story. 
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OEDiP. And where is the place? 

jocAS. In Phocis where the road divides branching off to Delphi 
and to Daulis. 

OEDIP. And when did it happen? How many years ago? 

JOCAS. News was published in this town just before you came into 
power. 

OEDIPUS. O Zeus! What have you planned to do unto me?^® 

JOCAS. He was tall; the silver had just come into his hair; and in 
shape not greatly unlike to you. 

OEDIP. Unhappy that I am! It seems that I have laid a dreadful 
curse upon myself, and did not know it. 

JOCAS. What do you say? I tremble when I look on you, my King. 

OEDIP. And I have a misgiving that the seer can see indeed. But I 
will know it all more clearly, if you tell me one thing more, 

JOCAS. Indeed, though I tremble I will answer whatever you ask. 

OEDIP. Had he but a small troop with him; or did he travel like a 
great man with many followers? 

JOCAS. There were but five in all — one of them a herald; and there 
was one carriage with Laius in it. 

OEDIP. Alas! It is now clear indeed. Who was it brought the news, 
lady? 

JOCAS. A servant — the one survivor. 

OEDIP. Is he by chance in the house now? 

JOCAS. No; for when he found you reigning instead of Laius he be- 
sought me, his hand clasped in mine, to send him to the fields 
among the cattle that he might be far from the sight of this 
town; and I sent him. He was a worthy man for a slave and might 
have asked a bigger thing. 

OEDIP. I would have him return to us without delay. 

JOCAS. Oedipus, it is easy. But why do you ask this? 

OEDIP. I fear that I have said too much, and therefore I would ques- 
tion him. 

JOCAS. He shall come, but I too have a right to know what lies so 
heavy upon your heart, my King. 

OEDIP. Yes: and it shall not be kept from you now that my fear has 
grown so heavy. Nobody is more to me than you, nobody has the 
same right to learn my good or evil luck. My father was Polybus 
of Corinth, my mother the Dorian Mcrope, and I was held the 
foremost man in all that town until a thing happened — a thing 
to startle a man, though not to make him angry as it made me. 
We were sitting at the table, and a man who had drunk too much 
* cried out that I was not my father's son — and I, though angry, re- 

16. This is followed by two lines soul? oedip. Don’t ask me any more 

which Yeats has omitted: jocas. What questions, but tell me what Laius 

is this thing which weighs on your looked like and how old he was. 
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strained my anger for that day; but the next day went to my 
father and my mother and questioned them. They were indignant 
at the taunt and that comforted me — ^and yet the man's words 
rankled, for they had spread a rumor through the town. Without 
consulting my father or my mother I went to Delphi, but Phoe- 
bus told me nothing of the thing for which I came, but much of 
other things — things of sorrow and of terror: that I should live in 
incest with my mother, and beget a brood that men would shud- 
der to look upon; that I should be my father's murderer. Hearing 
those words I fled out of Corinth, and from that day have but 
known where it lies when I have found its direction by the stars. 
I sought where I might escape those infamous things — the doom 
that was laid upon me. I came in my flight to that very spot 
where you tell me this king perished. Now, lady^ I will tell you 
the truth. When I had come close up to those three roads, I 
came upon a herald, and a man like him you have described 
seated in a carriage. Tlie man who held the reins and the old man 
himself would not give me room, but thought to force me from 
the path, and I struck the driver in my anger. The old man, see- 
ing what I had done, waited till I was passing him and then 
struck me upon the head. I paid him back in full, for I knocked 
him out of the carriage with a blow of my stick. He rolled on his 
back, and after that I killed them all. If this strarfger were indeed 
Laius, is there a more miserable man in the worW than the man 
before you? Is there a man more hated of Heaven? No stranger, 
no citizen, may receive him into his house, not soul may speak 
to him, and no mouth but my own mouth haar laid this curse 
upon me. Am I not wretched? May I be swept from this world 
before I have endured this doom! 

CHOR. These things, O King, fill us with terror, ^yet hope till you 
speak with him that saw the deed, and have learnt all. 

OEDiP. Till I have learnt all, I may hope. I await the man that is 
coming from the pastures. 

jocAS. What is it that you hope to learn? 

OEDIP. I will tell you. If his tale agrees with yours, then I am clear. 

JOCAS. What tale of mine? 

OEDIP. He told you that Laius met his death from robbers; if he 
keeps to that tale now and speaks of several slayers, I am not the 
slayer. But if he says one lonely wayfarer, then beyond a doubt 
the scale dips to me. 

JOCAS. Be certain of this much at least, his first tale was of robbers. 
He cannot revoke that tale — the city heard it and not I alone. 
Yet, if he should somewhat change his story, King, at least he 
cannot make the murder of Laius square with prophecy; for 
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Loxias plainly said of Laius that he would die by the hand of 
my child. That poor innocent did not kill him, for it died be- 
fore him. Therefore from this out I would not, for all divination 
can do, so much as look to my right hand or to my left hand, or 
fear at all. 

OEDip. You have judged well; and yet for all that, send and bring 
this peasant to me, 

jocAs. I will send without delay. I will do all that you would have 
of me — ^but let us come in to the house. 

[They go into the house.] 

CHOR. For this one thing above all I would be praised as a man, 
That in my words and my deeds I have kept those laws in mind 
Olympian Zeus, and that high clear Empyrean, 

Fashioned, and not some man or people of mankind, 

Even those sacred laws nor age nor sleep can blind. 

A man becomes a tyrant out of insolence, 

He climbs and climbs, until all people call him great. 

He seems upon the summit, and God flings him thence; 

Yet an ambitious man may lift up a whole State, 

And in his death be blessed, in his life fortunate. 

And all men honor such; but should a man forget 
The holy images, the Delphian Sibyl's trance,^® 

And the world's navel-stone, and not be punished for it 
And seem most fortunate, or even blessed perchance, 

Wliy should we honor the gods, or join the sacred dance? 
[jocASTA enters from the palace.] 

JOCAS. It has come into my head, citizens of Thebes, to visit every 
altar of the Gods, a wreath in my hand and a dish of incense. 
For all manner of alarms trouble the soul of Oedipus, who in- 
stead of weighing new oracles by old, like a man of sense, is at 
the mercy of every mouth that speaks terror. Seeing that my 
words are nothing to him, I cry to you, Lycian Apollo,^® whose 
altar is the first I meet: I come, a suppliant, bearing symbols of 
prayer; O, make us clean, for now we are all afraid, seeing him 
afraid, even as they who see the helmsman afraid. 

[Enter messenger.] 

MESSENGER. May I learn from you, strangers, where is the home of 
King Oedipus? Or better still, tell me where he himself is, if you 
know. 

n. the upper air, where the gods (Sibyl) delivered her oracle in a trance 
lived. or frenzy. There is no reference to this 

18. Yeats follows late authorities in in Sophocles’ words, 
supposing that the Delphic priestess 19. i.e., Lycean (see footnote lOk 
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CHOR. This is his house, and he himself, stranger, is within it, 
and this lady is the mother of his children. 

MESS. Then I call a blessing upon her, seeing what man she has 
married. 

jocAS. May God reward those words with a like blessing, stranger! 
But what have you come to seek or to tell? 

MESS. Good news for your house, Lady, and for your husband. 

JOCAS. Wliat news? From whence have you come? 

MESS. From Corinth, and you will rejoice at the message I am about 
to give you; yet, maybe, it will grieve you. 

JOCAS. What is it? How can it have this double power? 

MESS. Tlie people of Corinth, they say, will take him for king. 

JOCAS. How then? Is old Polybus no longer on the throne? 

MESS. No. He is in his tomb. 

JOCAS. Wliat do you say? Is Polybus dead, old man? 

MESS. May I drop dead if it is not the truth. 

JOCAS. Away! Hurry to your master with this news. O oracle of tlie 
Gods, where arc you now? This is the man whom Oedipus feared 
and shunned lest he should murder him, and now this man has 
died a natural death, and not by the hand of Oedipus. 

[Enter oedipus.] 

OEDip. Jocasta, dearest wife, why have you called me from the house? 

JOCAS. Listen to this man, and judge to what the oracles of the Gods 
have come. 

OEDIP. And he — who may he be? And what news has he? 

JOCAS. He has come from Corinth to tell you fhat your father. 
Polybus, is dead. ' 

OEDIP. How, stranger? Let me have it from your own mouth. 

mess. If I am to tell the story, the first thing is that he is dead and 
gone. 

OEDIP. By some sickness or by treachery? 

MESS. A little thing can bring the aged to their rest 

OEDIP. Ah! He died, it seems, from sickness? 

MESS. Yes; and of old age. 

OEDIP. Alas! Alas! Why, indeed, my wife, should one look to that 
Pythian seer, or to the birds that scream above our heads? For 
they would have it that I was doomed to kill my father. And 
now he is dead — hid already beneath the earth. And here am 
I — who had no part in it, unless indeed he died from longing 
for me. If that were so, I may have caused his death; but Polybus 
has carried the oracles with him into Hades — the oracles as men 
have understood them — and they are worth nothing. 

JOCAS. Did I not tell you so, long since? 

OEDIP. You did, but fear misled me. 
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JOCAS. Put this trouble from you.^® 

OEDip. Those bold words would sound better, were not my mother 
living. But as it is — I have some grounds for fear; yet you have 
said well. 

JOCAS. Yet your father’s death is a sign that all is well. 

OEDIP. I know that: but I fear because of her who lives. 

MESS. Who is this woman who makes you afraid? 

OEDIP. Merope, old man, the wife of Polybus. 

MESS. What is there in her to make you afraid? 

OEDIP. A dreadful oracle sent from Heaven, stranger. 

MESS. Is it a secret, or can you speak it out? 

OEDIP. Loxias said that I was doomed to marry my own mother, and 
to shed my father’s blood. For that reason I fled from my house 
in Corinth; and I did right, though there is great comfort in 
familiar faces. 

MESS. Was it indeed for that reason that you went into exile? 
OEDIP. I did not wish, old man, to shed my father’s blood. 

MESS. King, have I not freed you from that fear? 

OEDIP. You shall be fittingly rewarded. 

MESS. Indeed, to tell the truth, it was for that I came; to bring you 
home and be the better for it — 

OEDIP. No! I will never go to my parents’ home. 

MESS. Ah, my son, it is plain enough, you do not know what you do. 
OEDIP. How, old man? For God’s love, tell me. 

MESS. If for these reasons you shrink from going home, 

OEDIP. I am afraid lest Phoebus has spoken true. 

MESS. You are afraid of being made guilty through Merope? 

OEDIP. That is my constant fear. 

MESS. A vain fear. 

OEDIP. How so, if I was born of that father and mother? 

MESS. Because they were nothing to you in blood. 

OEDIP. What do you say? Was Polybus not my father? 

MESS. No more nor less than myself. 

OEDIP. I low can my father be no more to me than you who are 
nothing to me? 

MESS. He did not beget you any more than I. 

OEDIP. No? Then why did he call me his son? 

MESS. He took you as a gift from these hands of mine. 

OEDIP. How could he love so dearly what came from another’s 
hands? 

MESS. He had been childless. 

20. Some very important lines have hazard, as best one can. Have no fear 

been omitted: oedip. But how can I about marriage with your mother. Many 

avoid fearing marriage with my mother? a man before this has slept with his 

JOCAS. What should man fear, man for mother in his dreams. All this must be 

whom Chance is lord, and no clear fore- disregarded if one is to lead an easy 

sight possible? It is best to live hap- life. 
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OEDip. If I am not your son, where did you get me? 

MESS. In a wooded valley of Cithacron.^i 

OEDIP. What brought you wandering there? 

MESS. I was in charge of mountain sheep. 

OEDIP. A shepherd — a wandering, hired man. 

MESS. A hired man who came just in time. 

OEDIP. Just in time — had it come to that? 

MESS. Have not the cords left their marks upon your ankles? 

OEDIP. Yes, that is an old trouble. 

MESS. I took your feet out of the spancel.^* 

OEDIP. I have had those marks from the cradle. 

MESS. They have given you the name you bcar.=^® 

OEDIP. Tell me, for God’s sake, was that deed my mother’s or my 
father’s? 

MESS. I do not know — ^he who gave you to me knows more of that 
than I. 

OEDIP. What? You had me from another? You did not chance on 
me yourself? 

MESS. No. Another shepherd gave you to me. 

OEDIP. Who was he? Can you tell me who he was? 

MESS. I think that he was said to be of Laius’ household. 

OEDIP. The king who ruled this country long ago? 

MESS. The same — the man was herdsman in his itrvice. 

OEDIP. Is he alive, that I might speak with him? » 

MESS. You people of this country should know that. 

OEDIP. Is there any one here present who knows tie herd he speaks 
of? Any one who has seen him in the town pastures? The hour 
has come when all must be made clear. 

CHOR. I think he is the very herd** you sent for but now; Jocasta 
can tell you better than I. 

JOCAS. Why ask about that man? Why think about him? Wliy 
waste a thought on what this man has said? What he has said 
is of no account. 

OEDIP. What, with a clue like that in my hands and fail to find out 
my birth? 

JOCAS. For God’s sake, if you set any value upon your life, give up 
this search — my misery is enough. 

OEDIP. Though I be proved the son of a slave, yes, even of three 
generations of slaves, you cannot be made base-born. 

JOCAS. Yet, hear me, I implore you. Give up this search. 

OEDIP. I will not hear of anything but searching the whole thing out. 

JOCAS. I am only thinking of your good — I have advised you for the 
best. 

21. a mountain on the frontiers of maPs foot. 

Theban and Corinthian territory. 23. Oedipus means “sweU>foot.** 

22. a rope fetter put round an ani- 24. herdsman. 
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OEDip. Your advice makes me impatient. 

jocAS. May you never come to know who you are, unhappy man! 

OEDIP. Go, some one, bring the herdsman here — and let that 
woman glory in her noble blood. 

JOCAS. Alas, alas, miserable man! Miserable! That is all that I can 
call you now or for ever. 

[She goes out.] 

CHOR. Why has the lady gone, Oedipus, in such a transport of de- 
spair? Out of this silence will burst a storm of sorrows. 

OEDIP. Let come what will. However lowly my origin I will discover 
it. That woman, with all a woman's pride, grows red with shame 
at my base birth. I think myself the child of Good Luck, and 
that the years are my foster-brothers. Sometimes they have set 
me up, and sometimes thrown me down, but he that has Good 
Luck for mother can suffer no dishonor. 'Fhat is my origin, noth- 
ing can change it, so why should I renounce this search into 
my birth? 

CHOR. Oedipus’ nurse, mountain of many a hidden glen, 

Be honored among men; 

A famous man, deep-tlioughtcd, and his body strong; 

Be honored in dance and song. 

Who met in the hidden glen? Who let his fancy run 
Upon nymph of Helicon?--’^ 

Lord Pan or Lord Apollo or the mountain lord 
By the Bacchantes adored? 

OEDIP. If I, who have never met the man, may venture to say so, I 
think that the herdsman we await approaches; his venerable age 
matches with this stranger’s, and I recognize as servants of mine 
those who bring him. But you, if you have seen the man before, 
will know the man better than I. 

CHOR. Yes, I know the man who is coining; he was indeed in 
Laius’ service, and is still the most trusted of the herdsmen. 

OEDIP. I ask you first, Corinthian stranger, is this the man you mean? 

MESS. He is the very man. 

OEDIP. Look at me, old man! Answer my questions. Were you once 
in Laius’ service? 

HERDSMAN. I was: not a bought slave, but reared up in the house. 

OEDIP. What was your work — your manner of life? 

HERD. For the best part of my life I have tended flocks. 

OEDIP. Where, mainly? 

HERD. Cithaeron or its neighborhood. 

OEDIP. Do you remember meeting with this man there? 

HERD. What man do you mean? 

2S. a mountain near Thebes. The turn out to be the son of a nymph and 

chorus is suggesting that Oedipus may a god. 
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OEDip. This man. Did you ever meet him? 

HERD. I cannot recall him to mind. 

MESS. No wonder in that, master; but I will bring back his memory. 
He and I lived side by side upon Cithaeron. I had but one flock 
and he had two. Three full half-years we lived there, from spring 
to autumn, and every winter I drove my flock to my own fold, 
while he drove his to the fold of Laius. Is that right? Was it 
not so? 

HERD. True enough; though it was long ago. 

MESS. Come, tell me now — do you remember giving me a boy to 
rear as my own foster-son? 

HERD. What arc you saying? Why do you ask me that? 

MESS. Look at that man, my friend, he is the child you gave me. 
HERD. A plague upon you! Cannot you hold your tongue? 

OEDIP. Do not blame him, old man; your own words are more 
blamable. 

HERD. And how have I offended, master? 

OEDIP. In not telling of that boy he asks of. 

HERD. lie speaks from ignorance, and does not know what he is 
saying. 

OEDIP. If you will not speak with a good grace you shall be made 
to speak. 

HERD. Do not hurt me for the love of God, I am an old man. 
OEDIP. Some one there, tie his hands behind his back. 

HERD. Alas! Wherefore! What more would you learn? 

OEDIP. Did you give this man the child he speaks of? 

HERD. I did: would I had died that day! 

OEDIP. Well, you may come to that unless you speak the truth. 
HERD. Much more am I lost if I speak it. 

OEDIP. What! Would the fellow make more delay? 

HERD. No, no. I said before that I gave it to him. 

OEDIP. Where did you come by it? Your own child, or another? 
HERD. It was not my own child — I had it from another. 

OEDIP. From any of those here? From what house? 

HERD. Do not ask any more, master; for the love of God do not ask. 
OEDIP. You are lost if I have to question you again. 

HERD. It was a child from the house of Laius. 

OEDIP. A slave? Or one of his own race? 

HERD. Alas! I am on the edge of dreadful words. 

OEDIP. And I of hearing: yet hear I must. 

HERD. It was said to have been his own child. But your lady within 
can tell you of these things best. 

OEDIP. How? It was she who gave it to you? 

HERD. Yes, King. 

OEDIP. To what end? 
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HERD. That I should make away with it. 

OEDiP. Her own child? 

HERD. Yes: from fear of evil prophecies. 

OEDIP. What prophecies? 

HERD. That he should kill his father. 

OEDIP. Why, then, did you give him up to this old man? 

HERD. Through pity, master, believing that he would carry him to 
whatever land he had himself come from — but he saved him for 
dreadful misery; for if you are what this man says, you are the 
most miserable of all men. 

OEDIP. O! O! All brought to pass! All truth! Now O light, may I 
look my last upon you, having been found accursed in bloodshed, 
accursed in marriage, and in my coming into the world accursed! 
[He rushes into the palace] 

CHOR. What can the shadow-like generations of man attain 

But build up a dazzling mockery of delight that under their 
touch dissolves again? 

Oedipus seemed blessed, but there is no man blessed amongst 
men. 

Oedipus overcame the woman-breasted Fate;®® 

He seemed like a strong tower against Death and first among 
the fortunate; 

He sat upon the ancient throne of lliebes, and all men called 
him great. 

But, looking for a marriage-bed, he found the bed of his birth, 
Tilled the field his father had tilled, cast seed into the same 
abounding earth; 

Entered through the door that had sent him wailing forth. 

Begetter and begot as one! How could that be hid? 

What darkness cover up that marriage-bed? Time watches, he is 
eagle-eyed. 

And all the works of man are known and every soul is tried. 

Would you had never come to Thebes, nor to this house. 

Nor riddled with the woman-breasted Fate, beaten off Death and 
succored us. 

That I had never raised this song, heartbroken Oedipus! 

[second messenger coming from the house] 

SECOi^ MESSENGER. Fricnds and kinsmen of this house! What 
deeds must you look upon, what burden of sorrow bear, if true 
to race you still love the House of Labdacus. For not Ister®^ nor 
Phasis** could wash this house clean, so many misfortunes have 


26. the Sphinx. 

27. the Danube. 


28. a big river in Asia Minor. 
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been brought upon it, so many has it brought upon itself, and 
those misfortunes are always the worst that a man brings upon 
himself. 

CHOR. Great already are the misfortunes of this house, and you 
bring us a new tale. 

2ND MESS. A short tale in the telling: Jocasta, our Queen, is dead. 

CHOR. Alas, miserable woman, how did she die? 

2ND MESS. By her own hand. It cannot be as terrible to you as to 
one that saw it with his eyes, yet so far as words can serve, you 
shall see it. Wlien she had come into the vestibule, she ran half 
crazed towards her marriage-bed, clutching at her hair with the 
fingers of both hands, and once within the chamber dashed the 
doors together behind her. Then called upon the name of Laius, 
long since dead, remembering that son who killed the father and 
upon the mother begot an accursed race. And wailed because of 
that marriage wherein she had borne a twofold race — ^liusband by 
husband, children by her child. Then Oedipus with a shriek 
burst in and running here and there asked for a sword, asked 
where he would find the wife that was no wife but a mother who 
had borne his children and himself. Nobody answered him, we 
all stood dumb; but supernatural power helped him, for, with a 
dreadful shriek, as though beckoned, he sprang at the double 
doors, drove them in, burst the bolts out of their Isockets, and ran 
into the room. There we saw the woman hangiilg in a swinging 
halter, and with a terrible cry he loosened the :haltcr from her 
neck. When that unhappiest woman lay stretched upon the 
ground, we saw another dreadful sight. lie dragged the golden 
brooches from her dress and lifting them stru€tls them upon his 
eyeballs, crying out, 'You have looked enough upon those you 
ought never to have looked upon, failed long< enough to know 
those that you should liavc known; henceforth you shall be dark." 
He struck his eyes, not once, but many times, lifting his hands 
and speaking such or like words. The blood poured down and 
not with a few slow drops, but all at once over his beard in a 
dark shower as it were hail. 

[The CHORUS wails and he steps further on to the stage.] 
Such evils have come forth from the deeds of those two and 
fallen not on one alone but upon husband and wife. They in- 
herited much happiness, much good fortune; but today, ruin, 
shame, death, and loud crying, all evils that can be counted up, 
all, all are theirs. 

CHOR. Is he any quieter? 

2 ND MESS, He cries for some one to unbar the gates and to show to 
all the men of Thebes his father's murderer, his mother's — the 
unholy word must not be spoken. It is his purpose to cast himself 
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out of the land that he may not bring all this house under his 
curse. But he has not the strength to do it. He must be sup- 
ported and led away. The curtain is parting; you are going to 
look upon a sight which even those who shudder must pity. 

[Enter oedipus.] 

OEDjp. Woe, woe, is me! Miserable, miserable that I am? Where 
am I? Where am I going? Where am I cast away? Who hears 
my words? 

CHOR. Cast away indeed, dreadful to the sight of the eye, dreadful 
to the ear. 

OEDiP. Ah, friend, the only friend left to me, friend still faithful to 
the blind man! I know that you are there; blind though I am, I 
recognize your voice. 

CHOR. Where did you get the courage to put out your eyes? What 
unearthly power drove you to that? 

OEDIP. Apollo, friends, Apollo, but it was my own hand alone, 
wretched that I am, that quenched these eyes. 

CHOR. You were better dead than blind. 

OEDIP. No, it is better to be blind. What sight is there that could 
give me joy? How could I have looked into the face of my father 
when I came among the dead, aye, or on my miserable mother, 
since against them both I sinned such things that no halter can 
punish? And what to me this spectacle, town, statue, wall, and 
what to me this people, since I, thrice wretched, I, noblest of 
Theban men, have doomed myself to banishment, doomed my- 
self when I commanded all to thrust out the unclean thing? 

CHOR. It had indeed been better if that herdsman had never 
taken your feet out of the spanccl or brought you back to life. 

OEDIP. O three roads, O secret glen; O coppice and narrow way 
where three roads met; you that drank up the blood I spilt, the 
blood that was my own, my father's blood: remember what deeds 
I wrought for you to look upon, and then, when I had come 
hither, the new deeds that I wrought. O marriage-bed that gave 
me birth and after that gave children to your child, creating an 
incestuous kindred of fathers, brothers, sons, wives, and mothers. 
Yes, all the shame and the uncleanness that I have wrought 
among men. 

CHOR. For all my pity I shudder and turn away. 

OEDIP. Come near, condescend to lay your hands upon a wretched 
man; listen, do not fear. My plague can touch no man but me. 
Hide me somewhere out of this land for God’s sake, or kill me, 
or throw me into the sea where you shall never look upon me 
more. 

[Enter creon and attendants.] 

CHOR. Here Creon comes at a fit moment; you can ask of him what 
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you will, help or counsel, for he is now in your place. He is King. 

OEDiP. What can I say to him? What can I claim, having been alto- 
gether unjust to him? 

CREON. I have not come in mockery, Oedipus, nor to reproach you. 
Lead him in to the house as quickly as you can. Do not let him 
display his misery before strangers. 

OEDIP. I must obey, but first, since you have come in so noble a 
spirit, you will hear me. 

CREON. Say what you will. 

OEDIP. I know that you will give her that lies within such a tomb 
as befits your own blood, but there is something more, Creon. 
My sons are men and can take care of themselves, but my 
daughters, my two unhappy daughters, that have ever eaten at 
my own table and shared my food, watch over my daughters, 
Creon. If it is lawful, let me touch them with my hands. Grant 
it. Prince, grant it, noble heart. I would believe, could I touch 
them, that I still saw them. 

[iSMENE and ANTIGONE are led in by attendants.] 

But do I hear them sobbing? Has Creon pitied me and sent my 
children, my darlings? Has he done this? 

CREON. Yes, I ordered it, for I know how greatly you have always 
loved them. 

OEDIP. Tlien may you be blessed, and may Heaven be kinder to you 
than it has been to me! My children, where :,are you? Come 
hither — hither — come to the hands of him whose mother was 
your mother; the hands that put out your father's eyes, eyes once 
as bright as your own; his who, understanding nothing, seeing 
nothing, became your father by her that bore him. I weep when 
I think of the bitter life that men will make you live, and the 
days that are to come. Into what company dare you go, to what 
festival, but that you shall return home from it not sharing in 
the joys, but bathed in tears? When you are old enough to be 
married, what man dare face the reproach that must cling to you 
and to your children? What misery is there lacking? Your father 
killed his father, he begat you at the spring of his own being, 
offspring of her that bore him. That is the taunt that would be 
cast upon you and on the man that you should marry. TTiat man 
is not alive; my children, you must wither away in barrenness. 
Ah, son of Menocceus, listen. Seeing that you are the only father 
now left to them, for we their parents are lost, both of us lost, 
do not let them wander in beggary — are they not your own 
kindred? — do not let them sink down into my misery. No, pity 
them, seeing them utterly wretched in helpless childhood if you 
do not protect them. Show me that you promise, generous man, 
by touching me with your hand. 
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that of looking your circumstances in the face and saving your 
city, we have done; but if this is your intention wc will proceed. 

MELiANS. It is an excusable and natural thing that men in our 
position should have much to say and should indulge in many 
fancies. But we admit that this conference has met to consider the 
question of our preservation; and therefore let the argument pro- 
ceed in the manner which you propose. 

ATH. Well, then, we Athenians will use no fine words; wc will 
not go out of our way to prove at length that we have a right to 
rule, because we overthrew the Persians;^ or that we attack you now 
because we are suffering any injury at your hands. We should not 
convince you if we did; nor must you expect to convince us by 
arguing that, altliough a colony of the Lacedaemonians, you have 
taken no part in their expeditions, or that you have never done us 
any wrong. But you and we should say what we really think, and 
aim only at what is possible, for we both alike know that into the 
discussion of human affairs the question of justice only enters where 
the pressure of necessity is equal, and that the powerful exact what 
they can, and the weak grant what they must. 

MEL. Well, then, since you set aside justice and invite us to speak 
of expediency, in our judgment it is certainly expedient that you 
should respect a principle which is for the common good; and that 
to every man when in peril a reasonable claim should be accounted 
a claim of right, and any plea which he is disposed to urge, even if 
failing of the point a little, should help his cause. Your interest in 
this principle is quite as great as ours, inasmuch as you, if you fall, 
will incur the heaviest vengeance, and will be the most terrible ex- 
ample to mankind. 

ATH. Tlie fall of our empire, if it should fall, is not an event to 
which we look forward with dismay; for ruling states such as 
Lacedaemon are not cruel to their vanquished enemies.® And we 
are fighting not so much against the Lacedaemonians as against 
our own subjects who may some day rise up and overcome their 
former masters. But this is a danger which you may leave to us. 
And we will now endeavor to show that we have come in the in- 
terests of our empire, and that in what we are about to say we are 
only seeking the preservation of your city. For we want to make you 
ours with the least trouble to ourselves, and it is for the interests 
of us both that you should not be destroyed. 

MEL. It may be your interest to be our masters, but how can it 
be ours to be your slaves? 

5. during the Persian invasion of 6. This cynical prophecy turned out 
480-479 B.c. and during the subsequent to be correct, for after their victory 

offensives against the Persians, which in 404 b.c. the Spartans treated 

were led by Athens as the roost im- Athens with comparative mildness, 
portant power in the Delian League. 
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ATH. To you the gain will be that by submission you will avert 
the worst; and we shall be all the richer for your preservation. 

MEL. But must we be your enemies? Will you not receive us as 
friends if we are neutral and remain at peace with you? 

ATH. No, your enmity is not half so mischievous to us as your 
friendship; for the one is in the eyes of our subjects an argument 
of our power, the other of our weakness. 

MEL. But are your subjects really unable to distinguish between 
states in which you have no concern, and those which are chiefly 
your own colonies, and in some cases have revolted and been sub- 
dued by you? 

ATH. Why, they do not doubt that both of them have a good deal 
to say for themselves on the score of justice, but they think that 
states like yours are left free because they arc able to defend them- 
selves, and that we do not attack them because we dare not. So 
that your subjection will give us an increase of security, as well as 
an extension of empire. For we are masters of the sea, and you who 
arc islanders, and insignificant islanders too, must not be allowed to 
escape us. 

MEL. But do you not recognize another danger? For once more, 
since you drive us from the plea of justice and press upon us your 
doctrine of expediency, we must show you what is for our interest, 
and, if it be for yours also, may hope to convince you: — Will you 
not be making enemies of all who are now neutrak? When they 
see how you arc treating us they will expect you sotne day to turn 
against them; and if so, are you not strengthening the enemies 
whom you already have, and bringing upon you others who, if they 
could help, would never dream of being your enemies at all? 

ATH. We do not consider our really dangerous enemies to be any 
of the peoples inhabiting the mainland who, secure in their free- 
dom, may defer indefinitely any measures of precaution which they 
take against us, but islanders who, like you, happen to be under 
no control, and all who may be already irritated by the necessity 
of submission to our empire — these are our real enemies, for they 
are the most reckless and most likely to bring themselves as well as 
us into a danger which they cannot but foresee. 

MEL. Surely then, if you and your subjects will brave all this risk, 
you to preserve your empire and they to be quit of it, how base and 
cowardly it would be in us, who retain our freedom, not to do and 
suffer anything rather than be your slaves. 

ATii. Not so, if you calmly reflect: for you are not fighting against 
equals to whom you cannot yield without disgrace, but you are 
taking counsel whether or no you shall resist an overwhelming 
force. The question is not one of honor but of prudence. 

MEL. But we know that the fortune of war is sometimes impartial. 
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and not always on the side of numbers. If we yield now all is over; 
but if we fight there is yet a hope that we may stand upright. 

ATH. Hope is a good comforter in the hour of danger, and when 
men have something else to depend upon, although hurtful, she is 
not ruinous. But when her spendthrift nature has induced them to 
stake their all, they see her as she is in the moment of their fall, and 
not till then. While the knowledge of her might enable them to be 
ware of her, she never fails. You are weak and a single turn of the 
scale might be your ruin. Do not you be thus deluded; avoid the 
error of which so many arc guilty, who, although they might still 
be saved if they would take the natural means, when visible grounds 
of confidence forsake them, have recourse to the invisible, to 
prophecies and oracles and the like, which ruin men by the hopes 
which they inspire in them. 

MEL. We know only too well how hard the struggle must be 
against your power, and against fortune, if she docs not mean to be 
impartial. Nevertheless we do not despair of fortune; for we hope to 
stand as high as you in the favor of heaven, because we are right- 
eous, and you against whom we contend arc unrighteous; and we 
are satisfied that our deficiency in power will be compensated by 
the aid of our allies the Lacedaemonians; they cannot refuse to 
help us, if only because we are their kinsmen, and for the sake of 
their own honor. And therefore our confidence is not so utterly 
blind as you suppose. 

ATH. As for the Gods, we expect to have quite as much of their 
favor as you: for we are not doing or claiming anything which goes 
beyond common opinion about divine or men's desires about hu- 
man things. For of the Gods we believe, and of men we know, that 
by a law of their nature wherever they can rule they will. This law 
was not made by us, and we are not the first who have acted upon 
it; we did but inherit it, and shall bequeath it to all time, and we 
know that you and all mankind, if you were as strong as we are, 
would do as we do. So much for the Gods; we have told you why 
we expect to stand as high in their good opinion as you. And then 
as to the Lacedaemonians — when you imagine that out of very 
shame they will assist you, we admire the simplicity of your idea, 
but we do not envy you the folly of it. The Lacedaemonians are 
exceedingly virtuous among themselves, and according to their na- 
tional standard of morality. But in respect of their dealings with 
others, although many things might be said, a word is enough to 
describe them — of all men whom we know they are the most 
notorious for identifying what is pleasant with what is honorable, 
and what is expedient with what is just. But how inconsistent is 
such a character with your present blind hope of deliverance! 

MEL. That is the very reason why we trust them; they will look to 
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their interest, and therefore will not be willing to betray the 
Melians, who are their own colonists, lest they should be dis- 
trusted by their friends in Hellas’ and play into the hands of their 
enemies. 

ATH. But do you not see that the path of expediency is safe, 
whereas justice and honor involve danger in practice, and such 
dangers the Lacedaemonians seldom care to face? 

MEL. On the other hand, we think that whatever perils there may 
be, they will be ready to face them for our sakes, and will consider 
danger less dangerous where we are concerned. P'or if they need our 
aid we are close at hand, and they can better trust oui loyal feeling 
because we are their kinsmen. 

ATH. Yes, but what encourages men who are invited to join in a 
conflict is clearly not the good-will of those who summon them to 
their side, but a decided superiority in real power. To this no men 
look more keenly than the Lacedaemonians; so little confidence 
have they in their own resources that they only attack their neigh- 
bors when they have numerous allies, and therefore they are not 
likely to find their way by themselves to an island, when we are 
masters of the sea. 

MEL. But they may send their allies: the Cretan sea® is a large 
plaee; and the masters of the sea will have more difficulty in over- 
taking vessels which want to escape than the pursued in escaping. 
If the attempt should fail they may invade Attica itself, and find 
their way to allies of yours whom Brasidas® did not reach; and then 
you will have to fight, not for the conquest of a Isnid in which you 
have no concern, but nearer home, for the preservation of your 
confederacy and of your own territory. 

ATH. Help may come from Lacedaemon to yon as it has come to 
others, and should you ever have actual experience of it, then you 
will know that never once have the Athenians retired from a siege 
through fear of a foe elsewhere. You told us that the safety of your 
city would be your first care, but we remark that, in this long dis- 
cussion, not a word has been uttered by you which would give a 
reasonable man expectation of deliverance. Your strongest grounds 
are hopes deferred, and what power you have is not to be compared 
with that which is already arrayed against you. Unless after we have 
withdrawn you mean to come, as even now you may, to a wiser 
conclusion, you are showing a great want of sense. For surely you 
cannot dream of flying to that false sense of honor which has been 
the ruin of so many when danger and dishonor were staring them 
in the face. Many men with their eyes still open to the conse- 

7. Greece. 9. a Spartan commander who had 

8. Melos lies some seventy miles stirred up a great deal of trouble 

north of Crete. among the Athenian subjects In the 

north of Greece earlier in the war. 
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quences have found the word honor too much for them, and have 
suffered a mere name to lure them on, until it has drawn upon 
them real and irretrievable calamities; through their own folly they 
have incurred a worse dishonor than fortune would have inflicted 
upon them. If you arc wise you will not run this risk; you ought ta 
see that there can be no disgrace in yielding to a great city which 
invites you to become her ally on reasonable terms, keeping your 
own land, and merely paying tribute; and that you will certainly 
gain no honor if, having to choose between two alternatives, safety 
and war, you obstinately prefer the worse. To maintain our rights^ 
against equals, to be politic with superiors, and to be moderate to- 
wards inferiors is the path of safety. Reflect once more when we 
have withdrawn, and say to yourselves over and over again that you 
are deliberating about your one and only country, which may be 
saved or may be destroyed by a single decision. 

The Athenians left the conference: the Melians, after consulting 
among themselves, resolved to persevere in their refusal, and made 
answer as follows: — ‘'Men of Athens, our resolution is unchanged; 
and we will not in a moment surrender that liberty which our city, 
founded seven hundred years ago, still enjoys; we will trust to the 
good-fortune which by the favor of the Gods has hitherto preserved 
us, and for human help to the Lacedaemonians, and endeavor to 
save ourselves. We are ready however to be your friends, and the 
enemies neither of you nor of the Lacedaemonians, and we ask you 
to leave our country when you have made such a peace as may ap- 
pear to be in the interest of both parties.^' 

Such was the answer of the Melians; the Athenians, as they 
quitted the conference, spoke as follows: — “Well, we must say, 
judging from the decision at which you have arrived, that you are 
the only men who deem the future to be more certain than the 
present, and regard things unseen as already realized in your fond 
anticipation, and that the more you cast yourselves upon the 
Lacedaemonians and fortune, and hope, and trust them, the more 
complete will be your ruin/' 

The Athenian envoys returned to the army; and the generals, 
when they found that the Melians would not yield, immediately 
commenced hostilities. They surrounded the town of Melos with a 
wall, dividing the work among the several contingents. They then 
left troops of their own and of the allies to keep guard both by 
fend and by sea, and retired with the greater part of their army; the 
remainder carried on the blockade. 

. . . The Melians took that part of the Athenian wall which 
looked towards the agora^^ by a night assault, killed a few men, and 
brought in as much corn and other necessaries as they could; they 

10. market place. 



Medea • 263 

then retreated and remained inactive. After this the Athenians set 
a better watch. So the summer ended. 

In the following winter . . . the Melians took another part of 
the Athenian wall; for the fortifications were insufficiently guarded. 
Whereupon the Athenians sent fresh troops, under the command 
of Philocrates the son of Demeas. The place was now closely in- 
vested, and there was treachery among the citizens themselves. So 
the Melians were induced to surrender at discretion. The Athenians 
thereupon put to death all who were of military age, and made 
slaves of the women and children. Tliey then colonized the island, 
sending thither five hundred settlers of their own. 


EURIPIDES 
(480-406 B.C.) 
Medea * 


Characters 

MEDEA, princess of Colchis and 


wife of Jason 

JASON, son of Aeson, king of 
lolcos 

TWO CHILDREN of Mcdca and 
Jason 


KREON, king of Corinth 
AiGEUS, king of Athens 
NURSE to Medea 
TUTOR to Mededs children 
MESSENGER 

CHORUS OF CORINTHIAN WOMEN 


SCENE — In front of Medea's house in Corinth, Enter from the 
house Medea's nurse. 


NURSE. How I wish the Argo never had reached the land 
Of Colchis, skimming through the blue Symplegades, 

Nor ever had fallen in the glades of Pelion 

Tlic smitten fir-tree to furnish oars for the hands 

Of heroes who in Pelias's name attempted 

The Golden Fleece! For then my mistress Medea 

Would not have sailed for the towers of the land of lolcos. 

Her heart on fire with passionate love for Jason; 

Nor would she have persuaded the daughters of Pelias 


* Produced in 43 1 b.c. Our text is a 
translation by Rex Warner, from The 
Medea of Euripides, John Lane The 
Bodley Head, Ltd., London, 1944. 

1. Argo: the ship in which Jason and 
his companions sailed on the quest for 
the Golden Fleece. 

2. Symplegades: clashing rocks, 
which crushed ships endeavoring to 
pass between them. They were supposed 
to be located at the Hellespont, the 


passage between the Mediterranean and 
the Black Sea. 

3. Pelion: a mountain in the north of 
Greece near lolcos, the place from 
which Jason sailed. 

5. Pelias: He seized the kingdom of 
lolcos, expelling Aeson, Jason’s father. 
When Jason came to claim his rights, 
Pelias sent him to get the Golden 
Fleece. 
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To kill their father, and now be living here m 

In Corinth with her husband and children. She gave 
Pleasure to the people of her land of exile, 

And she herself helped Jason in every way. 

This is indeed the greatest salvation of all, — 

For the wife not to stand apart from the husband. is 

But now there's hatred everywhere. Love is diseased. 

For, deserting his own children and my mistress, 

Jason has taken a royal wife to his bed, 

The daughter of the ruler of this land, Kreon. 

And poor Medea is slighted, and cries aloud on the a* 

Vows they made to each other, the right hands clasped 
In eternal promise. She calls upon the gods to witness 
What sort of return Jason has made to her love. 

She lies without food and gives herself up to suffering. 

Wasting away every moment of the day in tears. as 

So it has gone since she knew herself slighted by him. 

Not stirring an eye, not moving her face from the ground, 

No more than cither a rock or surging sea water 
She listens when she is given friendly advice. 

Except that sometimes she twists back her white neck and 30 
Moans to herself, calling out on her father's name, 

And her land, and her home betrayed when she came away with 
A man who now is determined to dishonour her. 


Poor creature, she has discovered by her sufferings 

What it means to one not to have lost one's own country. 35 

She has turned from the children and does not like to sec them. 


I am afraid she may think of some dreadful thing. 

For her heart is violent. She will never put up with 
The treatment she is getting. I know and fear her 
Lest she may sharpen a sword and thrust to the heart. 
Stealing into the palace where the bed is made, 

Or even kill the king and the new-wedded groom. 

And thus bring a greater misfortune on herself. 

She's a strange woman. I know it won't be easy 
To make an enemy of her and come off best. 

But here the children come. They have finished playing. 
They have no thought at all of their mother's trouble. 


10. kill . . . father: After Jason 
returned to lolcos with the Fleece and 
Medea, Pelias' dauRhters were per- 
suaded by Medea, who had a reputa- 
tion as a sorceress, to cut Pelias up 
and boil the pieces, in order to restore 
him to youth. The experiment was, of 
course, unsuccessful, but the son of 
PeUas expelled Jason and Medea from 
the kingdom, and they took refuge in 
Corinth. 


11. Corinth: on the isthmus be- 
tween the Peloponnese and Attica. In 
Euripides’ time it was a wealthy 
trading city, a commercial rival of 
Athens. 

19. Kreon: Creon. 

32. home betrayed: Medea, daughter 
of the king of Colchis, fell in love with 
Jason and helped him to take the 
Golden Fleece away from her own 
country. 
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Indeed it is not usual for the young to grieve. 

[Enter from the right the slave who is the tutor to Medea* s 
two small children. The children follow him.] 

TUTOR. You old retainer of my mistress’s household, 

Why are you standing here all alone in front of the 50 

Gates and moaning to yourself over your misfortune? 

Medea could not wish you to leave her alone. 

NURSE. Old man, and guardian of the children of Jason, 

If one is a good servant, it’s a terrible thing 

When one’s master’s luck is out; it goes to one’s heart. ss 

So I myself have got into such a state of grief 

That a longing stole over me to come outside here 

And tell the earth and air of my mistress’s sorrows. 

TUTOR. Has the poor lady not yet given up her crying? 

NURSE. Given up? She’s at the start, not half-way through her 
tears. ^ 

TUTOR. Poor fool, — if I may call my mistress such a name,— 

How ignorant she is of trouble more to come. 

NURSE. What do you mean, old man? You needn’t fear to speak. 
TUTOR. Nothing. I take back the w’ords which I used just now. 
NURSE. Don’t, by your beard, hide this from me, your fellow- 
servant. ’ 65 

If need be. I’ll keep quiet about what you tell me. 

TUTOR. I heard a person saying, while I myself seemed 
Not to be paying attention, when I was at the place 
Where the old draught-players sit, by the holy foi^tain. 

That Kreon, ruler of the land, intends to drive 70 

These children and their mother in exile from Corinth. 

But whether what he said is really true or not 
I do not know. I pray that it may not be true. 

NURSE. And will Jason put up with it that his children 

Should suffer so, though he’s no friend to their mother? 7s 

TUTOR. Old ties give place to new ones. As for Jason, he 
No longer has a feeling for this house of ours. 

NURSE. It’s black indeed for us, when we add new to old 
Sorrows before even the present sky has cleared. 

TUTOR. But you be silent, and keep all this to yourself. & 

It is not the right time to tell our mistress of it. 

NURSE. Do you hear, children, what a father he is to you? 

I wish he were dead, — but no, he is still my master. 

Yet certainly he has proved unkind to his dear ones. 

TUTOR. What’s strange in that? Have you only just discovered 85 
That everyone loves himself more than his neighbour? 

Some have good reason, others get something out of it 

69. draught-players: checker-players. 



266 • Euripides 

So Jason neglects his children for the new bride. 

NURSE. Go indoors, children. That will be the best thing. 
And you, keep them to themselves as much as possible. 
Don't bring them near their mother in her angry mood. 
For Fve seen her already blazing her eyes at them 
As though she meant some mischief and I am sure that 
She'll not stop raging until she has struck at someone. 
May it be an enemy and not a friend she hurts! 

[medea is heard inside the house.] 

MEDEA. Ah, wretch! Ah, lost in my sufferings, 

I wish, I wish I might die. 

NURSE. What did I say, dear children? Your mother 
h'rets her heart and frets it to anger. 

Run away quickly into the house. 

And keep well out of her sight. 

Don't go anywhere near, but be careful 
Of the wildness and bitter nature 
Of that proud mind. 

Go now! Run quickly indoors. 

It is clear that she soon will put lightning 

In that cloud of her cries that is rising 

With a passion increasing. Oh, what will she do. 

Proud-hearted and not to be checked on her course, 

A soul bitten into with wrong? 

[The TUTOR takes the children into the house.] 
MEDEA. Ah, I have suffered 

What should be wept for bitterly. I hate you, 

Children of a hateful mother. I curse you 
And your father. Let the whole house crash. 

NURSE. Ah, I pity you, you poor creature. 

How can your children share in their father's 
Wickedness? Why do you hate them? Oh children. 
How much I fear that something may happen! 

Great people's tempers arc terrible, always 
Having their own way, seldom checked, 

Dangerous they shift from mood to mood. 

How much better to have been accustomed 
To live on equal terms with one's neighbours. 

I would like to be safe and grow old in a 
Humble way. What is moderate sounds best. 

Also in practice is best for everyone. 

Greatness brings no profit to people. 

God indeed, when in anger, brings 
Greater ruin to great men’s houses. 
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[Enter, on the right, a chorus op Corinthian women. 
They have come to enquire about medea and to attempt to 
console her,] 

CHORUS. I heard the voice, I heard the cry 130 

Of Colchis' wretched daughter. 

Tell me, mother, is she not yet 
At rest? Within the double gates 
Of the court I heard her cry. I am sorry 
For the sorrow of this home. O, say, what has happened? 135 
NURSE. There is no home. It's over and done with. 

Her husband holds fast to his royal wedding, 

While she, my mistress, cries out her eyes 
There in her room, and takes no warmth from 
Any word of any friend. 140 

MEDEA. Oh, I wish 

That lightning from heaven would split my head open. 

Oh, what use have I now for life? 

I would find my release in death 

And leave hateful existence behind me. 145 

cnoR. O God and Earth and Heaven! 

Did you hear what a cry was that 
Which the sad wife sings? 

Poor foolish one, why should you long 

For that appalling rest? iso 

The final end of death comes fast. 

No need to pray for that. 

Suppose your man gives honour 
To another woman’s bed. 

It often happens. Don't be hurt. iss 

God will be your friend in this. 

You must not waste away 

Grieving too much for him who shared your bed. 

MEDEA. Great I’hcmis, lady Artemis, behold 

I’hc things I suffer, though I made him promise, 160 

My hateful husband. I pray that I may see him. 

Him and his bride and all their palace shattered 
For the wrong they dare to do me without cause. 

Oh, my father! Oh, my country! In what dishonour 
I left you, killing my own brother for it. 165 

NURSE. Do you hear what she says, and how she cries 
On Themis, the goddess of Promises, and on Zeus, 

Whom we believe to be the Keeper of Oaths? 

159 . Themis: justice. Artemis: the 165. my own brother: Medea killed 
protector of women in pain and distress, him to delay the pursuit when she 

escaped with Jason. 
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Of this I am sure, that no small thing 
Will appease my mistress's anger. 

CHOR. Will she come into our presence? 

Will she listen when we are speaking 
To the words we say? 

I wish she might relax her rage 
And temper of her heart. 

My willingness to help will never 
Be wanting to my friends. 

But go inside and bring her 
Out of the house to us, 

And speak kindly to her: hurry. 

Before she wrongs her own. 

This passion of hers moves to something great. 

NURSE. I will, but I doubt if I’ll manage 
To win my mistress over. 

But still I’ll attempt it to please you. 

Such a look she will flash on her servants 
If any comes near with a message, 

Like a lioness guarding her eubs. 

It is right, I think, to consider 
Both stupid and lacking in foresight 
Those poets of old who wrote songs 
For revels and dinners and banquets, 

Pleasant sounds for men living at ease; 

But none of them all has discovered 
How to put an end with their singing 
Or musical instruments grief, 

Bitter grief, from which death and disaster 
Cheat the hopes of a house. Yet how good 
If music could cure men of this! But why raise 
To no purpose the voice at a banquet? For there is 
Already abundance of pleasure for men 
With a joy of its own. 

[The NURSE goes into the house.] 

CHOR. I heard a shriek that is laden with sorrow. 

Shrilling out her hard grief she cries out 

Upon him who betrayed both her bed and her marriage. 

Wronged, she calls on the gods. 

On the justice of Zeus, the oath sworn, 

Which brought her away 
To the opposite shore of the Greeks 
Through the gloomy salt straits to the gateway 
Of the salty unlimited sea. 

[medea, attended by servants, comes out of the house.] 
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MEDEA. Women of Corinth, I have come outside to you 
Lest you should be indignant with me; for I know 
That many people are overproud, some when alone, 

And others when in company. And those who live 
Quietly, as I do, get a bad reputation. 

For a just judgement is not evident in the eyes 
Wlien a man at first sight hates another, before 
Learning his charaeter, being in no way injured; 

And a foreigner especially must adapt himself. 

rd not approve of even a fellow-countryman 

Who by pride and want of manners offends his neighbours. 

But on me this thing has fallen so unexpectedly, 

It has broken my heart. I am finished. I let go 
All my life's joy. My friends, I only want to die. 

It was everything to me to think well of one man. 

And he, my own husband, has turned out wholly vile. 

Of all things which arc living and can form a judgement 
We women are the most unfortunate creatures. 

Firstly, with an excess of wealth it is required 
For us to buy a husband and take for our bodies 
A master; for not to take one is even worse. 

And now the question is serious whether we take 
A good or bad one; for there is no easy escape ’ 

For a woman, nor can she say no to her marriage. 

She arrives among new modes of behaviour and manners. 
And needs prophetic power, unless she has leaiht at home. 
How best to manage him who shares the bed With her. 

And if we work out all this well and carefully, 

And the husband lives with us and lightly bear® his yoke, 
Then life is enviable. If not, Fd rather die. ‘ 

A man, when he's tired of the company in his home. 

Goes out of the house and puts an end to his boredom 
And turns to a friend or companion of his own age. 

But we are forced to keep our eyes on one alone. 

What they say of us is that we have a peaceful time 
Living at home, while they do the fighting in war. 

How wrong they are! I would very much rather stand 
Three times in the front of battle than bear one child. 

Yet what applies to me does not apply to you. 

You have a country. Your family home is here. 

You enjoy life and the company of your friends. 
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220. a foreigner . . . himself: For- 
eign residents were encouraged to come 
to Athens, but were rarely admitted to 
the rights of full citizenship, which 
was a jealously guarded privilege. 


229. women: Athenian rights and 
institutions were made for men; the 
women had few privileges and almost 
no legal rights. The following two 
lines refer to the dowry which had to 
be provided for the bride. 
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But I am deserted, a refugee, thought nothing of 
By my husband, — something he won in a foreign land* 

I have no mother or brother, nor any relation 
With whom I can take refuge in this sea of woe. 

This much then is the service I would beg from you: 

If I can find the means or devise any scheme 

To pay my husband back for what he has done to me, — 

Him and his father-in-law and the girl who married him, — 

Just to keep silent. For in other ways a woman 

Is full of fear, defenceless, dreads the sight of cold 

Steel; but, when once she is wronged in the matter of love. 

No other soul can hold so many thoughts of blood. 

CHOR. Tliis I will 2 >romise. You are in the right, Medea, 

In paying your husband back. I am not surprised at you 
For being sad. 

But look! I see our king Kreon 
Approaching. He will tell us of some new plan. 

[Enter, from the right, kreon, with attendatjts.] 

KREON. You, with that angry look, so set against your husband, 
Medea, I order you to leave my territories 
An exile, and take along with you your two children, 

And not to waste time doing it. It is my decree, 

And I will see it done. I will not return home 
Until you are cast from the boundaries of my land. 

MEDEA. Oh, this is the end for me. I am utterly lost 
Now I am in the full force of the storm of hate 
And have no harbour from ruin to reach easily. 

Yet still, in spite of it all, Fll ask the question: 

What is your reason, Kreon, for banishing me? 

KREON. I am afraid of you, — why should I dissemble it?— 

Afraid that you may injure my daughter mortally. 

Many things accumulate to support my feeling. 

You arc a clever woman, versed in evil arts. 

And arc angry at having lost your husband's love. 

I hear that you are threatening, so they tell me. 

To do something against my daughter and Jason 
And me, too. I shall take my precautions first 
I tell you, I prefer to earn your hatred now 
Than to be soft-hearted and afterwards regret it. 

MEDEA. This is not the first time, Kreon. Often previously 
Through being considered clever I have suffered much. 

A person of sense ought never to have his children 
Brought up to be more clever than the average. 

For, apart from cleverness bringing them no profit. 

It will make them objects of envy and ill-will. 
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If you put new ideas before the eyes of fools 

They'll think you foolish and worthless into the bargain; 

And if you are thought superior to those who have 
Some reputation for learning, you will become hated, 

I have some knowledge myself of how this happens; 

For being clever, I find that some will envy me, 

Others object to me. Yet all my cleverness 
Is not so much. 

Well, then, are you frightened, Kreon, 
That I should harm you? There is no need. It is not 
My way to transgress the authority of a king. 

How have you injured me? You gave your daughter away 
To the man you wanted. O, certainly I hate 
My husband, but you, I think, have acted wisely; 

Nor do I grudge it you that your aflFairs go well. 

May the marriage be a lucky one! Only let me 

Live in this land. For even though I have been wronged, 

I will not raise my voice, but submit to my betters. 

KREON. What you say sounds gentle enough. Still in my heart 
I greatly dread that you are plotting some evil, 

And therefore I trust you even less than before. 

A sharp-tempered woman, or for that matter a man. 

Is easier to deal with than the clever type 
Who holds her tongue. No. You must go. No rteed for more 
Speeches. The thing is fixed. By no manner of tneans 
Shall you, an enemy of mine, stay in my countrjj^. 

MEDEA. I beg you. By your knees, by your new-wedded girl. 
KREON. Your words arc wasted. You will never persuade me. 
MEDEA. Will you drive me out, and give no he^ to my prayers? 
KREON. I will, for I love my family more than you. 

MEDEA. O my countryl How bitterly now I remember you! 
KREON. I love my country too, — next after my children. 

MEDEA. O what an evil to men is passionate lovel 

KREON. That would depend on the luck that goes along with it. 

MEDEA. O God, do not forget who is the cause of this! 

KREON. Go. It is no use. Spare me the pain of forcing you. 
MEDEA. Fm spared no pain. I lack no pain to be spared me. 
KREON. Then you'll be removed by force by one of my men. 
MEDEA. No, Kreon, not that! But do listen, I beg you. 

KREON. Woman, you seem to want to create a disturbance. 
MEDEA. I will go into exile. This is not what I beg for. 

KREON. Why then this violence and clinging to my hand? 
MEDEA. Allow me to remain here just for this one day. 

So I may consider where to live in my exile, 

And look for support for my children, since their father 
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Chooses to make no kind of provision for them* 340 

Have pity on them! You have children of your own. 

It is natural for you to look kindly on them. 

For myself I do not mind if I go into exile. 

It is the children being in trouble that I mind. 

KREON. There is nothing tyrannical about my nature, 34s 

And by showing mercy I have often been the loser. 

Even now I know that I am making a mistake. 

All the same you shall have your will. But this I tell you, 

That if the light of heaven tomorrow shall see you, 

You and your children in the confines of my land, 350 

You die. This word I have spoken is firmly fixed. 

But now, if you must stay, stay for this day alone. 

For in it you can do none of the things I fear. 

[Exit KREON with his attendants,] 

CHOR. Oh, unfortunate one! Oh, cruel! 

Where will you turn? Who will help you? 35s 

What house or what land to preserve you 
From ill can you find? 

Medea, a god has thrown suffering 
Upon you in waves of despair. 

MEDEA. Things have gone badly every way. No doubt of that 360 
But not these things this far, and don't imagine so. 

There are still trials to come for the new-wedded pair, 

And for their relations pain that will mean something. 

Do you think that I would ever have fawned on that man 
Unless I had some end to gain or profit in it? 365 

I would not even have spoken or touched him with my hands. 
But he has got to such a pitch of foolishness 
That, though he could have made nothing of all my plans 
By exiling me, he has given me this one day 
To stay here, and in this I will make dead bodies 370 

Of three of my enemies, — father, the girl and my husband. 

I have many ways of death which I might suit to them. 

And do not know, friends, which one to take in hand; 

Whether to set fire underneath their bridal mansion. 

Or sharpen a sword and thrust it to the heart, 37S 

Stealing into the palace where the bed is made. 

There is just one obstacle to this. If I am caught 
Breaking into the house and scheming against it, 

I shall die, and give my enemies cause for laughter. 

It is best to go by the straight road, the one in which 380 

I am most sUled, and make away with them by poison. 

So be it then. 
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And now suppose them dead. What town will receive me? 

What friend will offer me a refuge in his land, 

Or the guarantee of his house and save my own life? 385 

There is none. So I must wait a little time yet. 

And if some sure defence should then appear for me, 

In craft and silence I will set about this murder. 

But if my fate should drive me on without help, 

Even though death is certain, I will take the sword 390 

Myself and kill, and steadfastly advance to crime. 

It shall not be, — I swear it by her, my mistress. 

Whom most I honour and have chosen as partner, 

Hecate, who dwells in the recesses of my hearth, — 

That any man shall be glad to have injured me. 395 

Bitter I will make their marriage for tlicm and mournful. 

Bitter the alliance and the driving me out of the land. 

Ah, come, Medea, in your plotting and scheming 

Leave nothing untried of all those things which you know. 

Go forward to the dreadful act. The test has come 400 

For resolution. You see how you are treated. Never 
Shall you be mocked by Jason's Corinthian wedding, 

Whose father was noble, whose grandfather Helios. 

You have the skill. What is more, you were bora a woman, 

And women, though most helpless in doing goo(| deeds, 405 
Are of every evil the cleverest of contrivers. 

CHOR. Flow backward to your sources, sacred riveri. 

And let the world’s great order be reversed. 

It is the thoughts of men that are deceitful, 

Their pledges that are loose. 410 

Story shall now turn my condition to a fair one, 

Women arc paid their due. 

No more shall evil-sounding fame be theirs. 


Cease now, you muses of the ancient singers, 

To tell the talc of my unfaithfulness; 415 

For not on us did Phoebus, lord of music, 

Bestow the lyre's divine 

Power, for otherwise I should have sung an answer 
To the other sex. Long time 

Has much to tell of us, and much of them. 4^0 

You sailed away from your father’s home, 

With a heart on fire you passed 

394. Hecate: the patron of witch- 403. Helios: the sun, father of 
craft, sometimes identified with Medea’s father, Aeetes. 

Artemis. Medea has a statue and 416. Phoebus: Apollo, 
shrine of Hecate in the house. 
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The double rocks of the sea. 

And now in a foreign country 

You have lost your rest in a widowed bed, 

And are driven forth, a refugee 
In dishonour from the land. 

Good faith has gone, and no more remains 
In great Greece a sense of shame. 

It has flown away to the sky. 

No father's house for a haven 
Is at hand for you now, and another queen 
Of your bed has dispossessed you and 
Is mistress of your home. 

[Enter jason, with attendants.] 

JASON. This is not the first occasion that I have noticed 
How hopeless it is to deal with a stubborn temper. 

For, with reasonable submission to our ruler’s will, 

You might have lived in this land and kept your home. 

As it is you arc going to be exiled for your loose speaking. 
Not that I mind myself. You arc free to continue 
Telling everyone that Jason is a worthless man. 

But as to your talk about the king, consider 
Yourself most lucky that exile is your punishment. 

I, for my part, have always tried to calm down 
The anger of the king, and wished you to remain. 

But you will not give up your folly, continually 
Speaking ill of him, and so you are going to be banished. 

All the same, and in spite of your conduct, I’ll not desert 
My friends, but have come to make some provision for you. 
So that you and the children may not be penniless 
Or in need of anything in exile. Certainly 
Exile brings many troubles with it. And even 
If you hate me, I cannot think badly of you. 

MEDEA. O coward in every way, — that is what I call you. 

With bitterest reproach for your lack of manliness. 

You have come, you, my worst enemy, have come to me! 

It is not an example of over-confidence 

Or of boldness thus to look your friends in the face, 

Friends you have injured, — no, it is the worst of all 
Human diseases, shamelessness. But you did well 
To come, for I can speak ill of you and lighten 
My heart, and you will suffer while you are listening. 

And first I will begin from what happened first. 

I saved your life, and every Greek knows I sayed it. 

Who was a ship-mate of yours aboard the Argo, 
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When you were sent to control the bulls that breathed fire 
And yoke them, and when you would sow that deadly field. 

Also that snake, who encircled with his many folds 
The Golden Fleece and guarded it and never slept, 

I killed, and so gave you the safety of the light. 470 

And I myself betrayed my father and my home. 

And came with you to Pelias' land of lolcos. 

And then, showing more willingness to help than wisdom, 

I killed him, Pclias, with a most dreadful death 

At his own daughters' hands, and took away your fear. 475 

This is how I behaved to you, you wretched man. 

And you forsook me, took another bride to bed 
Though you had children; for, if that had not been. 

You would have had an excuse for another wedding. 

Faith in your word has gone. Indeed I cannot tell 480 

Whether you think the gods whose names you swore by then 
Have ceased to rule and that new standards arc set up. 

Since you must know you have broken your word to me. 

0 my right hand, and the knees which you often clasped 

In supplication, how senselessly I am treated 485 

By this bad man, and how my hopes have missed their mark! 
Come, I will share my thoughts as though you were a friend, — 
You! Can I think that you would ever treat me well? 

But I will do it, and these questions will make you 

Appear the baser. Where am I to go? To my father's? 450 

Him I betrayed and his land when I came with you. 

To Pclias' wretched daughters? What a fine welcome 
They would prepare for me who murdered tlieh: father! 

For this is my position, — hated by my friends 

At home, I have, in kindness to you, made enemies 495 

Of others whom there was no need to have injured. 

And how happy among Greek women you have made me 
On your side for all this! A distinguished husband 

1 have, — for breaking promises. When in misery 

I am cast out of the land and go into exile, 500 

Quite without friends and all alone with my children. 

That will be a fine shame for the new-wedded groom. 

For his children to wander as beggars and she who saved him. 

O God, you have given to mortals a sure method 

Of telling the gold that is pure from the counterfeit; .505 

Why is there no mark engraved upon men's bodies. 


466. bulls . . . fire: This and the breathing bulls, then saw a held which 

following lines refer to ordeals through immediately sprouted armed warriors, 


which Jason had to pass to win the 
Fleece, and in which Medea helped 
him. He had to yoke a team of fire- 


then deal with the snake which guarded 
the Fleece. 
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By which we could know the true ones from the false ones? 
CHOR. It is a strange form of anger, difficult to cure 
When two friends turn upon each other in hatred. 

JASON. As for me, it seems I must be no bad speaker. 

But, like a man who has a good grip of the tiller. 

Reef up his sail, and so run away from under 

This mouthing tempest, woman, of your bitter tongue. 

Since you insist on building up your kindness to me, 

My view is that Cypris was alone responsible 
Of men and gods for the preserving of my life. 

You arc clever enough, — but really I need not enter 
Into the story of how it was love's inescapable 
Power that compelled you to keep my person safe. 

On this I will not go into too much detail. 

In so far as you helped me, you did well enough. 

But on this question of saving me, I can prove 
You have certainly got from me more than you gave. 

Firstly, instead of living among barbarians, 

You inhabit a Greek land and understand our ways. 

How to live by law instead of the sweet will of force. 

And all the Greeks considered you a clever woman. 

You were honoured for it; while, if you were living at 
The ends of the earth, nobody would have heard of you. 

For my part, rather than stores of gold in my house 
Or power to sing even sweeter songs than Orpheus, 

Fd choose the fate that made me a distinguished man. 
There is my reply to your story of my labours. 

Remember it was you who started the argument. 

Next for your attack on my wedding with the princess: 

Here I will prove that, first, it was a clever move. 

Secondly, a wise one, and, finally, that I made it 

In your best interests and the children's. Please keep calm. 

When I arrived here from the land of lolcos. 

Involved, as I was, in every kind of difficulty. 

What luckier chance could I have come across than this. 

An exile to marry tlie daughter of the king? 

It was not, — the point that seems to upset you — that I 
Grew tired of your bed and felt the need of a new bride; 
Nor with any wish to outdo your number of children. 

We have enough already. I am quite content. 

But, — this was the main reason — that we might live well. 
And not be short of anything. I know that all 
A man's friends leave him stone-cold if he becomes poor. 
Also that I might bring my children up worthily 

$15. Cyprit: Aphrodite, goddess of love. 
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Of my position, and, by producing more of them 
To be brothers of yours, we would draw the families 
Together and all be happy. You need no children. 

And it pays me to do good to those I have now 
By having others. Do you think this a bad plan? 

You wouldn't if the love question hadn't upset you. 

But you women have got into such a state of mind 
That, if your life at night is good, you think you have 
Everything; but, if in that quarter things go wrong, 

You will consider your best and truest interests 
Most hateful. It would have been better far for men 
To have got their children in some other way, and women 
Not to have existed. Then life would have been good. 

CHOR. Jason, though you have made this speech of yours look well. 
Still I think, even though others do not agree, 

You have betrayed your wife and are acting badly. 

MEDEA. Surely in many ways I hold different views 
From others, for I think that the plausible speaker 
Who is a villain deserves the greatest punishment. 

Confident in his tongue's power to adorn evil, 

He stops at nothing. Yet he is not really wise. 

As in your case. There is no need to put on the airs 
Of a clever speaker, for one word will lay you flat 
If you were not a coward, you would not have married 
Behind my back, but discussed it with me first. < 

JASON. And you, no doubt, would have furthered ftie proposal, 

If I had told you of it, you who even now 
Are incapable of controlling your bitter temperi 
MEDEA. It was not that. No, you thought it was not respectable 
As you got on in years to have a foreign wife. 580 

JASON. Make sure of this: it was not because of a woman 
I made the royal alliance in which I now live, 

But, as I said before, I wished to preserve you 
And breed a royal progeny to be brothers 
To the children I have now, a sure defence to us. $8$ 

MEDEA. Let me have no happy fortune that brings pain with it. 

Or prosperity which is upsetting to the mind! 

JASON. Change your ideas of what you want, and show more 
sense. 

Do not consider painful what is good for you. 

Nor, when you are lucky, think yourself unfortunate. S9o 

MEDEA. You can insult me. You have somewhere to turn to. 

But I shall go from this land into exile, friendless. 

JASON. It was what you chose yourself. Don't blame others for it 
MEDEA. And how did I choose it? Did I betray my husband? 
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JASON. You called down wicked curses on the king’s family. 

MEDEA. A curse, that is what I am become to your house too. 
JASON. I do not propose to go into all the rest of it; 

But, if you wish for the children or for yourself 
In exile to have some of my money to help you. 

Say so, for I am prepared to give with open hand, 600 

Or to provide you with introductions to my friends 
Who will treat you well. You are a fool if you do not 
Accept this. Cease your anger and you will profit. 

MEDEA. I shall never accept the favours of friends of yours. 

Nor take a thing from you, so you need not offer it 60s 

There is no benefit in the gifts of a bad man. 

JASON. Then, in any case, I call the gods to witness that 
I wish to help you and the children in every way, 

But you refuse what is good for you. Obstinately 
You push away your friends. You are sure to suffer for it. 610 
MEDEA. Go! No doubt you hanker for your virginal bride. 

And are guilty of lingering too long out of her house. 

Enjoy your wedding. But perhaps, — ^with the help of God — 
You will make the kind of marriage that you will regret 
[ JASON goes out with his attendants.] 

CHOR. When love is in excess 615 

It brings a man no honour 
Nor any worthiness. 

But if in moderation Cypris comes. 

There is no other power at all so gracious. 

O goddess, never on me let loose the unerring 620 

Shaft of your bow in the poison of desire. 

Let my heart be wise. 

It is the gods’ best gift 
On me let mighty Cypris 

Inflict no wordy wars or restless anger 625 

To urge my passion to a different love. 

But with discernment may she guide women's weddings, 
Honouring most what is peaceful in the bed. 

O country and home, 

Never, never may I be without you, 630 

Living the hopeless life. 

Hard to pass through and painful. 

Most pitiable of all. 

Let death first lay me low and death 

Free me from this daylight iss 

There is no sorrow above 
The loss of a native land. 
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I have seen it myself, 

Do not tell of a secondhand story. 

Neither city nor friend 640 

Pitied you when you suflFcred 
The worst of sufferings. 

O let him die ungraced whose heart 
Will not reward his friends. 

Who cannot open an honest mind d4s 

No friend will he be of mine. 

[Enter aigeus, king of Athens, an old friend of medea.] 
AiGEUS. Medea, greeting! Tliis is the best introduction 
Of which men know for conversation between friends. 

MEDEA. Greeting to you too, Aigeus, son of King Pandion, 

Where have you come from to visit this country's soil? 650 
AIGEUS. I have just left the ancient oracle of Phoebus. 

MEDEA. And why did you go to earth's prophetic centre? 

AIGEUS. I went to inquire how children might be born to me. 
MEDEA. Is it so? Your life still up to this point childless? 

AIGEUS. Yes. By the fate of some power we have no children. 653 
MEDEA. Have you a wife, or is there none to share your bed? 

AIGEUS. There is. Yes, I am joined to my wife in marriage. 

MEDEA. And what did Phoebus say to you about children? 

AIGEUS. Words too wise for a mere man to guess their meaning. 
MEDEA. Is it proper for me to be told the God's reply? 660 

AIGEUS. It is. For sure what is needed is cleverness, 

MEDEA. Then what was his message? Tell me, if I may hear. 

AIGEUS. I am not to loosen the hanging foot of the wine-skin . , . 
MEDEA. Until you have done something, or reached some country? 
AIGEUS. Until I return again to my hearth and house. 66$ 

MEDEA. And for what purpose have you journeyed to this land? 
AIGEUS. There is a man called Pittheus, king of Troezen. 

MEDEA. A son of Pelops, they say, a most righteous man. 

AIGEUS. With him I wish to discuss the reply of the god. 

MEDEA. Yes. He is wise and experienced in such matters. 670 

AIGEUS. And to me also the dearest of all my spear-friends. 

MEDEA. Well, I hope you have good luck, and achieve your will. 
AIGEUS. But why this downcast eye of yours, and this pale cheek? 
MEDEA. O Aigeus, my husband has been the worst of all to me. 
AIGEUS. What do you mean? Say clearly what has caused this 
grief. 675 

MEDEA. Jason wrongs me, though I have never injured him. 

647. Aigeus: Aegeus. 667, Pittheus: Aigeus’ father-in-law. 

663. not to loosen . . . wine-skin: Troezen: in the Peloponnese. Corinth 
This cryptic phrase probably means was on the way from Delphi to Troezen. 
*‘not to have intercourse.” 671. spear- jriends: allies in war, 

companions in lighting. 
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AiGEus. What has he done? Tell me about it in clearer words. 
MEDEA. He has taken a wife to his house, supplanting me. 
AIGEUS. Surely he would not dare to do a thing like that. 

MEDEA. Be sure he has. Once dear, I now am slighted by him. 
AIGEUS. Did he fall in love? Or is he tired of your love? 

MEDEA. He was greatly in love, this traitor to his friends. 
AIGEUS. Then let him go, if, as you say, he is so bad. 

MEDEA. A passionate love, — for an alliance with the king. 
AIGEUS. And who gave him his wife? Tell me the rest of it. 
MEDEA. It was Kreon, he who rules this land of Corinth. 
AIGEUS. Indeed, Medea, your grief was understandable. 

MEDEA. I am ruined. And there is more to come: I am banished. 
AIGEUS. Banished? By whom? Here you tell me of a new wrong. 
MEDEA. Kreon drives me an exile from tlic land of Corinth. 
AIGEUS. Docs Jason consent? I cannot approve of this. 

MEDEA. He pretends not to, but he will put up with it. 

Ah, Aigeus, I beg and beseech you, by your beard 
And by your knees I am making myself your suppliant, 

Have pity on me, have pity on your poor friend. 

And do not let me go into exile desolate, 

But receive me in your land and at your very hearth. 

So may your love, with God's help, lead to the bearing 
Of children, and so may you yourself die happy. 

You do not know what a chance you have come on here. 

I will end your childlessness, and I will make you able 
To beget children. The drugs I know can do this. 

AIGEUS. For many reasons, woman, I am anxious to do 
This favour for you. First, for the sake of the gods. 

And then for the birth of children which you promise, 

For in that respect I am entirely at my wits' end. 

But this is my position: if you reach my land, 

I, being in my rights, will try to befriend you. 

But this much I must warn you of beforehand: 

I shall not agree to take you out of this country; 

But if you by yourself can reach my house, then you 
Shall Stay there safely. To none will I give you up. 

But from this land you must make your escape yourself, 

For I do not wish to incur blame from my friends. 

MEDEA. It shall be so. But, if I might have a pledge from you 
For this, then I would have from you all I desire. 

AIGEUS. Do you not trust me? What is it rankles with you? 
MEDEA. I trust you, yes. But the house of Pelias hates me. 

And so does Kreon. If you are bound by this oath. 

When they try to drag me from your land, you will not 
Abandon me; but if our pact is only words. 
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With no oath to the gods, you will be lightly armed, 
Unable to resist their summons. I am weak, 

While they have wealth to help them and a royal house. 
AiGEUS. You show much foresight for such negotiations. 

Well, if you will have it so, I will not refuse. 

For, both on my side this will be the safest way 
To have some excuse to put forward to your enemies. 

And for you it is more certain. You may name the gods. 
MEDEA. Swear by the plain of Earth, and Helios, father 
Of my father, and name together all the gods. . . . 

AiGEUS. That I will act or not act in what way? Speak. 

MEDEA. That you yourself will never cast me from your land. 
Nor, if any of my enemies should demand me, 

Will you, in your life, willingly hand me over. 

AIGEUS. I swear by the Earth, by the holy light of Helios, 

By all the gods, I will abide by this you say. 

MEDEA. Enough. And, if you fail, what shall happen to you? 
AIGEUS. What conics to those who have no regard for heaven. 
MEDEA. Go on your way. F arewcll. For I am satisfied. 

And I will reach your city as soon as I can. 

Having done the deed I have to do and gained my end. 
[aigeus goes out,] 

CHOR. May Hermes, god of travellers. 

Escort you, Aigeus, to your home! 

And may you have the things you wish 

So eagerly; for you 

Appear to me to be a generous man. 

MEDEA. God, and God’s daughter, justice, and light of Helios! 
Now, friends, has come the time of my triumf^ over 
My enemies, and now my foot is on the road. 

Now I am confident they will pay the penalty. 

For this man, Aigeus, has been like a harbour to me 
In all my plans just where I was most distressed. 

To him I can fasten the cable of my safety 
When I have reached the town and fortress of Pallas. 

And now I shall tell to you the whole of my plan. 

Listen to these words that are not spoken idly. 

I shall send one of my servants to find Jason 
And request him to come once more into my sight. 

And when he comes, the words I’ll say will be soft ones, 
ril say that I agree with him, that I approve 
The royal wedding he has made, betraying me. 
ril say it was profitable, an excellent idea. 

But I shall beg that my children may remain here: 

755. town . . . Pallas: Athens, city of Pallas Athene. 
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Not that I would leave in a country that hates me 76^ 

Children of mine to feel their enemies' insults, 

But that by a trick I may kill the king’s daughter. 

For I will send the children with gifts in their hands 
To carry to the bride, so as not to be banished, — 

A finely woven dress and a golden diadem. 779 

And if she takes them and wears them upon her skin 
She and all who touch the girl will die in agony; 

Such poison will I lay upon the gifts I send. 

But there, however, I must leave that account paid. 

I weep to think of what a deed I have to do 775 

Next after that; for I shall kill my own children. 

My cliildrcn, there is none who can give them safety. 

And when I have ruined the whole of Jason’s house, 

I shall leave the land and flee from the murder of my 

Dear children, and I shall have done a dreadful deed. fSo 

For it is not bearable to be mocked by enemies. 

So it must happen. What profit have I in life? 

I have no land, no home, no refuge from my pain. 

My mistake was made the time I left behind me 

My father’s house, and trusted tlic words of a Greek, 785 

Who, with lieaven’s help, will pay me the price for that. 

For those children he had from me he will never 

See alive again, nor will he on his new bride 

Beget another child, for she is to be forced 

To die a most terrible death by these my poisons. 790 

Let no one think me a weak one, feeble-spirited, 

A stay-at-home, but rather just the opposite. 

One who can hurt my enemies and help my friends; 

For the lives of such persons arc most remembered. 

CHOR. Since you have shared the knowledge of your plan with us, 795 
I both wish to help you and support the normal 
Ways of mankind, and tell you not to do this thing. 

MEDEA. I can do no other thing. It is understandable 

For you to speak thus. You have not suffered as I have. 

CHOR. But can you have the heart to kill your flesh and blood? soo 
MEDEA. Yes, for this is the best way to wound my husband. 

CHOR. And you too. Of women you will be most unhappy. 

MEDEA. So it must be. No compromise is possible. 

[She turns to the nurse.] 

Go, you, at once, and tell Jason to come to me. 

You I employ on all affairs of greatest trust. 80s 

Say nothing of these decisions which I have made. 

If you love your mistress, if you were born a woman. 

CHOR. From of old the children of Erechtheus are 


808. Erechtheus: an early king of Athens, a son of Hephaestus. 
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Splendid, the sons of blessed gods. They dwell 

In Athens' holy and unconquered land, 8io 

Where famous Wisdom feeds them and they pass gaily 

Always through that most brilliant air where once, they say, 

That golden Harmony gave birth to the nine 

Pure Muses of Pieria. 


And beside the sweet flow of Cephisos’ stream, 815 

Where Cypris sailed, they say, to draw the water, 

And mild soft breezes breathed along her path. 

And on her hair were flung the swcct-smclling garlands 
Of flowers of roses by the Lovers, the companions 
Of Wisdom, her escort, the helpers of men 820 

In every kind of excellence. 


How then can these holy rivers 
Or this holy land love you. 

Or the city find you a home. 

You, who will kill your children, 82s 

You, not pure with the rest? 

O think of the blow at your children 
And think of the blood that you shed. 

O, over and over I beg you, 

By your knees I beg you do not 830 

Be the murderess of your babes! 


O where will you find the courage 
Or the skill of hand and heart. 

When you set yourself to attempt 

A deed so dreadful to do? 835 

How, when you look upon them, 

Can you tearlessly hold the decision 
For murder? You will not be able. 

When your children fall down and implore you, 

You will not be able to dip 840 

Steadfast your hand in their blood. 

[Enter jason with attendants.] 

JASON. I have come at your request. Indeed, although you are 
Bitter against me, this you shall have: I will listen 
To what new thing you want, woman, to get from me. 


810. uncongucred: It was the 
Athenians’ boast that their descent 
from the original settlers was unin- 
terrupted by any invasion. There is a 
topical reference here, for the play was 
produced in 431 b.c., in a time of im- 
minent war. 

809-814. They dwell . . . Pieria: 
The sentence means that the fortunate 
balance (“Harmony”) of the elements 


and the genius of the people produced 
the cultivation of the arts (“the nine 
pure Muses”). Pieria was a fountain 
in Boeotia where the Muses were sup- 
posed to live. 

815. Cephisos: an Athenian river. 
Cypris, mentioned in the next line, is 
the goddess of love and therefore of 
the principle of fertility. 
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MEDEA. Jason, I beg you to be forgiving towards me 84s 

For what I said. It is natural for you to bear with 
My temper, since we have had much love together. 

I have talked with myself about this and I have 
Reproaehed myself. TooF I said, 'why am I so mad? 

Why am I set against those who have planned wisely? 850 

Why make myself an enemy of the authorities 

And of my husband, who does the best thing for me 

By marrying royalty and having children who 

Will be as brothers to my own? What is wrong with me? 

Let me give up anger, for the gods are kind to me. 855 

Have I not children, and do I not know that we 
In exile from our country must be short of friends?' 

When I considered this I saw that I had shown 
Great lack of sense, and that my anger was foolish. 

Now I agree with you. I think that you are wise 860 

In having this other wife as well as me, and I 
Was mad. I should have helped you in these plans of yours. 
Have joined in the wedding, stood by the marriage bed. 

Have taken pleasure in attendance on your bride. 

But we women arc what we arc, — perhaps a little 865 

Worthless; and you men must not be like us in this. 

Nor be foolish in return when we are foolish. 

Now I give in, and admit that then I was wrong, 

I have come to a better understanding now. 

[She turns towards the house.] 

Children, come here, my children, come outdoors to us! 870 
Welcome your father with me, and say goodbye to him, 

And with your mother, who just now was his enemy. 

Join again in making friends with him who loves us. 

[Enter the children, attended by the tutor.] 

We have made peace, and all our anger is over. 

Take hold of his right hand, — O God, I am thinking 875 
Of something which may happen in the secret future. 

0 children, will you just so, after a long life, 

Hold out your loving arms at the grave? O children, 

How ready to ery I am, how full of foreboding! 

1 am ending at last this quarrel with your father, 880 

And, look, my soft eyes have suddenly filled with tears. 

CHOR. And the pale tears have started also in my eyes. 

O may the trouble not grow worse than now it is! 

JASON. I approve of what you say. And I cannot blame you 
Even for what you said before. It is natural 881 

For a woman to be wild with her husband when he 
Goes in for secret love. But now your mind has turned 
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To better reasoning. In the end you have come to 
The right decision, like the clever woman you are. 

And of you, children, your father is taking care. 890 

He has made, with God's help, ample provision for you. 

For I think that a time will come when you will be 
The leading people in Corinth with your brothers. 

You must grow up. As to the future, your father 

And those of the gods who love him will deal with that. 89s 

I want to see you, when you have become young men. 

Healthy and strong, better men than my enemies. 

Medea, why are your eyes all wet with pale tears? 

Why is your cheek so white and turned away from me? 

Are not these words of mine pleasing for you to hear? 900 

MEDEA. It is nothing. I was thinking about these children. 

JASON. You must be cheerful. I shall look after them well. 

MEDEA. I will be. It is not that I distrust your words, 

But a woman is a frail thing, prone to crying. 

JASON. But why then should you grieve so much for these 
children? 905 

MEDEA. I am their mother. When you prayed that they might 
live 

I felt unhappy to think that these things will be. 

But come, I have said something of the things I tneant 
To say to you, and now I will tell you the rest. 

Since it is the king's will to banish me from here,r— 910 

And for me too I know that this is the best thin|, 

Not to be in your way by living here or in 

The king's way, since they think me ill-disposed' to them, — 

I then am going into exile from this land; 

But do you, so that you may have the care of them, 91s 

Beg Kreon that the children may not be banished. 

JASON. I doubt if I'll succeed, but still I'll attempt it. 

MEDEA. Then you must tell your wife to beg from her father 
That the children may be reprieved from banishment. 

JASON. I will, and with her I shall certainly succeed. 920 

MEDEA. If she is like the rest of us women, you will. 

And I too will take a hand with you in this business. 

For I will send her some gifts which are far fairer, 

I am sure of it, than those which now are in fashion, 

A finely-woven dress and a golden diadem, 925 

And the children shall present them. Quick, let one of you 
Servants bring here to me that beautiful dress. 

[One of her attendants goes into the home,] 

She will be happy not in one way, but in a hundred, 

Having so fine a man as you to share her bed, 
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And with this beautiful dress which Helios of old, 930 

My father's father, bestowed on his descendants. 

[Enter attendant carrying the poisoned dress and diadem.] 
There, children, take these wedding presents in your hands. 
Take them to the royal princess, the happy bride. 

And give them to her. She will not think little of them. 

JASON. No, don't be foolish, and empty your hands of these. 935 
Do you think the palace is short of dresses to wear? 

Do you think there is no gold there? Keep them, don't give them 
Away. If my wife considers me of any value. 

She will think more of me than money, I am sure of it. 

MEDEA. No, let me have my way. They say the gods themselves 040 
Arc moved by gifts, and gold does more with men than words. 
Hers is the luck, her fortune that which god blesses; 

She is young and a princess; but for my children's reprieve 
I would give my very life, and not gold only. 

Go children, go together to that rich palace, ^ 

Be suppliants to the new wife of your father. 

My lady, beg her not to let you be banished. 

And give her the dress, — for this is of great importance. 

That she should take the gift into her hand from yours. 

Go, quick as you can. And bring your mother good news 9so 
By your success of those things which she longs to gain. 

[ JASON goes out with his attendants ^ followed by the tutok 
and the children carrying the poisotied gifts.] 

CHOR. Now there is no hope left for the children's lives. 

Now there is none. They are walking already to murder. 

The bride, poor bride, will accept the curse of the gold. 

Will accept the bright diadem. 9^ 

Around her yellow hair she will set that dress 
Of death with her own hands. 

The grace and the perfume and glow of the golden robe 
Will charm her to put them upon her and wear the wreath. 

And now her wedding will be with the dead below, 960 

Into such a trap she will fall, 

Poor thing, into such a fate of death and never 
Escape from under that curse. 

You too, O wretched bridegroom, making your match with kings. 
You do not see that you bring 965 

Destruction on your children and on her. 

Your wife, a fearful death. 

Poor soul, what a fall is yours! 

In your grief too I weep, mother of little children, 

You who will murder your own, ^ 
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In vengeance for the loss of married love 
Which Jason has betrayed 
As he lives with another wife. 

[Enter the tutor with the children.] 

TUTOR. Mistress, I tell you that these children are reprieved, 

And the royal bride has been pleased to take in her hands 975 
Your gifts. In that quarter the children are secure. 

But come, 

Why do you stand confused when you are fortunate? 

Why have you turned round with your cheek away from inc^ 

Are not these words of mine pleasing for you to hear? q8o 

MEDEA. Oh! I am lost! 

TUTOR. That word is not in harmony with my tidings. 

MEDEA. I am lost, I am lost! 

TUTOR. Am I in ignorance telling you 

Of some disaster, and not the good news I thought? 

MEDEA. You have told what you have told. I do not blame you >8$ 
TUTOR. Why then this downcast eye, and this weeping of tears? 
MEDEA. Oh, I am forced to weep, old man. The gods and I, 

1 in a kind of madness have contrived all this. 

TUTOR. Courage! You too will be brought home by your children. 
MEDEA. Ah, before that happens I shall bring others home. 990 
TUTOR. Others before you have been parted from their children. 

Mortals must bear in resignation their ill luck. 

MEDEA. That is what I shall do. But go inside the house, 

And do for the children your usual daily work. ^ 

[The TUTOR goes into the house, medea turns to her 

CHILDREN.] 

O children, O my children, you have a city, 99S 

You have a home, and you can leave me behind you. 

And without your mother you may live there for ever. 

But I am going in exile to another land 

Before I have seen you happy and taken pleasure in you. 

Before I have dressed your brides and made your marriage beds 
And held up the torch at the ceremony of wedding. 

Oh, what a wretch I am in this my self-willed thought! 

What was the purpose, children, for which I reared you? 

For all my travail and wearing myself away? 

They were sterile, those pains I had in the bearing of you. 

O surely once the hopes in you I had, poor me. 

Were high ones: you would look after me in old age. 

And when I died would deck me well with your own hands; 

A thing which all would have done. O but now it is gone, 

That lovely thought. For, once I am left without you. 

Sad will be the life Til lead and sorrowful for me. 


XOIO 
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And you will never see your mother again with 
Your dear eyes, gone to another mode of living. 

Why, children, do you look upon me with your eyes? 

Why do you smile so sweetly that last smile of all? 

Oh, Oh, what can I do? My spirit has gone from me, 

Friends, when I saw that bright look in the children's eyes. 

I cannot bear to do it. I renounce my plans 

I had before. Til take my children away from 

This land. Why should I hurt their father with the pain 

They feel, and suffer twice as much of pain myself? 

No, no, I will not do it. I renounce my plans. 

Ah, what is wrong with me? Do I want to let go 
My enemies unhurt and be laughed at for it? 

I must face this thing. Oh, but what a weak woman 
Even to admit to my mind these soft arguments. 

Children, go into the house. And he whom law forbids 
To stand in attendance at my sacrifices. 

Let him see to it. I shall not mar my handiwork. 

OhI OhI 

Do not, O my heart, you must not do these things! 

Poor heart, let them go, have pity upon the children. 

If they live with you in Athens they will cheer you. 

No! By Hell’s avenging furies it shall not be, — 

This shall never be, that I should suffer my children 
To be the prey of my enemies' insolence. 

Every way is it fixed. The bride will not escape. 

No, the diadem is now upon her head, and she, 

The royal princess, is dying in the dress, I know it. 

But, — for it is the most dreadful of roads for me 
To tread, and them I shall send on a more dreadful still— 

I wish to speak to the children. 

[She calls the children to her,] 

Come, children, give 

Me your hands, give your mother your hands to kiss them. 

0 the dear hands, and O how dear are these lips to me. 

And the generous eyes and the bearing of my children! 

1 wish you happiness, but not here in this world. 

What is here your father took. O how good to hold you! 
How delicate the skin, how sweet the breath of children! 

Go, go! I am no longer able, no longer 

To look upon you. 1 am overcome by sorrow. 

[The CHILDREN go iuto the house.] 

I know indeed what evil I intend to do. 

But stronger than all my afterthoughts is my fury. 

Fury that brings upon mortals the greatest evils. 
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[She goes out to the right, towards the royal palace.] 
CHOR. Often before 

I have gone through more subtle reasons, 

And have come upon questionings greater 
Than a woman should strive to search out. 

But we too have a goddess to help us 
And accompany us into wisdom. 

Not all of us. Still you will find 
Among many women a few. 

And our sex is not without learning. 

This I say, that those who have never 
Had children, who know nothing of it, 

In happiness have the advantage 
Over those who are parents. 

The childless, who never discover 
Whether children turn out as a good thing 
Or as something to cause pain, are spared 
Many troubles in lacking this knowledge. 

And those who have in their homes 

The sweet presence of children, I see that their lives 

Are all wasted away by their worries. 

First they must think how to bring them up wdl and 
How to leave them something to live on. 

And then after this whether all their toil ? 

Is for those who will turn out good or bad, i 
Is still an unanswered question. 

And of one more trouble, the last of all. 

That is common to mortals I tell. 

For suppose you have found them enough for their living, 
Suppose that the children have grown into youth 
And have turned out good, still, if God so wills it, 

Death will away with your children’s bodies. 

And carry them off into Hades. 

What is our profit, then, that for the sake of 
Children the gods should pile upon mortals 
After all else 

This most terrible grief of all? 

[Enter medea, from the spectators* right] 

MEDEA. Friends, I can tell you that for long I have waited 
For the event. I stare towards the place from where 
The news will come. And now, see one of Jason’s servants 
Is on his way here, and that laboured breath of his 
Shows he has tidings for us, and evil tidings. 

[Enter, also from the right, the messenger.] 
MESSENGER. Medea, you who have done such a dreadful thing, 
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So outrageous, run for your life, take what you can, 

A ship to bear you hence or chariot on land. 

MEDEA. And what is the reason deserves such flight as this? 

MESS. She is dead, only just now, the royal princess, noo 

And Kreon dead too, her father, by your poisons. 

MEDEA. The finest words you have spoken. Now and hereafter 
I shall count you among my benefactors and friends. 

MESS. What! Are you right in the mind? Are you not mad, 

Woman? The house of the king is outraged by you. nos 

Do you enjoy it? Not afraid of such doings? 

MEDEA. To what you say I on my side have something too 
To say in answer. Do not be in a hurry, friend, 

But speak. How did they die? You will delight me twice 
As much again if you say they died in agony. mo 

MESS. When those two children, born of you, had entered in. 

Their father with them, and passed into the bride's house, 

We were pleased, we slaves who were distressed by your wrongs. 
All through the house we were talking of but one thing, 

How you and your husband had made up your quarrel. ms 

Some kissed the children's hands and some their yellow hair, 

And I myself was so full of my joy that I 
Followed the children into the women's quarters. 

Our mistress, whom we honour now instead of you, 

Before she noticed that your two children were there, 1120 

Was keeping her eye fixed eagerly on Jason. 

Afterwards however she covered up her eyes, 

Her cheek paled and she turned herself away from him, 

So disgusted was she at the children's coming there. 

But your husband tried to end the girl's bad temper. 

And said ‘You must not look unkindly on your friends. 

Cease to be angry. Turn your head to me again. 

Have as your friends the same ones as your husband has. 

And take these gifts, and beg your father to reprieve 
These children from their exile. Do it for my sake.' 

She, when she saw the dress, could not restrain herself. 

She agreed with all her husband said, and before 
He and the children had gone far from the palace. 

She took the gorgeous robe and dressed herself in it, 

And put the golden crown around her curly locks. 

And arranged the set of the hair in a shining mirror. 

And smiled at the lifeless image of herself in it. 

Then she rose from her chair and walked about the room. 

With her gleaming feet stepping most soft and delicate, 

All overjoyed with the present. Often and often 
She would stretch her foot out straight and look aloug it. 
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But after that it was a fearful thing to see. 

The colour of her face changed, and she staggered back, 

She ran, and her legs trembled, and she only just 

Managed to reach a chair without falling flat down. 1145 

An aged woman servant who, I take it, thought 

This was some seizure of Pan or another god, 

Cried out ‘God bless us,' but that was before she saw 
The white foam breaking through her lips and her rolling 
The pupils of her eyes and her face all bloodless. nso 

Then she raised a different cry from that ‘God bless us,' 

A huge shriek, and the women ran, one to the king, 

One to the newly wedded husband to tell him 

What had happened to his bride; and with frequent sound 

The whole of the palace rang as they went running. nss 

One walking quickly round the course of a race-track 

Would now have turned the bend and be close to the goal. 

When she, poor girl, opened her shut and speechless eye. 

And with a terrible groan she came to herself. 

For a two-fold pain was moving up against her. n6o 

I'he wreath of gold that was resting around her head 
Let forth a fearful stream of all-dcvouring fire. 

And the finely-woven dress your children gave to her. 

Was fastening on the unhappy girl's fine flesh. 

She leapt up from the chair, and all on fire she ran, 1165 

Shaking her hair now this way and now that, tiding 

To hurl the diadem away; but fixedly 

The gold preserved its grip, and, when she shook her hair. 

Then more and twice as fiercely the fire blazed 'Out. 

Till, beaten by her fate, she fell down to the ground, 1170 

Hard to be recognised except by a parent. 

Neither the setting of her eyes was plain to sec. 

Nor the shapeliness of her face. From the top of 
Her head there oozed out blood and fire mixed together. 

Like the drops on pine-bark, so the flesh from her bones 1175 
Dropped away, torn by the hidden fang of the poison. 

It was a fearful sight; and terror held us all 
From touching the corpse. We had learned from what had 
happened. 

But her wretched father, knowing nothing of the event, 

Came suddenly to the house, and fell upon the corpse, 1x80 
And at once cried out and folded his arms about her. 

And kissed her and spoke to her, saying ‘O my poor child, 

1147. Pan: As the god of wild surroundings may produce, and thence 
nature he was supposed to be the of all kinds of sudden madness. (Corn- 

source of the sudden, apparently pare our word “panic’*.) 
causeless terror which solitude in wild 
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What heavenly power has so shamefully destroyed you? 

And who has set me here like an ancient sepulchre, 
Deprived of you? O let me die with you, my child!' 

And when he had made an end of his wailing and crying. 
Then the old man wished to raise himself to his feet; 

But, as the ivy clings to the twigs of the laurel, 

So he stuck to the fine dress, and he struggled fearfully. 

For he was trying to lift himself to his knee. 

And she was pulling him down, and when he tugged hard 
He would be ripping his aged flesh from his bones. 

At last his life was quenched and the unhappy man 
Gave up the ghost, no longer could hold up his head. 

There they lie close, the daughter and the old father. 

Dead bodies, an event he prayed for in his tears. 

As for your interests, I will say nothing of them. 

For you will find your own escape from punishment. 

Our human life I think and have thought a shadow. 

And I do not fear to say that those who are held 
Wise amongst men and who search the reasons of things 
Are those who bring the most sorrow on themselves. 

For of mortals there is no one who is happy. 

If wealth flows in upon one, one may be perhaps 
Luckier than one's neighbour, but still not happy. 

[Exit.] 

CHOR. Heaven, it seems, on this day has fastened many 
Evils on Jason, and Jason has deserved them. 

Poor girl, the daughter of Kreon, how I pity you 
And your misfortunes, you who have gone quite away 
To the house of Hades because of marrying Jason. 

MEDEA. Women, my task is fixed: as quickly as I may 
To kill my children, and start away from this land, 

And not, by wasting time, to suffer my children 
To be slain by another hand less kindly to them. 

Force every way will have it they must die, and since 
This must be so, then I, their mother, shall kill them. 

O arm yourself in steel, my heart! Do not hang back 
From doing this fearful and necessary wrong. 

O come, my hand, poor wretched hand, and take the sword, 
Take it, step forward to this bitter starting point. 

And do not be a coward, do not think of them. 

How sweet they are, and how you are their mother. Just for 
'This one short day be forgetful of your children. 

Afterwards weep; for even though you will kill them, 

They were very dear, — O, I am an unhappy woman! 

\With a cry she rushes into the house] 
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CHOR. O Earth, and the far shining 
Ray of the sun, look down, look down upon 
This poor lost woman, look, before she raises 
The hand of murder against her flesh and blood. 

Yours was the golden birth from which 1230 

She sprang, and now I fear divine 
Blood may be shed by men. 

O heavenly light, hold back her hand. 

Check her, and drive from out the house 
The bloody Fury raised by fiends of Hell. 

Vain waste, your care of children; 

Was it in vain you bore the babes you loved. 

After you passed the inhospitable strait 
Between the dark blue rocks, Symplegades? 

O wretched one, how has it come, 1240 

This heavy anger on your heart. 

This cruel bloody mind? 

For God from mortals asks a stern 
Price for the stain of kindred blood 

In like disaster falling on their homes. 1245 

[A cry from one of the children is heard.] 

CHOR. Do you hear the cry, do you hear the childrch's cry? 

O you hard heart, O woman fated for evil! : 

ONE OF THE CHILDREN. [From within] What can I do and how 
escape iny mother's hands? 

ANOTHER CHILD. [From within] O my dear bro&lr, I cannot tell. 

We are lost. ^ 

CHOR. Shall I enter the house? O surely I shoidd 1250 

Defend the children from murder. 

A CHILD. [From within] O help us, in God's name, for now we need 
your help. 

Now, now vve are close to it. We are trapped by the sword. 
CHOR. O your heart must have been made of rock or steel. 

You who can kill 1255 

With your own hand the fruit of your own womb. 

Of one alone I have heard, one woman alone 
Of those of old who laid her hands on her children, 

Ino, sent mad by heaven when the wife of Zeus 
Drove her out from her home and made her wander; 126a 

And because of the wicked shedding of blood 
Of her own children she tlirew 
Herself, poor wretch, into the sea and stepped away 
Over the sea-cliff to die with her two children. 

What horror more can be? O women's love, 
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So full of trouble, 

How many evils have you caused already! 

[Enter jason, with attendants.] 

JASON. You women, standing close in front of this dwelling. 

Is she, Medea, she who did this dreadful deed. 

Still in the house, or has she run away in flight? 1270 

For she will have to hide herself beneath the earth. 

Or raise herself on wings into the height of air. 

If she wishes to escape the royal vengeance. 

Docs she imagine that, having killed our rulers. 

She will herself eseape uninjured from this house? 127s 

But I am thinking not so much of her as for 
The children, — her the king's friends will make to suffer 
For what she did. So I have come to save the lives 
Of my boys, in case the royal house should harm them 
While taking vengeance for their mother's wicked deed. 1280 
CHOR. O Jason, if you but knew how deeply you arc 
Involved in sorrow, you would not have spoken so. 

JASON. What is it? That she is planning to kill me also? 

CHOR. Your children arc dead, and by their own mother's hand. 
JASON. What! This is it? O woman, you have destroyed me. 1285 
CHOR. You must make up your mind your children are no more. 
JASON. Where did she kill them? Was it here or in the house? 
CHOR. Open the gates and there you will sec them murdered. 
JASON. Quick as you can unlock the doors, men, and undo 
The fastenings and let me see this double evil, 1290 

My children dead and her, — O her I will repay. 

[Hz's attendants rush to the door, medka appears above the 
house in a chariot drawn by dragons. She has the dead bodies 
of the children with her,] 

MEDEA. Why do you batter these gates and try to unbar them. 
Seeking the corpses and for me who did the deed? 

You may cease your trouble, and, if you have need of me, 

Speak, if you wish. You will never touch me with your hand, 1295 
Such a chariot has Helios, my father's father. 

Given me to defend me from my enemies. 

JASON. You hateful thing, you woman most utterly loathed 
By the gods and me and by all the race of mankind. 

You who have had the heart to raise a sword against 
Your children, you, their mother, and left me childless,— 

You have done this, and do you still look at the sun 
And at the earth, after these most fearful doings? 

I wish you dead. Now I see it plain, though at that time 
I did not, when I took you from your foreign home 
-And brought you to a Greek house, you, an evil thing. 
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A traitress to your father and your native land. 

The gods hurled the avenging eurse of yours on me. 

For your own brother you slew at your own hearthside, 

And then eaine aboard that beautiful ship, the Argo. 1310 

And that was your beginning. When you were married 
To me, your husband, and had borne children to me, 

For the sake of pleasure in the bed you killed them. 

There is no Greek woman who would have dared such deeds, 
Out of all those whom I passed over and chose you 1315 

To marry instead, a bitter destructive match, 

A monster not a woman, having a nature 
Wilder than that of Scylla in the Tuscan sea. 

Ah! no, not if I had ten thousand words of shame 

Could I sting you. You are naturally so brazen. 132^ 

Go, worker in evil, stained with your children's blood. 

For me remains to cry aloud upon my fate, 

Who will get no pleasure from my newly-wedded love, 

And the boys whom I begot and brought up, never 
Shall I speak to them alive. Oh, my life is over! 1325 

MEDEA. Long would be the answer which I might have made to 
These words of yours, if Zeus the father did not know 
How I have treated you and what you did to me. 

No, it was not to be that you should scorn my Idve, 

And pleasantly live your life through, laughing at me; 1330 

Nor would the princess, nor he who offered the -match, 

Kreon, drive me away without paying for it. 

So now you may call me a monster, if you wish, 

0 Scylla housed in the caves of the Tuscan sea ' 

1 too, as I had to, have taken hold of your heart. 1335 

JASON. You feel the pain yourself. You share in my sorrow. 

MEDEA. Yes, and my grief is gain when you cannot mock it. 
JASON. O children, what a wicked mother she was to you! 

MEDEA. They died from a disease they caught from their father. 
JASON. I tell you it was not my hand that destroyed them. 1340 

MEDEA. But it was your insolence, and your virgin wedding. 

JASON. And just for the sake of that you chose to kill them. 

MEDEA. Is love so Small a pain, do you think, for a woman? 

JASON. For a wise one, certainly. But you arc wholly evil. 

MEDEA. The children are dead. I say this to make you suffer. 1345 
JASON. The children, I think, will bring down curses on you. 

MEDEA. The gods know who was the author of this sorrow. 

JASON. Yes, the gods know indeed, they know your loathsome heart. 
MEDEA. Hate me. But I tire of your barking bitterness. 


1318. Scylla: a monster located in 
the straits between Italy and Sicily, 


who snatched sailors off passing ships 
and devoured them. 
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JASON. And I of yours. It is easier to leave you. i3So 

MEDEA. How then? What shall I do? I long to leave you too. 

JASON. Give me the bodies to bury and to mourn them. 

MEDEA. No, that I will not. I will bury them myself, 

Bearing them to Hera’s temple on the promontory; 

So that no enemy may evilly treat them 
By tearing up their grave. In this land of Corinth 
I shall establish a holy feast and sacrifice 
Each year for ever to atone for the blood guilt. 

And I myself go to the land of Erechtheus 
To dwell in Aigeus’ house, the son of Pandion. 

While you, as is right, will die without distinction, 

Struck on the head by a piece of the Argo's timber. 

And you will have seen the bitter end of my love. 

JASON. May a Fury for the children’s sake destroy you, 

And justice, Requitor of blood. 

MEDEA. What heavenly power lends an ear 
To a breaker of oaths, a deceiver? 

JASON. O, I hate you, murderess of children. 

MEDEA. Go to your palace. Bury your bride. 

JASON. I go, with two children to mourn for. 

MEDEA. Not yet do you feel it. Wait for the future. 

JASON. Oh, children I loved! 

MEDEA. I loved them, you did not. 

JASON. You loved them, and killed them. 

MEDEA. To make you feel 

pain. 1 

JASON. Oh, wretch that I am, how I long 
To kiss the dear lips of my children! 

MEDEA. Now you would speak to them, now you would kiss them. 

Then you rejected them. 

JASON. Let me, I beg you, 

Touch my boys’ delicate flesh. 

MEDEA. I will not. Your words are all wasted. 

JASON. O God, do you hear it, this persecution, 

These my sufferings from this hateful 
Woman, this monster, murderess of children? 

Still what I can do that I will do: 

I will lament and cry upon heaven. 

Calling the gods to bear me witness 
How you have killed my boys and prevent me from 
Touching their bodies or giving them burial. 

I wish I had never begot them to see them 
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Afterwards slaughtered by you. 

CHOR. Zeus in Olympus is the overseer 
Of many doings. Many things the gods 

Achieve beyond our judgment. What we thought 139s 

Is not confirmed and what we thought not god 
Contrives. And so it happens in this story. - 


PLATO 

(4297-347 B.C.) 

The Apology of Socrates* 

How you, O Athenians, have been affected by my accusers, I 
cannot tell; but I know that they almost made me forget who I 
was — so persuasively did they speak; and yet they have hardly 
uttered a word of truth. But of the many falsehoods told by them, 
there was one which quite amazed me; — I mean when they said 
that you should be upon your guard and not allow yourselves to be 
deceived by the force of my eloquence. To say this, when they were 
certain to be detected as soon as I opened my lips and proved myself 
to be anything but a great speaker, did indeed appear to me most 
shameless — unless by the force of eloquence they mean the force 
of truth; for if such is their meaning, I admit that 1 am eloquent. 
But in how different a way from theirs! Well, as I yi^as saying, they 
have scarcely spoken the truth at all; but from m© you shall hear 
the whole truth: not, however, delivered after their manner in a 
set oration duly ornamented with words and phrases. 'No, by heaven! 
but I shall use the words and arguments which occur to me at the 
moment; for I am confident in the justice of my cause: at my time 
of life I ought not to be appearing before you, O men of Athens, 
in the character of a juvenile orator — let no one expect it of me. 
And I must beg of you to grant me a favour; — If I defend myself in 
my accustomed manner, and you hear me using the words which 
I have been in the habit of using in the agora,^ at the tables of 
the money-changers, or anywhere else, I would ask you not to be 
surprised, and not to interrupt me on this account. For I am more 
than seventy years of age, and appearing now for the first time in 
a court of law, I am quite a stranger to the language of the place; 
and therefore I would have you regard me as if I were really a 
stranger, whom you would excuse if he spoke in his native tongue, 
and after the fashion of his country: — ^Am I making an unfair 
request of you? Never mind the manner, which may or may not be 


♦ Translated by Benjamin Jowett. 
‘Apology” means “defense.” 


1 . the market place. 
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good; but think only of the truth of my words, and give heed to 
that: let the speaker speak truly and the judge decide justly. 

And first, I have to reply to the older charges^ and to my first 
accusers, and then I will go on to the later ones. For of old I have 
had many accusers, who have accused me falsely to you during 
many years; and I am more afraid of them than of Anytus and his 
associates, who arc dangerous, too, in their own way. But far more 
dangerous are the others, who began when you were children, and 
took possession of your minds with their falsehoods, telling of one 
Socrates, a wise man, who speculated about the heaven above, and 
searched into the earth beneath, and made the worse appear the 
better cause.^ The disseminators of this talc are the accusers whom 
I dread; for their hearers are apt to fancy that such enquirers do not 
believe in the existence of the gods. And they are many, and their 
charges against me arc of ancient date, and they were made by them 
in the days when you were more impressible than you arc now — in 
childhood, or it may have been in youth — and the cause when heard 
went by default, for there was none to answer. And hardest of all, 
I do not know and cannot tell the names of my accusers; unless in 
the chance case of a Comic poet.^ All who from envy and malice 
have persuaded you — some of them having first convinced them- 
selves — all this class of men arc most difficult to deal with; for I 
cannot have them up here, and cross-examine them, and tlierefore 
I must simply fight with shadows in my own defence, and argue 
when there is no one who answers. I will ask you then to assume 
with me, as I was saying, that my opponents are of two kinds; one 
recent, the other ancient: and I hope that you will see the propriety'' 
of my answering the latter first, for these accusations you heard 
long before the others, and much oftcncr. 

Well, then, I must make my defence, and endeavor to clear away 
in a short time, a slander which has lasted a long time. May 1 
succeed, if to succeed be for my good and yours, or likely to avail 
me in my cause! The task is not an easy one; I quite understand the 

2. Socrates had been the object of 4. He is referring to the poet Aris- 

much criticism and satire for many tophanes, whose play The Clouds (pro- 
years before the trial. He here disre- duced in 423 b.c.) is a broad satire on 

gards legal forms and announces that Socrates and his associates, and a good 

he will deal first with the prejudices example of the prejudice Socrates is 

that lie behind the formal charge that dealing with, for it presents him pro- 

has been brought against him. pounding fantastic theories about matter 

3. He was accused by some of his and religion, and teaching students 
enemies of being a materialist philoso- how to avoid payment of debts. 

pher who speculated about the physical 5. He says this with his tongue in 
nature of the universe, and by others his cheek, for he is actually paying no 

of being one of the Sophists, profes- attention to legal propriety. This be- 

sional teachers of rhetoric and other comes clearer below, where he goes so 

subjects, many of whom taught methods far as to paraphrase the actual terms 

which were more effective than honest. of the indictment and put into the 

(See footnotes 7 and 29, on Protagoras mouths of his accusers the prejudice he 

and Anaxagoras.) claims is the basis of their action. 
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nature of it. And so leaving the event with God, in obedience to 
the law I will now make my defence. 

I will begin at the beginning, and ask what is the accusation 
which has given rise to the slander of me, and in fact has encour- 
aged Mcletus to prefer this charge against me. Well, what do the 
slanderers say? They shall be my prosecutors, and I will sum up 
their words in an affidavit: ‘Socrates is an evil-doer, and a curious 
person, who searches into things under the earth and in heaven, 
and he makes the worse appear the better cause; and he teaches 
the aforesaid doctrines to others.' Such is the nature of the accusa- 
tion: it is just what you have yourselves seen in the comedy of 
Aristophanes, who has introduced a man whom he calls Socrates, 
going about and saying that he walks in air,*^ and talking a deal of 
nonsense concerning matters of which I do not pretend to know 
either much or little — not that I mean to speak disparagingly of 
any one who is a student of natural philosophy. I should be very 
sorry if Mcletus could bring so grave a charge against me. But the 
simple truth is, O Athenians, that I have nothing to do with 
pliysical speculations. Very many of those here present are witnesses 
to the truth of this, and to them I appeal. Speak then, you who 
have heard me, and tell your neighbours whether any of you have 
ever known me hold forth in few words or in many upon such 
matters. . . . You hear their answer. And from what they say of 
this part of the charge you will be able to judge of the truth of the 
rest. 

As little foundation is there for the report that I am a teacher, 
and take moncy;^ this accusation has no more truth in it than the 
other. Although, if a man were really able to instruct mankind, to 
receive money for giving instruction would, in my opinion, be an 
honour to him. There is Gorgias® of Lcontium, and Prodicus® of 
Ceos, and Hippias^® of Elis, who go the round of the cities, and 
are able to persuade the young men to leave their own citizens by 
whom they might be taught for nothing, and come to them whom 
they not only pay, but are thankful if they may be allowed to pay 
them. There is at this time a Parian^i philosopher residing in 

6. In the comedy of Aristophanes 8. from Leontium in Sicily; he was 

Socrates first appears suspended in a famous as the originator of an antithet- 
basket, and when asked what he is do- ical, ornate prose style which had 

ing replies, “I walk in air and con- great influence. 

template the sun.” He explains that 9. from Ceos, an island in the 
only by suspending his intelligence can Aegean; he taught rhetoric and was 

he investigate celestial matters. well-known for his pioneering gram- 

7. Unlike Socrates, who beggared matical studies. 

himself in the quest for truth, the pro- 10. from Elis, in the Peloponnese; he 
fessional teachers made great for- claimed to be able to teach any and 
tunes. The wealth of Protagoras, the all subjects, including handicrafts, 
first of the Sophists who demanded 11. from Paros, a small island in the 
fees, was proverbial. Aegean. 
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Athens, of whom I have heard; and I came to hear of him in this 
way: — I came across a man who has spent a world of money on 
the Sophists, Callias, the son of Hipponicus, and knowing that he 
had sons, I asked him: ‘Callias,' I said, ‘if your two sons were foals 
or calves, there would be no difficulty in finding some one to put 
over them; wc should hire a trainer of horses, or a farmer probably, 
who would improve and perfect them in their own proper virtue 
and excellence; but as they arc human beings, whom are you think- 
ing of placing over them? Is there any one who understands human 
and political virtue? You must have thought about the matter, for 
you have sons; is there any one?' ‘There is,' he said. ‘Who is he?' 
said I; ‘and of what country? and what does he charge?' ‘Evenus 
the Parian,' he replied; ‘he is the man, and his eharge is five minae.'’-^ 
Happy is Evenus, I said to myself; if he really has this wisdom, and 
teaches at such a moderate charge. Had I the same, I should have 
been very proud and conceited; but the truth is that I have no 
knowledge of the kind. 

I dare say, Athenians, that some one among you will reply, ‘Yes, 
Socrates, but what is the origin of these accusations which arc 
brought against you; there must have been something strange which 
you have been doing? All these rumours and this talk about you 
would never have arisen if you had been like other men: tell us, 
then, what is the eause of them, for we should be sorry to judge 
hastily of you.' Now I regard this as a fair challenge, and I will 
endeavour to explain to you the reason why I am called wise and 
have such an evil fame. Please to attend then. And although some 
of you may think that I am joking, I declare that I will tell you 
the entire truth. Men of Athens, this reputation of mine has come 
of a certain sort of wisdom which I possess. If you ask me what kind 
of wisdom, I reply, wisdom such as may perhaps be attained by 
man, for to that extent I am inclined to believe that I am wise; 
whereas the persons of whom I was speaking have a superhuman 
wisdom, which I may fail to describe, because I have it not myself; 
and he who says that I have, speaks falsely, and is taking away my 
character. And here, O men of Athens, I must beg you not to 
interrupt me, even if I seem to say something extravagant. For the 
word which I will speak is not mine. I will refer you to a witness who 
is worthy of credit; that witness shall be the God of Delphi^® — he 
will tell you about my wisdom, if I have any, and of what sort it 
is. You must have known Chaerephon;^* he was early a friend of 
mine, and also a friend of yours, for he shared in the recent exile 
of the people,^® and returned with you. Well, Chaerephon, as you 

12. a relatively moderate sum; Pro- ^ 14. one of Socrates* closest asso- 
tagoras is said to have charged a hun- ciates; he appears in Aristophanes* 
dred minae for a course of instruction. comedy. 

13. the oracle of Apollo at Delphi. IS. Chaerephon was an enthusiastic 
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know, was very impetuous in all his doings, and he went to Delphi 
and boldly asked the oracle to tell him whether — ^as I was saying, 
I must beg you not to interrupt — ^he asked the oracle to tell him 
whether any one was wiser than I was, and the Pythian prophetess 
answered, that there was no man wiser. Chaerephon is dead himself; 
but his brother, who is in court, will confirm the truth of what I 
am saying. 

Why do I mention this? Because I am going to explain to you 
why I have such an evil name. When I heard the answer, I said to 
myself. What can the god mean? and what is the interpretation of 
his riddle? for I know that I have no wisdom, small or great. What 
then can he mean when he says that I am the wisest of men? And 
yet he is a god, and cannot lie; that would be against his nature. 
After long consideration, I thought of a method of trying the ques- 
tion. I reflected that if I could only find a man wiser than myself, 
then I might go to the god with a refutation in my hand. I should 
say to him, 'Here is a man who is wiser than I am; but you said 
that I was the wisest.' Accordingly I went to one who had the 
reputation of wisdom, and observed him — his name I need not 
mention; he was a politician whom I selected for examination — and 
the result was as follows: When I began to talk with him, I could 
not help thinking that he was not really wise, although he was 
thought wise by many, and still wiser by himself; and thereupon I 
tried to explain to him that he thought himself wike, but was not 
really wise; and the consequence was that he hatM me, and his 
enmity was shared by several who were present and heard me. So 
I left him, saying to myself, as I went away: Wel^ although I do 
not suppose that either of us knows anything realfy beautiful and 
good, I am better off than he is, — ^for he knows nothing, and thinks 
that he knows; I neither know nor think that I know. In this latter 
particular, then, I seem to have slightly the advantage of him. Then 
I went to another who had still higher pretensions to wisdom, and 
my conclusion was exactly the same. Whereupon I made another 
enemy of him, and of many others besides him. 

Then I went to one man after another, being not unconscious 
of the enmity which I provoked, and I lamented and feared this; 
But necessity was laid upon me, — the word of God, I thought, 
ought to be considered first. And I said to myself. Go I must to all 
who appear to know, and find out the meaning of the oracle. And 
I swear to you, Athenians, by the dog I swearP® — ^for I must tell 
you the truth — the result of my mission was just this: I found that 

enough partisan of the democratic refers to the exile into which all known 
regime to have to go into exile in 404 champions of democracy were forced 
B.c. when the Thirty Tyrants carried until the democracy was restored, 
on an oligarchic reign of terror. The 16. a euphemistic oath (compare, 
phrase “the recent exile of the people'' “by George”). 
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the men most in repute were all but the most foolish; and that 
others less esteemed were really wiser and better. I will tell you 
the tale of my wanderings and of the ‘Herculean' labours, as I may 
call them, which I endured only to find at last the oracle irrefutable. 
After the politicians, I went to the poets; tragic, dithyrambic,^^ and 
all sorts. And there, I said to myself, you will be instantly detected; 
now you will find out that you are more ignorant than they are. 
Accordingly, I took them some of the most elaborate passages in 
their own writings, and asked what was the meaning of them — 
thinking that they would teach me something. Will you believe 
me? I am almost ashamed to confess the truth, but I must say that 
there is hardly a person present who would not have talked better 
about their poetry than they did themselves. Then I knew that not 
by wisdom do poets write poetry, but by a sort of genius and 
inspiration; they arc like diviners or soothsayers who also say many 
fine things, but do not understand the meaning of them.^” The poets 
appeared to me to be much in the same case; and I further observed 
that upon the strength of their poetry they believed themselves to 
be the wisest of men in other things in which they were not wise. So 
I departed, conceiving myself to be superior to them for the same 
reason that I was superior to the politicians. 

At last I went to the artisans, for I was conscious that I knew 
nothing at all, as I may say, and I was sure that they knew many 
fine things; and here I was not mistaken, for they did know many 
things of which I was ignorant, and in this they certainly were 
wiser than I was. But I observed that even the good artisans fell 
into the same error as the poets; — ^because they were good workmen 
they thought that they also knew all sorts of high matters, and 
this defect in them overshadowed their wisdom; and therefore I 
asked myself on behalf of the oracle, whether I would like to be as 
I was, neither having their knowledge nor their ignorance, or like 
them in both; and I made answer to myself and to the oracle that 
I was better off as I was. 

This inquisition has led to my having many enemies of the worst 
and most dangerous kind, and has given occasion also to many 
calumnies. And I am called wise, for my hearers always imagine 
that I myself possess the wisdom which I find wanting in others: 
but the truth is, O men of Athens, that God only is wise; and by 
his answer he intends to show that the wisdom of men is worth 
little or nothing; he is not speaking of Socrates, he is only using 
my name by way of illustration, as if he said, He, O men, is the 
wisest, who, like Socrates, knows that his wisdom is in truth worth 

17. The dithyramb was a short per- 18. For a fuller exposition of this 
formance by a chorus, produced, like famous theory of poetic inspiration 

tragedy, at state expense and at a see Plato’s Ion, 
public festival. 



The Apology of Socrates • 303 

nothing. And so I go about the world, obedient to the god, and 
search and make enquiry into the wisdom of any one, whether citi- 
zen or stranger, who appears to be wise; and if he is not wise, then in 
vindication of the oracle I show him that he is not wise; and my 
occupation quite absorbs me, and 1 have no time to give either to 
any public matter of interest or to any concern of my own, but I 
am in utter poverty by reason of my devotion to the god. 

There is another thing: — young men of the richer classes, who 
have not much to do, come about me of their own accord; they 
like to hear the pretenders examined, and they often imitate me, 
and proceed to examine others; there are plenty of persons, as they 
quickly discover, who think that they know something, but really 
know little or nothing; and then those who are examined by them 
instead of being angry with themselves are angry with me: This 
confounded Socrates, they say; this villainous misleadcr of youthi 
— and then if somebody asks them. Why, what evil does he practice 
or teach? they do not know, and cannot tell; but in order that they 
may not appear to be at a loss, they repeat the ready-made charges 
which are used against all philosophers about teaching things up 
in the clouds and under the earth, and having no gods, and making 
the worse appear the better cause; for they do not like to confess 
that their pretence of knowledge has been detected — which is the 
truth; and as they are numerous and ambitious and energetic, and 
are drawn up in battle array and have persuasive tongues, they have 
filled your ears with their loud and inveterate ealntnnies. And this 
is the reason why my three accusers, Melctus and Anytus and Lycon, 
have set upon me; Meletus, who has a quarrel with me on behalf 
of the poets; Anytus, on behalf of the craftsmen and politicians; 
Lycon, on behalf of the rhetoricians: and as I said at the be- 
ginning, I cannot expect to get rid of such a mass of calumny all in 
a moment. And this, O men of Athens, is the truth and the whole 
truth; I have concealed nothing, I have dissembled nothing. And 
yet, 1 know that my plainness of speech makes them hate me, and 
what is their hatred but a proof that I am speaking the truth? — 
Hence has arisen the prejudice against me; and this is the reason 
of it, as you will find out either in this or in any future enquiry. 

I have said enough in my defence against the first class of my 
accusers; I turn to the second class. They are headed by Meletus, 
that good man and true lover of his country, as he calls himself. 
Against these, too, I must try to make a defence: — Let their affidavit 
be read: it contains something of this kind: It says that Socrates 
is a doer of evil, who corrupts the youth; and who docs not believe 
in the gods of the state, but has other new divinities®® of his own. 

19. the three accusers. Anytus was a r^tetoric is known only from this pas- 
prominent politician; the connection of sage. 

Meletus with poetry and of Lycon with 20. The precise meaning of the 
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Such is the charge; and now let us examine the particular counts. 
He says that I am a doer of evil, and corrupt the youth; but I say, 

0 men of Athens, that Meletus is a doer of evil, in that he pretends 
to be in earnest when he is only in jest, and is so eager to bring 
men to trial from a pretended zeal and interest about matters in 
which he really never had the smallest interest. And the truth of this 

1 will endeavour to prove to you. 

Come hither, Mdetus, and let me ask a question^^ of you. You 
think a great deal about the improvement of youth? 

Yes, I do. 

Tell the judges, then, who is their improver; for you must know, 
as you have taken the pains to discover their corrupter, and are 
citing and accusing me before them. Speak, then, and tell the judges 
who their improver is. — Observe, Meletus, that you are silent, and 
have nothing to say. But is not this rather disgraceful, and a very 
considerable proof of what I was saying, that you have no interest 
in the matter? Speak up, friend, and tell us who their improver is. 

The laws. 

But that, my good sir, is not my meaning. I want to know who 
the person is, who, in the first place, knows the laws. 

The judgcs,22 Socrates, who are present in court. 

What, do you mean to say, Meletus, that they are able to 
instruct and improve youth? 

Certainly they are. 

What, all of them, or some only and not others? 

All of them. 

By the goddess Herd,^^ that is good news! There arc plenty of 
improvers, then. And what do you say of the audience, — do they 
improve them? 

Yes, they do. 

And the senators?^* 

charge is not clear. As this translation 
indicates, the Greek words may mean 
“new divinities,’^ with a reference to 
Socrates’ famous inner voice, which 
from time to time warned him against 
action on which he had decided. Or the 
words may mean “practicing strange 
rites,” though this charge is difficult to 
understand. In any case, the im> 
portance of the phrase is that it im- 
plies religious belief of some sort and 
can later be used against Meletus when 
he loses his head and accuses Socrates 
of atheism. 

21. Socrates avails himself of his 
right to interrogate the accuser. He is, 
of course, a master in this type of ex- 
amination, for he has spent his life 
in the practice of puncturing inflated 
pretensions and exposing logical con- 
tradictions in the arguments of his ad- 
versaries. He is here fulfilling his 


earlier promise to defend himself in the 
manner to which he has been accus- 
tomed and use the words which he has 
been in the habit of using in the agora 
(p. 297). 

22. the jury. There was no judge in 
the Athenian law court. The Athenian 
jury was large; in this trial it prob- 
ably consisted of five hundred citizens. 
In the following questions Socrates 
forces Meletus to extend the capacity 
to improve the youth to successively 
greater numbers, until it appears that 
the entire citizen body is a good influ- 
ence and Socrates the only bad one. 
Meletus is caught in the trap of his 
own demagogic appeal. 

23. Hera. 

24. the members of the standing 
council of the assembly, five hundred in 
number. 
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Yes, the senators improve them. 

But perhaps the members of the assembly^f^ corrupt them? — or 
do they too improve them? 

They improve them. 

Then every Athenian improves and elevates them; all with the 
exception of myself; and I alone am their corrupter? Is that what 
you affirm? 

That is what I stoutly affirm. 

I am very unfortunate if you are right. But suppose I ask you 
a question: How about horses?^® Docs one man do them harm 
and all the world good? Is not the exact opposite the truth? One 
man is able to do them good, or at least not many; — the trainer 
of horses, that is to say, does them good, and others who have to 
do with them rather injure them? Is not that true, Mcletus, of 
horses, or any other animals? Most assuredly it is; whether you and 
Anytus say yes or no. Happy indeed would be the condition of 
youth if they had one corrupter only, and all the rest of the world 
were their improvers. But you, Melctus, have sufficiently shown that 
you never had a thought about the young: your carelessness is seen 
in your not caring about the very things which you bring against 
me. 

And now, Melctus, I will ask you another question — by Zeus 
I will: Which is better, to live among bad citizens^ sor among good 
ones? Answer, friend, I say; the question is one fwhich may be 
easily answered. Do not the good do their neighbours good, and the 
bad do them evil? i 

Certainly. 

And is there any one who would rather be injured than benefited 
by those who live with him? Answer, my good friend, the law 
requires you to answer — does any one like to be injured? 

Certainly not. 

And when you accuse me of corrupting and deteriorating the 
youth, do you allege that I corrupt them intentionally or uninten- 
tionally? 

Intentionally, I say. 

But you have just admitted that the good do their neighbours 
good, and evil do them evil. Now, is that a truth which your superior 
wisdom has recognized thus early in life, and am I, at my age, in 
such darkness and ignorance as not to know that if a man with 
whom I have to live is corrupted by me, I am very likely to be 
harmed by him; and yet I corrupt him, and intentionally, too — ^so 
you say, although neither I nor any other human being is ever likely 
to be convinced by you. But either I do not corrupt them, or I 

25. the sovereign body in the 26. This simple analogy is typical of 
Athenian constitution, ^eoretically an the Socratic method; be is still defending 
assembly of the whole citizen body. himself in his accustomed manner. 
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corrupt them unintentionally; and on cither view of the case you 
lie. If my offence is unintentional, the law has no cognizance of 
unintentional offences: you ought to have taken me privately, and 
warned and admonished me; for if I had been better advised, I 
should have left off doing what I only did unintentionally — no 
doubt I should; but you would have nothing to say to me and 
refused to teach me. And now you bring me up in this court, which 
is not a place of instruction, but of punishment. 

It will be very clear to you, Athenians, as I was saying, that 
Meletus has no care at all, great or small, about the matter. But 
still I should like to know, Meletus, in what I am affirmed to cor- 
rupt the young. I suppose you mean, as I infer from your indictment, 
that I teach them not to acknowledge the gods which the state 
acknowledges, but some other new divinities or spiritual agencies 
in their stead. These are the lessons by which I corrupt the youth, 
as you say. 

Yes, that I say emphatically. 

Then, by the gods, Meletus, of whom we arc speaking, tell me 
and the court, in somewhat plainer terms, what you mean! for I 
do not as yet understand whether you affirm that I teach other men 
to acknowledge some gods, and therefore that I do believe in gods, 
and am not an entire atheist — this you do not lay to my charge, — 
but only you say that they are not the same gods which the city 
recognizes — the charge is that they are different gods. Or, do you 
mean that I am an atheist simply, and a teacher of atheism? 

I mean the latter — that you are a complete atheist.^^ 

What an extraordinary statement! Why do you think so, 
Meletus?* Do you mean that I do not believe in the godhead of 
the sun or moon, like other men? 

I assure you, judges, that he does not: for he says that the sun 
is stone, and the moon carth.-« 

Friend Meletus, you think that you are accusing Anaxagoras: 
and you have but a bad opinion of the judges, if you fancy them 
illiterate to such a degree as not to know that these doctrines arc 
found in the books of Anaxagoras^® the Clazomenian, which arc 
full of them. And so, forsooth,, the youth are said to be taught them 
by Socrates, when there are not unfrequently exhibitions of them 
at the theatre®® (price of admission one drachma at the most); and 


27. Meletus jumps at the most dam- 
aging charge, and falls into the trap. 

28. Meletus falls back on the old prej- 
udices which Socrates claims are the real 
indictment against him. 

29. a fifth-century philosopher from 
Claaonfenae in Asia Minor. He was an 
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leave Athens. He is famous for his doc- 
trine that matter was set in motion and 
ordered by Intelligence (Nous), which, 
however, did not create it. He also de- 
clared that the sun was a mass of red- 
hot metal larger than the Peloponnese, 
and that there were hills and ravines on 
the moon. 

30. I.e., the doctrines of Anaxagoras 
are reflected in the works of the tragic 
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they might pay their money, and laugh at Socrates if he pretends 
to father these extraordinary views. And so, Melctus, you really 
think that I do not believe in any god? 

I swear by Zeus that you believe absolutely in none at all. 

Nobody will believe you, Melctus, and I am pretty sure that 
you do not believe yourself. I cannot help thinking, men of Athens, 
that Melctus is reckless and impudent, and that he has written this 
indictment in a spirit of mere wantonness and youthful bravado. 
Has he not compounded a riddle, thinking to try me? He said to 
himself: — I shall see whether the wise Soerates will discover my 
facetious contradiction, or whether I shall be able to deceive him 
and the rest of them. For he certainly docs appear to me to con- 
tradict himself in the indictment as much as if he said that Socrates 
is guilty of not believing in the gods, and yet of believing in them — 
but this is not like a person who is in earnest. 

I should like you, O men of Athens, to join me in examining 
what I conceive to be his inconsistency; and do you, Meletus, an- 
swer. And I must remind the audience of my request that they 
would not make a disturbance^^ if I speak in my accustomed 
manner: 

Did ever man, Meletus, believe in the existence of human things, 
and not of human beings? ... I wish, men of Athens, that he 
would answer, and not be always trying to get up an interruption. 
Did ever any man believe in horsemanship, and ifiot in horses? or 
ill flute-playing, and not in flute-players? No, my friend; I will an- 
swer to you and to the court, as you refuse to answer for yourself. 
'Fhcrc is no man who ever did. But now please to answer the next 
question: Can a man believe in spiritual and divine agencies, and 
not in spirits or demigods? 

He cannot. 

How lucky 1 am to have extracted that answer, by the assistance 
of the court! But then you swear in the indictment that I teach and 
believe in divine or spiritual agencies (new or old, no matter for 
that); at any rate, I believe in spiritual agencies, — so you say and 
swear in the affidavit; and yet if I believe in divine beings, how can 
I help believing in spirits or demigods; — ^must I not? To be sure I 
must; and therefore I may assume that your silence gives consent. 
Now what are spirits or demigods? are they not either gods or the 
sons of gods? 

Certainly they are. 

But this is what I call the facetious riddle invented by you: the 

poets; or the words may mean simply Socrates, who see him assuming com- 
tbat Anaxagoras* book was on sale at plete control of the proceeding and 
the theater. turning them into a street-comer argu- 

31. The disturbance is presumably ment of the type in which he is invJn- 
due to the frustration of the enemies of cible. 
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demigods or spirits are gods, and you say first that I do not believe 
in gods, and then again that I do believe in gods; that is, if I believe 
in demigods. For if the demigods are the illegitimate sons of gods, 
whether by the nymphs or by any other mothers, of whom they are 
said to be the sons — what human being will ever believe that there 
are no gods if they arc the sons of gods? You might as well affirm 
the existence of mules, and deny that of horses and asses. Such 
nonsense, Meletus, could only have been intended by you to make 
trial of me. You have put this into the indictment because you had 
nothing real of which to accuse me. But no one who has a particle 
of understanding will ever be convinced by you that the same men 
can believe in divine and superhuman things, and yet not believe 
that there are gods and demigods and heroes. 

I have said enough in answer to the charge of Meletus: any 
elaborate defence is unnecessary; but I know only too well how many 
arc the enmities which I have incurred, and this is what will be 
my destruction if I am destroyed; — not Meletus, nor yet Anytus, 
but the envy and detraction of the world, which has been the 
death of many good men, and will probably be the death of many 
more; there is no danger of my being the last of them. 

Some one will say: And are you not ashamed, Socrates, of a 
course of life which is likely to bring you to an untimely end? To 
him I may fairly answer: There you are mistaken: a man who is 
good for anything ought not to calculate the chance of living or 
dying; he ought only to consider whether in doing anything he is 
doing right or wrong — acting the part of a good man or of a bad. 
Whereas, upon your view, the heroes who fell at Troy were not 
good for much, and the son of I’hetis®^ above all, who altogether 
despised danger in comparison with disgrace; and when he was so 
eager to slay Hector, his goddess mother said to him, that if he 
avenged his coni panion Patroclus, and slew Hector, he would die 
himself — ‘h'atc,’ she said, in these or the like words, ‘waits for you 
next after Hector;' he, receiving this warning, utterly despised 
danger and death, and instead of fearing them, feared rather to live 
in dishonour, and not to avenge his friend. ‘Let me die forthwith,' 
he replies, 'and be avenged of my enemy, rather than abide here by 
the beaked ships, a laughing-stock and a burden of the earth.' Had 
Achilles any thought of death and danger? For wherever a man's 
place is, whether the place which he has chosen or that in which 
he has been placed by a commander, there he ought to remain in 
hour of danger; he should not think of death or of anything but of 
disgrace. And this, O men of Athens, is a true saying. 

Strange, indeed, would be my conduct, O men of Athens, if I 
who, when I was ordered by the generals whom you chose to com- 
32. Achilles. See the Iliad, Book XVIII. 11. 94 fit. 
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mand me at Potidaea and Amphipolis and Delium,^* remained 
where they placed me, like any other man, facing death — if now, 
when, as I conceive and imagine, God orders me to fulfil the 
philosopher's mission of searching into myself and other men, I 
were to desert my post through fear of death, or any other fear; that 
would indeed be strange, and I might justly be arraigned in eourt 
for denying the existence of the gods, if I disobeyed the oracle 
because I was afraid of death, fancying that I was wise when I was 
not wise. For the fear of death is indeed the pretence of wisdom, 
and not real wisdom, being a pretence of knowing the unknown; 
and no one knows whether death, which men in their fear appre- 
hend to be the greatest evil, may not be the greatest good. Is not 
this ignorance of a disgraceful sort, the ignorance which is the 
conceit that man knows what he does not know? And in this re- 
spect only I believe myself to differ from men in general, and may 
perhaps claim to be wiser than they are: — that whereas I know but 
little of the world below, I do not suppose that I know: but I do 
know that injustice and disobedience to a better, whether God or 
man, is evil and dishonourable, and I will never fear or avoid a 
possible good rather than a certain evil. And therefore if you let 
me go now, and are not convinced by Anytus, who said that since 
I had been prosecuted I must be put to death (or if not that I ought 
never to have been prosecuted at all); and that if I escape now, your 
sons will all be utterly ruined by listening to my wor^ — if you say 
to me, Socrates, this time we will not mind Anytus, and you shall 
be let off, but upon one condition, that you arc not tp enquire and 
speculate in this way any more, and that if you are caught doing so 
again you shall die: — if this was the condition on which you let me 
go, I should reply: Men of Athens, I honour and love you; but I 
shall obey God rather than you, and while I have Itfe and strength 
I shall never cease from the practice and teaching of philosophy, 
exhorting any one whom I meet and saying to him after my manner: 
You, my friend, — a citizen of the great and mighty and wise city of 
Athens, — are you not ashamed of heaping up the greatest amount 
of money and honour and reputation, and caring so little about 
wisdom and truth and the greatest improvement of the soul, which 
you never regard or heed at all? And if the person with whom I 
am arguing, says: Yes, but I do care; then I do not leave him or let 
him go at once; but I proceed to interrogate and examine and cross- 
examine him, and if I think that he has no virtue in him, but only 

33. three of the battles in the Pelo- Amphipolis (in northern Greece) Is un- 

ponnesian War in which Socrates had certain. The battle at Delium (in central 

fought as an infantryman. The battle Greece) took place in 424 b.c. 
at Potidaea (in northern Greece) oc- 34. the next world. The dead were 
curred in 432 b.c. (For a fuller account supposed to carry on a sort of exist- 

of Socrates’ conduct there see Plato’s ence below the earth. 

Symposium.) The date of the battle at 
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says that he has, I reproach him with undervaluing the greater, and 
overvaluing the less. And I shall repeat the same words to every one 
whom I meet, young and old, eitizen and alien, but especially to 
the citizens, inasmuch as they are my brethren. For know that this 
is the command of God; and I believe that no greater good has 
ever happened in the state than my service to the God. For I do 
nothing but go about persuading you all, old and young alike, not 
to take thought for your persons or your properties, but first and 
chiefly to care about the greatest improvement of the soul. I tell you 
that virtue is not given by money, but that from virtue comes money 
and every other good of man, public as well as private. This is my 
teaching, and if this is the doctrine which corrupts the youth, I am 
a mischievous person. But if any one says that this is not my teach- 
ing, he is speaking an untruth. Wherefore, O men of Athens, I say 
to you, do as Anytus bids or not as Anytus bids, and either acquit 
me or not; but whichever you do, understand that I shall never alter 
my ways, not even if I have to die many times. 

Men of Athens, do not interrupt, but hear me; there was an 
understanding between us that you should hear me to the end: I 
have something more to say, at which you may be inclined to cry 
out; but I believe that to hear me will be good for you, and there- 
fore I beg that you will not cry out. I would have you know, that 
if you kill such an one as I am, you will injure yourselves more than 
you will injure me. Nothing will injure me, not Melctus nor yet 
Anytus — they cannot, for a bad man is not permitted to injure a 
better than himself. I do not deny that Anytus may, perhaps, kill 
him, or drive him into exile, or deprive him of civil rights; and he 
may imagine, and others may imagine, that he is inflicting a great 
injury upon him: but there I do not agree. For the evil of doing as 
he is doing — the evil of unjustly taking away the life of another — is 
greater far. 

And now, Athenians, I am not going to argue for my own sake, 
as you may think, but for yours, that you may not sin against the 
God by condemning me, who am his gift to you. For if you kill me 
you will not easily find a successor to me, who, if I may use such 
a ludicrous figure of speech, am a sort of gadfly, given to the state 
by God; and the state is a great and noble steed who is tardy in 
his motions owing to his very size, and requires to be stirred into 
life. I am that gadfly which God has attached to the state, and all 
day long and in all places am always fastening upon you, arousing 
and persuading and reproaching you. You will not easily find an- 
other like me, and therefore 1 would advise you to spare me. I dare 
say that you may feel out of temper (like a person who is suddenly 

35. The disturbance this time is presumably more general, for Socrates is defying 
the court and the people. 
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awakened from sleep), and you think that you might easily strike 
me dead as Anytus advises, and then you would sleep on for the 
remainder of your lives, unless God in his care of you sent you 
another gadfly. When I say that I am given to you by God, the 
proof of my mission is this: — if I had been like other men, I should 
not have neglected all my own concerns or patiently seen the neglect 
of them during all these years, and have been doing yours, coming 
to you individually like a father or elder brother, exhorting you to 
regard virtue; such conduct, I say, would be unlike human nature. 
If I had gained anything, or if my exhortations had been paid, there 
would have been some sense in my doing so; but now, as you will 
perceive, not even the impudence of my accusers dares to say that 
I have ever exacted or sought pay of any one; of that they have no 
witness. And I have a sufficient witness to the truth of what I say — 
my poverty. 

Some one may wonder why I go about in private giving advice 
and busying myself with the concerns of others, but do not venture 
to come forward in public and advise the state. I will tell you why. 
You have heard me speak at sundry times and in divers places of 
an oracle or sign which conics to me, and is the divinity which 
Meletus ridicules in the indictment. This sign, which is a kind of 
voice, first began to come to me when I was a child; it always forbids 
but never commands me to do anything which I aiti going to do. 
This is what deters me from being a politician. And rightly, as I 
think. For I am certain, O men of Athens, that if I had engaged in 
politics, I should have perished long ago, and done no good either 
to you or to myself. And do not be offended at my telling you the 
truth: for the truth is, that no man who goes to war with you or 
any other multitude, honestly striving against the many lawless and 
unrighteous deeds which arc done in a state, will save his life; he 
who will fight for the right, if he would live even for a brief space, 
must have a private station and not a public one. 

I can give you convincing evidence of what I say, not words only, 
but what you value far more — actions. Let me relate to you a passage 
of my own life which will prove to you that I should never have 
yielded to injustice from any fear of death, and that *as I should have 
refused to yield' I must have died at once. I will tell you a tale of 
the courts, not very interesting perhaps, but nevertheless true. The 
only office of state which I ever held, O men of Athens, was that 
of senator: the tribe Antiochis,®^ which is my tribe, had the 

36. The Council of the Five Hundred member of the council Socrates was not 
consisted of fifty members of each of “engaging in politics” but simply ful- 
the ten tribes into which the popula- filling his duty as a citizen when called 
tion was divided. Each tribal delegation upon. 

acted as a standing committee of the 37. Socrates’ tribe, like the other 
whole body for a part of the year. The nine, was named after a mythical hero, 
members of this standing committee in this case Antiochus. 
were called Prytanes. In acting as a 
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presidency at the trial of the generals who had not taken up the 
bodies of the slain after the battle of Arginusae;®® and you proposed 
to try them in a body, contrary to law, as you all thought afterwards; 
but at the time I was the only one of the Prytanes who was opposed 
to the illegality, and I gave my vote against you; and when the 
orators threatened to impeach and arrest me, and you called and 
shouted, I made up my mind that I would run the risk, having law 
and justice with me, rather than take part in your injustice because 
I feared imprisonment and death. This happened in the days of the 
democracy.’^® But when the oligarchy of the Thirty*® was in power, 
they sent for me and four others into the rotunda,*^ and bade us 
bring Leon the Salaminian from Salamis,*^ as they wanted to put 
him to death. This was a specimen of the sort of commands which 
they were always giving with the view of implicating as many as 
possible in their crimes; and then I showed, not in word only but 
in deed, that, if I may be allowed to use such an expression, I cared 
not a straw for death, and that my great and only care was lest 1 
should do an unrighteous or unholy thing. For the strong arm of 
that oppressive power did not frighten me into doing wrong; and 
when we came out of the rotunda the other four went to Salamis and 
fetched Leon, but I went quietly home. For which I might have 
lost my life, had not the power of the I'hirty shortly afterwards 
come to an end. And many will witness to my words. 

Now do you really imagine that I could have survived all these 
years, if I had led a public life, supposing that like a good man I had 
always maintained the right and had made justice, as I ought, the 
first thing? No indeed, men of Athens, neither I nor any other man. 
But I have been always the same in all my actions, public as well as 
private, and never have I yielded any base compliance to those who 
are slanderously termed my disciples, or to any other. Not that I 
have any regular disciples. But if any one likes to come and hear me 
while I am pursuing my mission, whether he be young or old, he 
is not excluded. Nor do I converse only with those who pay; but any 
one, whether he be rich or poor, may ask and answer me and listen 

38. an Athenian naval victory over 39. Socrates gives two instances of 
Sparta, in 406 b.c. The Athenian com- his political actions, one under the 

manders failed to pick up the bodies of democracy and one under the Thirty 

a large number of Athenians whose Tyrants. In both cases, he was in oppo- 

ships had been destroyed. Whether they sition to the government, 
were prevented from doing so by the 40. In 404 b.c., with Spartan back- 
wind or simply neglected this duty in ing, the Thirty Tyrants (as they were 

the excitement of victory is not known; known to their enemies) ruled for eight 

in any case, the Athenian population months over a defeated Athens. Promi- 

suspected the worst and put all ten nent among them was Critias, who had 

generals on trial, not in a court of law been one of the rich young men who 

but before the assembly. The generals listened eagerly to Socrates, 
were tried not individually, but in a 41. the circular building in which the 
group, and condemned to death. The six Prytanes held their meetings, 
who had returned to Athens were execut- 42. Athenian territory, an island off 
ed, among them a son of Pericles. Piraeus, the port of Athens. 
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to my words; and whether he turns out to be a bad man or a good 
one, neither result can be justly imputed to me; for I never taught 
or professed to teach him anything. And if any one says that he 
has ever learned or heard anything from me in private which all 
the world has not heard, let me tell you that he is lying. 

But I shall be asked, Why do people delight in continually con- 
versing with you? I have told you already, Athenians, the whole truth 
about this matter: they like to hear the cross-examination of the 
pretenders to wisdom; there is amusement in it. Now this duty of 
cross-examining other men has been imposed upon me by God; and 
has been signified to me by oracles, visions, and in every way in 
which the will of divine power was ever intimated to any one. This 
is true, O Athenians; or, if not true, would be soon refuted. If I 
am or have been corrupting the youth, those of them who arc now 
grown up and become sensible that I gave them bad advice in the 
days of their youth should come forward as accusers, and take their 
revenge; or if they do not like to come themselves, some of their 
relatives, fathers, brothers, or other kinsmen, should say what evil 
their families have suffered at my hands. Now is their time. Many 
of them 1 see in the court. There is Crito,'*^ who is of the same age 
and of the same deme^^ with myself, and there is Critobulus his 
son, whom I also sec. Then again there is Lysanias of Sphettus, who 
is the father of Aeschines — he is present; and also tliere is Antiphon 
of Cephisus, who is the father of Epigenes; az^ there are tlie 
brothers of several who have associated with me. Thjerc is Nicostratus 
the son of Tlieosdotides, and the brother of Theodptus (now Thco- 
dotus himself is dead, and therefore he, at any jr^te, will not seek 
to stop him); and there is Paralus the son of Demodocus, who 
had a brother Theages; and Adcimantus the son of Ariston, whose 
brother Plato^^ is present; and Acantodorus, whp is the brother of 
Apollodorus, whom I also see. I might mention a great many others, 
some of whom Mcletus should have produced as witnesses in the 
course of his speech; and let him still produce them, if he has for- 
gotten — I will make way for him. And let him say, if he has any 
testimony of the sort which he can produce. Nay, Athenians, the 
very opposite is the truth. For all these are ready to witness on 
behalf of the corrupter, of the injurer of their kindred, as Meletus 
and Anytus call me; not the corrupted youth only — there might 
have been a motive for that — but their uncorrupted elder relatives. 
Why should they too support me with their testimony? Why, in- 
deed, except for the sake of truth and justice, and because they 
know that I am speaking the truth, and that Meletus is a liar. 

Well, Athenians, this and the like of this is all the defence which 

43. a friend of Socrates who later 44. precinct; the local unit of Athe- 
tried to persuade him to escape from nian administration, 
prison. 45. the writer of the Apology* 
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I have to offer. Yet a word more. Perhaps there may be some one 
who is offended at me, when he calls to mind how he himself on 
a similar, or even a less serious occasion, prayed and entreated the 
judges with many tears, and how he produced his children in court, 
which was a moving spectacle, together with a host of relations and 
friends;^® whereas I, who am probably in danger of my life, will do 
none of these things. The contrast may occur to his mind, and he 
may be set against me, and vote in anger because he is displeased 
at me on this account. Now if there be such a person among you, — 
mind, I do not say that there is, — to him I may fairly reply: My 
friend, I am a man, and like other men, a creature of flesh and blood, 
and not 'of wood or stone,' as Homer says;^^ and I have a family, yes, 
and sons, O Athenians, three in number, one almost a man, and 
two others who arc still young; and yet I will not bring any of them 
hither in order to petition you for an acquittal. And why not? Not 
from any self-assertion or want of respect for yon. Whether I am 
or am not afraid of death is another question, of which I will not 
now speak. But, having regard to public opinion, I feel that such 
conduct would be discreditable to myself, and to you, and to the 
whole state. One who has reached my years, and who has a name 
for wisdom, ought not to demean himself. Whether this opinion 
of me be deserved or not, at any rate the world has decided that 
Socrates is in some way superior to other men. And if those among 
you who arc said to be superior in wisdom and courage, and any 
other virtue, demean themselves in this way, how shameful is their 
conduct! I have seen men of reputation, when they have been con- 
demned, behaving in the strangest manner: they seemed to fancy 
that they were going to suffer something dreadful if they died, and 
that they could be immortal if you only allowed them to live; and 
I think that such arc a dishonour to the state, and that any 
stranger coming in would have said of them that the most eminent 
men of Athens, to whom the Athenians themselves give honour and 
command, arc no better than women. And I say that these things 
ought not to be done by those of us who have a reputation; and if 
they are done, you ought not to permit them; you ought rather to 
show that you are far more disposed to condemn the man who gets 
up a doleful scene and makes the city ridiculous, than him who 
holds his peace. 

But, setting aside the question of public opinion, there seems to 
be something wrong in asking a favour of a judge, and thus procur- 
ing an acquittal, instead of informing and convincing him. For his 

46. The accepted ending of the speech 162-163, Penelope says to her husband 

for the defense was an unrestrained ap- Odysseus (who is disguised as a beg- 
peal to the pity of the jury. Socrates’ gar), ‘Tell me of your family and 
refusal to make it is another shock for where you come from. For you did not 
the prejudices of the audience. spring from an oak or a rock, as the 

47. In the Odyssey, Book XIX, II. old saying goes.” 
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duty is, not to make a present of justice, but to give judgment; and 
he has sworn that he will judge according to the laws, and not ac- 
cording to his own good pleasure; and we ought not to encourage 
you, nor should you allow yourself to be encouraged, in this habit 
of perjury — there can be no piety in that. Do not then require me 
to do what I consider dishonourable and impious and wrong, espe- 
cially now, when I am being tried for impiety on the indictment of 
Meletus. For if, O men of Athens, by force of persuasion and 
entreaty I could overpower your oaths, then I should be teaching 
you to believe that there are no gods, and in defending should 
simply convict myself of the charge of not believing in them. But 
that is not so — far otherwise. For 1 do believe that there are gods, 
and in a sense higher than that in which any of my accusers believe 
in them. And to you and to God I commit my cause, to be de- 
termined by you as is best for you and me.^’* 


There are many reasons why I am not grieved, O men of Athens, 
at the vote of condemnation. I expected it, and am only surprised 
that the votes are so nearly equal; for I had thought that the 
majority against me would have been far larger; but now, had thirty 
votes gone over to the other side, I should have been acquitted. And 
I may say, I think, that I have escaped Meletus. I may say more; for 
without the assistance of Anytus and Lycon, any one may see that 
he would not have had a fifth part of the votes,*® the law requires, 
in which case he would have incurred a fine of a thousand drachmae. 

And so he proposes death as the penalty. And what shall I pro- 
pose on my part, O men of Athens? Clearly that which is my due. 
And what is my due? What return shall be made to the man who 
has never had the wit to be idle during his whole life; but has been 
careless of what the many care for — ^wealth, and family interests, 
and military offices, and speaking in the assembly, and magistracies, 
and plots, and parties. Reflecting that I was really too honest a man 
to be a politician and live, I did not go where I could do no good to 
you or to myself; but where I could do the greatest good privately 
to every one of you, thither I went, and sought to persuade every 
man among you that he must look to himself, and seek virtue and 
wisdom before he looks to his private interests, and look to the 
state before he looks to the interests of the state; and that this 


48. The jury reaches a verdict of 
guilty. It appears from what Socrates 
says later that the jury was split, 280 
for this verdict and 220 against it. The 
penalty is to be settled by the jury’s 
choice between the penalty proposed by 
the prosecution and that offered by the 
defense. The jury itself cannot propose 
a penalty. Meletus demands death. Soc- 
rates must propose the lightest sentence 
he thinks he can get away with, but one 


heavy enough to satisfy the majority of 
the jury who voted him guilty. The 
prosecution probably expects him to 
propose exile from Athens, but Socrates 
surprises them. 

49. Socrates jokingly divides the 
votes against him into three parts, one 
for each of his three accusers, and 
points out that Meletus’ votes fall be- 
low the minimum necessary to justify 
the trial. 
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should be the order which he observes in all his actions. What 
shall be done to such an one? Doubtless some good thing, O men 
of Athens, if he has his reward; and the good should be of a kind 
suitable to him. What would be a reward suitable to a poor man 
who is your benefactor, and who desires leisure that he may instruct 
you? There can be no reward so fitting as maintenance in the Pryta- 
neum,®® O men of Athens, a reward which he deserves far more 
than the citizen who has won the prize at Olympia in the horse or 
chariot race, whether the chariots were drawn by two horses or by 
many. For I am in want, and he has enough; and he only gives you 
the appearance of happiness, and I give you the reality. And if I am 
to estimate the penalty fairly, I should say that maintenance in the 
Prytaneum is the just return. 

Perhaps you think that I am braving you in what I am saying 
now, as in what I said before about the tears and prayers. But this 
is not so. I speak rather because I am convinced that I never inten- 
tionally wronged any one, although I cannot convince you — the 
time has been too short; if there were a law at Athens, as there is 
in other cities, that a capital cause should not be decided in one 
day,®^ then I believe that I should have convinced you. But I cannot 
in a moment refute great slander; and, as I am convinced that I 
never wronged another, I will assuredly not wrong myself. 1 will not 
say of myself that I deserve any evil, or propose any penalty. Why 
should I? Because I am afraid of the penalty of death which Meletus 
proposes? When I do not know whether death is a good or an evil, 
why should I propose a penalty which would certainly be an evil? 
Shall I say imprisonment? And why should I live in prison, and be 
the slave of the magistrates of the year — of the Eleven?®^ Or shall 
the penalty be a fine, and imprisonment until the fine is paid? There 
is the same objection. I should have to lie in prison, for money I 
have none, and cannot pay. And if I say exile (and this may possibly 
be the penalty which you will affix), I must indeed be blinded by 
the love of life, if I am so irrational as to expect that when you, 
who are my own citizens, cannot endure my discourses and words, 
and have found them so grievous and odious that you will have no 
more of them, others are likely to endure me. No indeed, men of 
Athens, that is not very likely. And what a life should I lead, at my 
age, wandering from city to city, ever changing my place of exile, 
and always being driven out! For I am quite sure that wherever I 
go, there, as here, the young men will flock to me; and if I drive 
them away, their elders will drive me out at their request; and if I 

50. the place fn which the Frytanes, 51. There was such a law in Sparta, 

as representatives of the city, enter- 52. a committee which had charge of 

tained distinguished visitors and win- prisons and of public executions, 
ners at the athletic contests at Olympia. 
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let them come, their fathers and friends will drive me out for their 
sakes. 

Some one will say: Yes, Socrates, but cannot you hold your 
tongue, and then you may go into a foreign city, and no one will 
interfere with you? Now I have great difficulty in making you 
understand my answer to this. For if I tell you that to do as you 
say would be a disobedience to the God, and therefore that I cannot 
hold my tongue, you will not believe that I am serious; and if I say 
again that daily to discourse about virtue, and of those other things 
about which you hear me examining myself and others, is the 
greatest good of man, and that the unexamined life is not worth 
living, you are still less likely to believe me. Yet I say what is true, 
although a thing of which it is hard for me to persuade you. Also, 
I have never been accustomed to think that I deserve to suffer any 
harm. Had I money I might have estimated the offence at what I 
was able to pay, and not have been much the worse. But I have none, 
and therefore I must ask you to proportion the fine to my means. 
Well, perhaps I could afford a mina,^® and therefore I propose 
that penalty: Plato, Crito, Critobulus, and Appollodorus, my friends 
here, bid me say thirty minae, and they will be the sureties. Let 
thirty minae be the penalty; for which sum they will be ample 
security to you.®* 


Not much time will be gained, O Athenians, in retitrn for the evil 
name which you will get from the detractors of thevcity, who will 
say that you killed Socrates, a wise man; for they will call me wise, 
even although I am not wise, when they want to |se|)roach you. If 
you had waited a little wliile, your desire would liave been fulfilled 
in the course of nature. For I am far advanced in years, as you may 
perceive, and not far from death. I am speaking nOw not to all of 
you, but only to those who have condemned me to death. And I 
have another thing to say to them: You think that I was convicted 
because I had no words of the sort which would have procured my 
acquittal — I mean, if I had thought fit to leave nothing undone 
or unsaid. Not so; the deficiency which led to my conviction was 
not of words — certainly not. But I had not the boldness or impu- 
dence or inclination to address you as you would have liked me to 
do, weeping and wailing and lamenting, and saying and doing many 
things which you have been accustomed to hear from others, and 


53. It is almost impossible to ex- 
press the value of ancient money in 
modern terms. A mina was a con- 
siderable sum; in Aristotle’s time 
(fourth century b.c.) one mina was 
recognized as a fair ransom for a 
prisoner of war. 


54. The jury decides for death (ac- 
cording to a much later source, the 
vote this time was 300 to 200). The 
decision is not surprising in view of 
Socrates’ intransigence. Socrates now 
makes a final statement to the court. 
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which, as I maintain, are unworthy of me. I thought at the time 
that I ought not to do anything common or mean when in danger: 
nor do I now repent of the style of my defence; I would rather die 
having spoken after my manner, than speak in your manner and 
live. For neither in war nor yet at law ought I or any man to use 
every way of escaping death. Often in battle there can be no doubt 
that if a man will throw away his arms, and fall on his knees before 
his pursuers, he may escape death; and in other dangers there are 
other ways of escaping death, if a man is willing to say and do 
anything. The difficulty, my friends, is not to avoid death, but to 
avoid unrighteousness; for that runs faster than death. I am old and 
move slowly, and the slower runner has overtaken me, and niv 
accusers are keen and quick, and the faster runner, who is unright- 
eousness, has overtaken them. And now I depart hence condemned 
by you to suffer the penalty of death, — they too go their ways con- 
demned by the truth to suffer the penalty of villainy and wrong: 
and I must abide by my award — ^Ict them abide by theirs. I suppose 
that these things may be regarded as fated, — and I think that they 
are well. 

And now, O men who have condemned me, I would fain prophesy 
to you; for I am about to die, and in the hour of death men are 
gifted with prophetic power.®® And I prophesy to you who are my 
murderers, that immediately after my departure punishment far 
heavier than you have inflicted on me will surely await you. Me you 
have killed because you wanted to escape the accuser, and not to 
give an account of your lives. But that will not be as you suppose: 
far otherwise. For I say that there will be more accusers of you than 
there are now;®® accusers whom hitherto I have restrained: and as 
they are younger they will be more inconsiderate with you, and you 
will be more offended at them. If you think that by killing men you 
can prevent some one from censuring your evil lives, you are mis- 
taken; that is not a way of escape which is either possible or 
honourable; the easiest and the noblest way is not to be disabling 
others, but to be improving yourselves. This is the prophecy which 
I utter before my departure to the judges who have condemned 
me. 

Friends, who would have acquitted me, I would like also to talk 
with you about the thing which has come to pass, while the magis- 
trates are busy, and before 1 go to the place at which 1 must die. 
Stay then a little, for we may as well talk with one another while 
there is time. You are my friends, and I should like to show you 

55. as the dying Hector foretells the sophical schools ot the early fourth cen- 

death of Achilles; see the Iliad, Book tury claimed descent from Socrates and 
XXII, 11. 355-360. developed one or another aspect of his 

56. Socrates’ prophecy was fulfilled, teachings, 
for all of the many different philo- 
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the meaning of this event which has happened to me. O my judges 
— ^for you I may truly call judges — I should like to tell you of a 
wonderful circumstance. Hitherto the divine faculty of which the 
internal oracle is the source has constantly been in the habit of 
opposing me even about trifles, if I was going to make a slip or 
error in any matter; and now as you see there has come upon me 
that which may be thought, and is generally believed to be, the 
last and worst evil. But the oracle made no sign of opposition, 
cither when I was leaving my house in the morning, or when I was 
on my way to the court, or while I was speaking, at anything which 
I was going to say; and yet I have often been stopped in the middle 
of a speech, but now in nothing I either said or did touching the 
matter in hand has the oracle opposed me. What do I take to be 
the explanation of this silence? I will tell you. It is an intimation 
that what has happened to me is a good, and that those of us who 
think that death is an evil are in error. I'or the customary sign 
would surely have opposed me had I been going to evil and not 
to good. 

Let us reflect in another way, and wc shall see that there is great 
reason to hope that death is a good; for one of two things— either 
death is a state of nothingness and utter unconsciousness, or, as 
men say, there is a change and migration of the Jsoul from this 
world to another. Now if you suppose that there is no consciousness, 
but a sleep like the sleep of him who is undisturbed dven by dreams, 
death will be an unspeakable gain. For if a person were to select 
the night in which his sleep was undisturbed even by dreams, and 
were to compare with this the other days and nights of his life, and 
then were to tell us how many days and nights he had passed in 
the course of his life better and more pleasantly than this one, I 
think that any man, I will not say a private man, but even the great 
king will not find many such days or nights, when compared with 
the others. Now if death be of such a nature, I say that to die is gain; 
for eternity is then only a single night. But if death is the journey 
to another place, and there, as men say, all the dead abide, what 
good, O my friends and judges, can be greater than this? If indeed 
when the pilgrim arrives in the world below, he is delivered from 
the professors of justice in this world, and finds the true judges who 
are said to give judgment there, Minos and Rhadamanthus and 
Aeacus and Triptolemus,'^^ and other sons of God who were 
righteous in their own life, that pilgrimage will be worth making. 
VVhiat would not a man give if he miglrt converse with Orpheus and 

57. Minos appears as a judge of the inventor of agriculture, is associated 
dead in Homer^s Odyssey, Book XI; with judgment in the next world only 
Rhadamanthus and Aeacus, like Minos, in this passage. The first three are sons 
were models of just judges in life and of Zeus, 
after death; Triptolemus, the mythical 
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Musaeus®® and Hesiod®® and Homer? Nay, if this be true, let me 
die again and again. I myself, too, shall have a wonderful interest 
in there meeting and conversing with Palamedes, and Ajax®® the son 
of Telamon, and any other ancient hero who has suffered death 
through an unjust judgment; and there will be no small pleasure, 
as I think, in comparing my own sufferings with theirs. Above all, 
I shall then be able to continue my search into true and false 
knowledge; as in this world, so also in the next and I shall find 
out who is wise, and who pretends to be wise, and is not. What 
would not a man give, O judges, to be able to examine the leader 
of the great Trojan expedition; or Odysseus or Sisyphus, or number- 
less others, men and women too! What infinite delight would there 
be in conversing with them and asking them questions! In another 
world they do not put a man to death for asking questions: assuredly 
not. For besides being happier than we are, they will be immortal, 
if what is said is true. 

Wherefore, O judges, be of good cheer about death, and know 
of a certainty, that no evil can happen to a good man, either in life 
or after death. He and his arc not neglected by the gods; nor has 
my own approaching end happened by mere chance. But I see 
clearly that the time had arrived when it was better for me to die 
and be released from trouble; wherefore the oracle gave no sign. For 
which reason, also, I am not angry with my condemners, or with 
my accusers; they have done me no harm, although they did not 
mean to do mo any good; and for this I may gently blame them. 

Still I have a favour to ask of them. When my sons are grown 
up, I would ask you, O my friends, to punish them; and I would 
have you trouble them, as I have troubled you, if they seem to care 
about riches, or anything more than about virtue; or if they pretend 
to be something when they are really nothing, — then reprove them, 
as I have reproved you, for not caring about that for which they 
ought to care, and thinking that they are something when they are 
really nothing. And if you do this, both I and my sons will have 
received justice at your hands. 

The hour of departure has arrived, and wc go our ways — I to die, 
and you to live. Which is better God only knows. 

58. legendary poets and religious suicide after the arms of the dead 

teachers. Achilles were adjudged to his enemy 

59. early Greek poet (eighth century Odysseus as the bravest warrior on the 
B.C.?) who wrote The Works and Days, Greek side. 

a didactic poem containing precepts for 61. Odysseus was the most cunning of 
the farmer. the Greek chieftains at Troy, the hero 

60. both victims of unjust trials. of Homer’s Odyssey; Sisyphus was 
Palamedes, one of the Greek chieftains famous for his unscrupulousness and 
at Troy, was unjustly executed for cunning. Each is presumably an example 
treason on the false evidence of his .of the man who ^^pretends to be wise* 

.enemy Odysseus, and Ajax committed and is not.^’ 
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Crito* 

Persons of the Dialogue 

SOCRATES CRITO 

SCENE — The prison of Socrates. 

SOCRATES. Why have you come at this hour, Crito?^ It must be 
quite early? 

CRITO. Yes, certainly. 

soc. What is the exact time? 

CR. The dawn is breaking. 

SOC. I wonder that the keeper of the prison would let you in. 

CR. He knows me, beeause I often come, Socrates; moreover, I 
have done him a kindness. 

SOC. And are you only just arrived? 

CR. No, I came some time ago. 

soc. Then why did you sit and say nothing, instead of at once 
awakening me? 

CR. I should not have liked myself, Socrates, to be in such great 
trouble and unrest as you are — indeed I should not: I have been 
watching with amazement your peaceful slumbers; and for that 
reason I did not awake you, because I wished to minimize the pain. 
I have always tliought you to be of a happy disposition; but never 
did I sec anything like the easy, tranquil manner which you bear 
this calamity. : 

soc. Why, Crito, when a man has reached my age^ he ought not 
to be repining at the approach of death. 

CR. And yet other old men find themselves iii similar misfor- 
tunes, and age does not prevent them from repiOing. 

soc. That is true. But you have not told me rwhy you come at 
this early hour. 

CR. I come to bring you a message which is sad and painful; not, 
as I believe, to yourself, but to all of us who are your friends, and 
saddest of all to me. 

soc. What? Has the ship come from Delos,® on the arrival of 
which I am to die? 

CR. No, the ship has not actually arrived, but she will probably be 
here to-day, as persons who have come from Sunium tell me that 
they left her there; and therefore to-morrow, Socrates, will be the 
last day of your life. 

soc. Very well, Crito; if such is the will of God, I am willing; but 
my belief is that there will be a delay of a day. 

♦ Translated by Benjamin Jowett. 3, Socrates’ execution had been de- 

le layed by an >Bnnual religious ceremony, 
se o A ship had been dispatched to the island 

St of Delos (a center of the worship of 

Apollo) and until it returned no public 
execution could take place. 
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CR. Why do you think so? 

soc. I will tell you. I am to die on the day after the arrival of the 
ship. 

CR. Yes; that is what the authorities say. 

soc. But I do not think that the ship will be here until to-morrow; 
this I infer from a vision which I had last night, or rather only just 
now, when you fortunately allowed me to sleep. 

CR. And what was the nature of the vision? 

soc. There appeared to me the likeness of a woman, fair and 
comely, clothed in bright raiment, who called to me and said: O 
Socrates, The third day hence to fertile Phthia shalt thou go.^ 

CR. What a singular dream, Socrates! 

soc. There can be no doubt about the meaning, Crito, I think. 

CR. Yes; the meaning is only too clear. But, oh! my beloved 
Socrates, let me entreat you once more to take my advice and escape. 
For if you die I shall not only lose a friend who can never be re- 
placed, but there is another evil: people who do not know you and 
me will believe that I might have saved you if I had been willing to 
give money,® but that I did not care. Now, can there be a worse 
disgrace than this — that I should be thought to value money more 
than the life of a friend? For the many will not be persuaded that I 
wanted you to escape, and that you refused. 

soc. But why, my dear Crito, should we care about the opinion 
of the many? Good men, and they arc the only persons who are 
worth considering, will think of these things truly as they occurred. 

CR. But you see, Socrates, that the opinion of the many must be 
regarded, for what is now happening shows that they can do the 
greatest evil to any one who has lost their good opinion. 

soc. I only wish it were so, Crito; and that the many could do the 
greatest evil; for then they would also be able to do the greatest 
good — and what a fine thing this would be! But in reality they can 
do neither; for they cannot make a man either wise or foolish; and 
whatever they do is the result of chance. 

CR. Well, I will not dispute with you; but please tell me, Soc- 
rates, whether you are not acting out of regard to me and your other 
friends: are you not afraid that if you escape from prison we may 
get into trouble with the informers® for having stolen you away, and 
lose either the whole or a great part of our property; or that even a 
worse evil may happen to us? Now, if you fear on our account, be at 
ease; for in order to save you, we ought surely to run this, or even a 
greater risk; be persuaded, then, and do as 1 say. 

4. Socrates adapts the words of 5. to bribe the jailers and ‘‘Ax” the 
Achilles, wlto, threatening to leave Troy, politicians, as be explains below, 
declares that *‘on the third day there* 6. private citizens who made a living 
after we might raise generous Phthia.’' by detecting and prosecuting breaches 
UHad, Book IX, 1. 363.) of the laws. 
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soc. Yes, Crito, that is one fear which you mention, but by no 
means the only one. 

CR. Fear not — there are persons who are willing to get you out of 
prison at no great cost; and as for the informers, they are far from 
being exorbitant in their demands — a little money will satisfy them. 
My means, which are certainly ample, are at your service, and if 
you have a scruple about spending all mine, here are strangers^ who 
will give you the use of theirs; and one of them, Simmias the 
Theban, has brought a large sum of money for this very purpose; 
and Cebes and many others are prepared to spend their money in 
helping you to escape. I say, therefore, do not hesitate on our 
account, and do not say, as you did in the court,® that you will have 
a difficulty in knowing what to do with yourself anywhere else. For 
men will love you in other places to which you may go, and not 
in Athens only; there arc friends of mine in Thessaly,® if you like 
to go to them, who will value and protect you, and no Thessalian 
will give you any trouble. Nor can I think that you are at all justi- 
fied, Socrates, in betraying your own life when you might be saved; 
in acting thus you are playing into the hands of your enemies, who 
are hurrying on your destruction. And further I should say that you 
are deserting your own children; for you might bring them up and 
educate them; instead of which you go away and leave them, and 
they will have to take their chance; and if they do not tneet with the 
usual fate of orphans, there will be small thanks to you. No man 
should bring children into the world who is unwillin|; to persevere 
to the end in their nurture and education. But you appear to be 
choosing the easier part, not the better and manlier, which would 
have been more becoming in one who professes to cRtfe for virtue in 
all his actions, like yourself. And indeed, I am ashamed not only of 
you, but of us who are your friends, when I reflect that the whole 
business will be attributed entirely to our want of courage. The trial 
need never have come on,^® or might have been managed differently; 
and this last act, or crowning folly, will seem to have occurred 
through our negligence and cowardice, who might have saved you, 
if wc had been good for anything; and you might have saved your- 
self, for there was no difficulty at all. See now, Socrates, how sad 
and discreditable are the consequences, both to us and you. Make 
up your mind then, or rather have your mind already made up, for 
the time of deliberation is over, and there is only one thing to be 
done, which must be done this very night, and if we delay at all 
will be no longer practicable or possible; I beseech you therefore, 
Socrates, be persuaded by me, and do as I say. 

7. foreigners. Simmias and Cebes Greece. 

both came from Thebes. 10. Crito probably means that Soc- 

8. See pp. 316‘-317. • ^ rates could have left Athens as soon as 

9. in the north; an uncivilized part of proceedings were started. 
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soc. Dear Crito, your zeal is invaluable, if a right one; but if 
wrong, the greater the zeal the greater the danger; and therefore we 
ought to consider whether I shall or shall not do as you say. For I am 
and always have been one of those natures who must be guided by 
reason, whatever the reason may be which upon reflection appears 
to me to be the best; and now that this chance has befallen me, I 
cannot repudiate my own words: the principles which I have hith- 
erto honoured and revered I still honour, and unless wc can at once 
find other and better principles, I am certain not to agree with you; 
no, not even if the power of the multitude could inflict many more 
imprisonments, confiscations, deaths, frightening us like children 
with hobgoblin terrors. What will be the fairest way of considering 
the question? Shall I return to your old argument about the opinions 
of men? — wc are saying that some of them are to be regarded, and 
others not. Now were we right in maintaining this before I was con- 
demned? And has the argument which was once good now proved 
to be talk for the sake of talking — mere childish nonsense? That is 
what I want to consider with your help, Crito: — whether, under my 
present circumstances, the argument appears to be in any way dif- 
ferent or not; and is to be allowed by me or disallowed. That argu- 
ment, which, as I believe, is maintained by many persons of au- 
thority, was to the effect, as I was saying, that the opinions of some 
men are to be regarded, and of other men not to be regarded. Now 
you, Crito, are not going to die to-morrow — at least, there is no 
human probability of this — and therefore you are disinterested and 
not liable to be deceived by the circumstances in which you arc 
placed. Tell me then, whether I am right in saying that some opin- 
ions, and the opinions of some men only, are to be valued, and that 
other opinions, and the opinions of other men, are not to be 
valued. I ask you whether I was right in maintaining this? 

CR. Certainly. 

soc. The good are to be regarded, and not the bad? 

CR. Yes. 

soc. And the opinions of the wise are good, and the opinions of 
the unwise are evil? 

CR. Certainly. 

soc. And what was said about another matter? Is the pupil who 
devotes himself to the practice of gymnastics supposed to attend to 
the praise and blame and opinion of every man, or of one man 
only — his physician or trainer, whoever he may be? 

CR. Of one man only. 

soc. And he ought to fear the censure and welcome the praise of 
that one only, and not of the many? 

CR. Clearly so, 

soc. And he ought to act and train, and eat and drink in the 
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VTay ■Which seems good to his single master -who has understanding, 
rather than according to the opinion of all other men put together? 

CR. True. 

soc. And if he disobeys and disregards the opinion and approval 
•of the one, and regards the opinion of the many who have no under- 
standing, will he not suffer evil? 

CR. Certainly he will. 

soc. And what will the evil be, whither tending and what affect- 
ing, in the disobedient person? 

CR. Clearly, affecting the body; that is what is destroyed by the 
•evil. 

soc. Very good; and is not this true, Crito, of other things which 
we need not separately enumerate? In questions of just and unjust, 
fair and foul, good and evil, which arc the subjects of our present 
consultation, ought we to follow the opinion of the many and to 
fear them; or the opinion of the one man who has understanding? 
ought we not to fear and reverence him more than all the rest of 
the world: and if we desert him shall we not destroy and injure 
that principle in us which may be assumed to be improved by 
justice and deteriorated by injustice; — there is such a principle? 

CR. Certainly there is, Socrates. 

soc. Take a parallel instance: — if, acting under the advice of 
those who have no understanding, wc destroy that which is im- 
proved by health and is deteriorated by disease, woald life be worth 
having? And that which has been destroyed is — thd body? 

CR. Yes. 

soc. Could we live, having an evil and corrupted body? 

CR. Certainly not. ^ ' 

SOC. And will life be worth having, if that higher part of man be 
destroyed, which is improved by justice and depraved by injustice? 
Do we suppose that principle, whatever it may be in man, which 
has to do with justice and injustice, to be inferior to the body? 

CR. Certainly not. 

SOC. More honourable than the body? 

CR. Far more. 

SOC. Then, my friend, we must not regard what the many say 
<of us: but what he, the one man who has understanding of just and 
unjust, will say, and what the truth will say. And therefore you 
begin in error when you advise that we should regard the opinion 
•of the many about just and unjust, good and evil, honourable and 
dishonourable, — 'Well,' some one will say, 'but the many can kill 
us.' 

CR. Yes, Socrates; that will clearly be the answer. 

SOC. And it is true: but still I find with surprise that the old argu- 
ment IS unshaken as ever. And I should like to know whether I may 
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say the same of another proposition-— that not life, but a good life,, 
is to be chiefly valued? 

CR. Yes, that also remains unshaken. 

soc. And a good life is equivalent to a just and honourable one — 
that holds also? 

CR. Yes, it does. 

soc. From these premisses I proceed to argue the question whether 
I ought or ought not to try and escape without the consent of the 
Athenians: and if I am clearly right in escaping, then I will make 
the attempt; but if not, I will abstain. The other considerations 
which you mention, of money and loss of character and the duty of 
educating one's children, are, I fear, only the doctrines of the multi- 
tude, who would be as ready to restore people to life, if they were 
able, as they arc to put them to death — and with as little reason. But 
now, since the argument has thus far prevailed, the only question 
which remains to be considered is, whether we shall do rightly 
either in escaping or in suffering others to aid in our escape and 
paying them in money and thanks, or whether in reality we shall 
not do rightly; and if the latter, then death or any other calamity 
which may ensue on my remaining here must not be allowed to 
enter into the calculation. 

CR. I think that you are right, Socrates; how then shall we 
proceed? 

soc. Let us consider the matter together, and do you either refute 
me if you can, and I will be convinced; or else cease, my dear friend, 
from repeating to me that I ought to escape against the wishes of 
the Athenians: for I highly value your attempts to persuade me to 
do so, but I may not be persuaded against my own better judgment. 
And now please to consider my first position, and try how you can 
best answer me. 

CR. I will. 

soc. Are we to say that we are never intentionally to do wrong, 
or that in one way we ought and in another we ought not to do 
wrong, or is doing wrong always evil and dishonourable, as I was 
just now saying, and as has been already acknowledged by us? Are 
all our former admissions which were made within a few days to 
be thrown away? And have we, at our age, been earnestly discoursing 
with one another all our life long only to discover that we are no 
better than children? Or, in spite of the opinion of the many, and in 
spite of consequences whether better or worse, shall we insist on 
the truth of what was then said, that injustice is always an evil and 
dishonour to him who acts unjustly? Shall we say so or not? 

CR. Yes. 

soc. Then we must do no wrong? 

CR. Certainly not. 
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soc. Nor when injured injure in return, as the many imagine; for 
we must injure no one at all? 

CR. Clearly not. 

soc. Again, Crito, may we do evil? 

CR. Surely not, Socrates. 

soc. And what of doing evil in return for evil, which is the 
morality of the many — is that just or not? 

CR. Not just. 

soc. For doing evil to another is the same as injuring him? 

CR. Very true. 

soc. Then we ought not to retaliate or render evil for evil to 
any one, whatever evil we may have suffered from him. But I 
would have you consider, Crito, whether you really mean what you 
are saying. For this opinion has never been held, and never will be 
held, by any considerable number of persons; and those who arc 
agreed and those who arc not agreed upon this point have no com- 
mon ground, and can only despise one another when they see how 
widely they differ. Tell me, then, whether you agree with and 
assent to my first principle, that neither injury nor retaliation nor 
warding off evil by evil is ever right. And shall that be the premiss 
of our argument? Or do you decline and dissent from this? For so 
I have ever thought, and continue to think; but, it you arc of an- 
other opinion, let me hear what you have to say. |f, however, you 
remain of the same mind as formerly, I will proceed to the next step. 

CR. You may proceed, for I have not changed my mind. 

soc. Then I will go on to the next point, which may be put in 
the form of a question: — Ought a man to do what he admits to be 
right, or ought he to betray the right? 

CR. He ought to do what he thinks right. 

soc. But if this is true, what is the application? In leaving the 
prison against the will of the Athenians, do I wrong any? or rather 
do I not wrong those whom I ought least to wrong? Do I not desert 
the principles which were acknowledged by us to be just — what do 
you say? 

CR. I cannot tell, Socrates; for I do not know. 

soc. Then consider the matter in this way: — Imagine that I am 
about to play truant (you may call the proceeding by any name 
which you like), and the laws and the government come and interro- 
gate me: ‘Tell us, Socrates,' they say, ‘what are you about? are you 
not going by an act of yours to overturn us — the laws, and the whole 
state, as far as in you lies? Do you imagine that a state can subsist 
and not be overthrown, in which the decisions of law have no 
power, but are set aside and trampled upon by individuals?' What 
will be our answer, Crito, to these and the like words? Any one, 
and especially a rhetorician, will have a good deal to say on behalf 
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of the law which requires a sentence to be carried out. He will 
argue that this law should not be set aside; and shall we reply, Tes; 
but the state has injured us and given an unjust sentence.' Suppose 
I say that? 

CR. Very good, Socrates. 

soc. 'And was that our agreement with you?' the law would 
answer; ‘or were you to abide by the sentence of the state?' And if 
I were to express my astonishment at their words, the law would 
probably add: 'Answer, Socrates, instead of opening your eyes — ^you 
are in the habit of asking and answering questions. Tell us, — What 
complaint have you to make against us which justifies you in at- 
tempting to destroy us and the state? In the first place did we not 
bring you into existence? Your father married your mother by our 
aid and begat you. Say whether you have any objection to urge 
against those of us who regulate marriage?' None, I should reply. 
'Or against those of us who after birth regulate the nurture and 
education of children, in which you also were trained? Were not 
the laws, which have the charge of education, right in commanding 
your father to train you in music^^ and gymnastic?' Right, I should 
reply. 'Well then, since you were brought into the world and 
nurtured and educated by us, can you deny in the first place that 
you are our child and slave, as your fathers were before you? And 
if this is true you are not on equal terms with us; nor can you think 
that you have a right to do to us what we are doing to you. Would 
you have any right to strike or revile or do any other evil to your 
father or your master, if you had one, because you have been struck 
or reviled by him, or received some other evil at his hands? — ^you 
would not say this? And because we think right to destroy you, do 
you think that you have any right to destroy us in return, and your 
country as far as in you lies? Will you, O professor of true virtue, 
pretend that you are justified in this? Has a philosopher like you 
failed to discover that our country is more to be valued and higher 
and holier far than mother or father or any ancestor, and more to 
be regarded in the eyes of the gods and of men of understanding? 
also to be soothed, and gently and reverently entreated when angry, 
even more than a father, and either to be persuaded, or if not per- 
suaded, to be obeyed? And when we are punished by her, whether 
with imprisonment or stripes, the punishment is to be endured in 
silence; and if she leads us to wounds or death in battle, thither 
we follow as is right; neither may any one yield or retreat or leave 
his rank, but whether in battle or in a court of law, or in any other 
place, he must do what his city and his country order him; or he 
must change their view of what is just: and if he may do no violence 
to his father or mother, much less may he do violence to his 
11* The Greek term includes literature as well as music. 
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country/ What answer shall we make to this, Crito? Do the laws 
speak truly, or do they not? 

CR. I think that they do. 

soc. Then the laws will say, ‘Consider, Socrates, if we are speaking 
truly that in your present attempt you are going to do us an injury. 
For, having brought you into the world, and nurtured and educated 
you, and given you and every other citizen a share in every good 
which we had to give, we further proclaim to any Athenian by the 
liberty which we allow him, that if he does not like us when he has 
become of age and has seen the ways of the city, and made our 
acquaintance, he may go where he pleases and take his goods with 
him. None of us laws will forbid him or interfere with him. Any 
one who does not like us and the city, and who wants to emigrate 
to a colony or to any other city, may go where he likes, retaining 
his property. But he who has experience of the manner in which we 
order justice and administer the state, and still remains, has entered 
into an implied contract that he will do as wc command him. And 
he who disobeys us is, as we maintain, thrice wrong; first, because 
in disobeying us he is disobeying his parents; secondly, because we 
arc the authors of his education; thirdly, because he has made an 
agreement with us that he will duly obey our commands; and he 
neither obeys them nor convinces us that our commands are unjust; 
and we do not rudely impose them, but give him l&e alternative 
of obeying or convincing us; — that is what we offer, ;and he does 
neither. 

These are the sort of accusations to which, as wciwere saying, 
you, Socrates, will be exposed if you accomplish j^iir intentions; 
you, above all other Athenians.' Suppose now I ask, why I rather 
than anybody else? they will justly retort upon me tihat I above all 
other men have aeknowledgcd the agreement. There is clear proof,' 
they will say, ‘Socrates, that wc and the city were not displeasing 
to you. Of all Athenians you have been the most constant resident 
in the city, which, as you never leave, you may be supposed to love. 
For you never went out of the city either to see the games, except 
once when you went to the Isthmus,^^ or to any other place unless 
when you were on military service; nor did you travel as other men 
do. Nor had you any curiosity to know other states or their laws: 
your affections did not go beyond us and our state; we were your 
special favourites, and you acquiesced in our government of you; and 
here in this city you begat your children, which is a proof of your 
satisfaction. Moreover, you might in the course of the trial, if you 
had liked, have fixed the penalty at banishment; the state which 
refuses to let you go now would have let you go then. But you 
pretended that you preferred death to exile, and that you were not 
12. Nothing is known of this journey. 
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unwilling to die. And now you have forgotten these fine sentiments, 
and pay no respect to us the laws, of whom you are the destroyer; 
and are doing what only a miserable slave would do, running away 
and turning your back upon the compacts and agreements which 
you made as a citizen. And first of all answer this very question: 
Are wc right in saying that you agreed to be governed according to 
us in deed, and not in word only? Is that true or not?' How shall 
we answer, Crito? Must wc not assent? 

CR. We cannot help it, Socrates. 

soc. Then will they not say: 'You, Socrates, are breaking the 
covenants and agreements which you made with us at your leisure, 
not in any haste or under any compulsion or deception, but after 
you have had seventy years to think of them, during which time you 
were at liberty to leave the city, if wc were not to your mind, or if 
our covenants appeared to you to be unfair. You had your choice, 
and might have gone either to Lacedaemon or Crete, both which 
states are often praised by you for their good government, or to some 
otlicr Hellenic or foreign state. Whereas you, above all other 
Athenians, seemed to be so fond of the state, or, in other words, of 
us her laws (and who would care about a state which has no laws?), 
that you never stirred out of her; the halt, the blind, the maimed 
were not more stationary in her than you were. And now you run 
away and forsake your agreements. Not so, Socrates, if you will take 
our advice; do not make yourself ridiculous by escaping out of the 
city. 

Tor just consider, if you transgress and err in this sort of way, 
what good will you do either to yourself or to your friends? That 
your friends will be driven into exile and deprived of citizenship, 
or will lose their property, is tolerably certain; and you yourself, 
if you fly to one of the neighboring cities, as, for example, Thebes 
or Megara, both of which are well governed, will come to them as 
an enemy, Socrates, and their government will be against you, and 
all patriotic citizens will cast an evil eye upon you as a subverter 
of the laws, and you will confirm in the minds of the judges the 
justice of their own condemnation of you. For he who is a corrupter 
of the laws is more than likely to be a corrupter of the young and 
foolish portion of mankind. Will you then flee from well-ordered 
cities and virtuous men? and is existence worth having on these 
terms? Or will you go to them without shame, and talk to them, 
Socrates? And what will you say to them? What you say here 
about virtue and justice and institutions and laws being the best 
things among men? Would that be decent of you? Surely not. But 
if you go away from well-governed states to Crito's friends in 
Thessaly, where there is great disorder and licence, they will be 
diarmed to hear the tale of your escape from prison, set off with 
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ludicrous particulars of the manner in which you were wrapped in 
a goatskin or some other disguise, and metamorphosed as the man- 
ner is of runaways; but will there be no one to remind you that in 
your old age you were not ashamed to violate the most sacred laws 
from a miserable desire of a little more life? Perhaps not, if you keep 
them in a good temper; but if they are out of temper you will hear 
many degrading things; you will live, but how? — as the flatterer of 
all men, and the servant of all men; and doing what? — eating and 
drinking in Thessaly, having gone abroad in order that you may 
get a dinner. And where will be your fine sentiments about justice 
and virtue? Say that you wish to live for the sake of your children 
— you want to bring them up and educate them — will you take 
them into Thessaly and deprive them of Athenian citizenship? Is 
this the benefit which you will confer upon them? Or are you 
under the impression that they will be better cared for and edu- 
cated here if you arc still alive, although absent from them; for 
your friends will take care of them? Do you fancy that if you are 
an inhabitant of Thessaly they will take care of them, and if you 
are an inhabitant of the other world that they will not take care 
of them? Nay; but if they who call themselves friends are good for 
anything, they will — to be sure they will. 

'Listen, then, Socrates, to us who have brought you up. Think 
not of life and children first, and of justice afterwards, but of justice 
first, that you may be justified before the princes of the world 
below.^2 For neither will you nor any that belong to ypn be happier 
or holier or juster in this life, or haj^picr in anothefi if you do as 
Crito bids. Now you depart in innocence, a sufferer and not a doer 
of evil; a victim, not of the laws but of men. But if you go forth, 
returning evil for evil, and injury for injury, breaking the covenants 
and agreements which you have made with us, and wronging those 
whom you ought least of all to wrong, that is to say, yourself, your 
friends, your country, and us, we shall be angry with you while you 
live, and our brethren, the laws of the world below, will receive 
you as an enemy; for they will know that you have done your best 
to destroy us. Listen, then, to us and not to Crito.' 

This, dear Crito, is the voice which I seem to hear murmuring 
in my ears, like the sound of the flute in the ears of tlic mystic;^* 
that voice, I say, is humming in my ears, and prevents me from 
hearing any other. And I know that anything more which you may 
say will be vain. Yet speak, if you have anything to say. 

CR. I have nothing to say, Socrates. 

soc. Leave me then, Crito, to fulfil the will of God, and to follow 
whither he leads. 

13. the judges of the dead. See p. 319. teries, who seem to hear the flutes still 

14. like the worshipers at the mys- playing, after they have stopped. 
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Phaedo* 

[The Death of Socrates] 

[The narrator, Phaedo, who was present at the execution of 
Socrates, gives his friend Echecrates an account of Socrates' last 
hours. Many of his friends were with him on that day, among them 
Crito and two Theban philosophers, Simmias and Cebes, These 
two engaged him in an argument about the immortality of the soul, 
which Socrates succeeded in proving to their satisfaction. He con- 
cluded with an account of the next world, describing the place of 
reward for the virtuous and of punishment for the wicked. The 
opening words of the following selection are his conclusion of the 
argument.] 

A man of sense ought not to say, nor will I be very confident, 
that the description which I have given of the soul and her mansions 
is exactly true. But I do say that, inasmuch as the soul is shown to 
be immortal, he may venture to think, not improperly or unworthily, 
that something of the kind is true. The venture is a glorious one, 
and he ought to comfort himself with words like these, which is 
the reason why I lengthen out the tale. Wherefore, I say, let a 
man be of good cheer about his soul, who having cast away the 
pleasures and ornaments of the body as alien to him and working 
harm rather than good, has sought after the pleasures of knowledge; 
and has arrayed the soul, not in some foreign attire, but in her 
own proper jewels, temperance, and justice, and courage, and 
nobility, and truth — in these adorned she is ready to go on her 
journey to the world below, when her hour comes. You, Simmias 
and Cebes, and all other men, will depart at some time or other. 
Me already, as a tragic poet would say, the voice of fate calls. Soon 
I must drink the poison;^ and I think that I had better repair to 
the bath first, in order that the women may not have the trouble 
of washing my body after I am dead. 

When he had done speaking, Crito said: And have you any 
commands for us, Socrates — anything to say about your children, 
or any other matter in which we can serve you? 

Nothing particular, Crito, he replied: only, as I have always told 
you, take care of yourselves; that is a service which you may be ever 
rendering to me and mine and to all of us, whether you promise to 
do so or not. But if you have no thought for yourselves, and care 
not to walk according to the rule which I have prescribed for you, 

♦ Translated by Benjamin Jowett. method of execution at Athens. The 

' 1. hemlock* This was the regular action of the poison is described below. 
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not now for the first time, however much you may profess or 
promise at the moment, it will be of no avail. 

We will do our best, said Crito: And in what way shall we bury 
you? 

In any way that you like; but you must get hold of me, and take 
care that I do not run away from you. Then he turned to us, and 
added with a smile: — I cannot make Crito believe that I am the 
same Socrates who have been talking and conducting the argument; 
he fancies that I am the other Socrates whom he will soon see, a 
dead body — and he asks, How shall he bury me? And though I have 
spoken many words in the endeavour to show that when I have 
drunk the poison I shall leave you and go to the joys of the blessed, 
— these words of mine, with which I was comforting you and myself, 
have had, as I perceive, no effect upon Crito. And therefore I want 
you to be surety for me to him now, as at the trial he was surety 
to the judges for me: but let the promise be of another sort; for he 
was surety for me to the judges that I would remain, and you must 
be my surety to him that I shall not remain, but go away and depart; 
and then he will suffer less at my death, and not be grieved when 
he secs my body being burned or buried. I would not have him 
sorrow at my hard lot, or say at the burial. Thus we lay out Socrates, 
or. Thus wc follow him to the grave or bury him; for false words 
are not only evil in themselves, but they inflict the soul with evil. 
Be of good cheer then, my dear Crito, and say tba| you are burying 
my body only, and do with that whatever is usu^, and what you 
think best. 

When he had spoken these words, he arose and went into a 
chamber to bathe; Crito followed him and told us to wait. So we 
remained behind, talking and thinking of the subject of discourse, 
and also of the greatness of our sorrow; he was like a father of whom 
we were being bereaved, and we were about to pass the rest of our 
lives as orphans. When he had taken the bath his children were 
brought to him (he had two young sons and an elder one); and the 
women of his family also came, and he talked to them and gave 
them a few directions in the presence of Crito; then he dismissed 
them and returned to us. 

Now the hour of sunset was near, for a good deal of time had 
passed while he was within. When he came out, he sat down with 
us again after his bath, but not much was said. Soon the jailer, who 
was the servant of the Eleven, entered and stood by him, saying: — 
To you, Socrates, whom I know to be the noblest and gentlest and 
best of all who ever came to this place, I will not impute the angry 
feeling of other men, who rage and swear at me, when, in obedience 
to the authorities, I bid them drink the poison — indeed, I am sure 
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that you will not be angry with me; for others, as you arc aware, and 
not I, are to blame. And so fare you well, and try to bear lightly 
what must needs be — ^you know my errand. Then bursting into tears 
he turned away and went out. 

Socrates looked at him and said: I return your good wishes, and 
will do as you bid. Then turning to us, he said, How charming the 
man is: since I have been in prison he has always been coming to 
see me, and at times he would talk to me, and was as good to me 
as could be, and now sec how generously he sorrows on my account. 
We must do as he says, Crito; and therefore let the cup be brought, 
if the poison is prepared: if not, let the attendant prepare some. 

Yet, said Crito, the sun is still upon the hill-tops, and I know that 
many a one has taken the draught late, and after the announcement 
has been made to him, he has eaten and drunk, and enjoyed the 
society of his beloved: do not hurry — there is time enough. 

Socrates said: Yes, Crito, and they of whom you speak are right 
in so acting, for they think that they will be gainers by the delay; 
but I am right in not following their example, for I do not think that 
I should gain anything by drinking the poison a little later; I should 
only be ridiculous in my own eyes for sparing and saving a life 
which is already forfeit. Please then to do as I say, and not to refuse 
me. 

Crito made a sign to the servant, who was standing by; and he 
went out, and having been absent for some time, returned with the 
jailer carrying the cup of poison. Socrates said: You, my good friend, 
who arc experienced in these matters, shall give me directions how I 
am to proceed. The man answered: You have only to walk about 
until your legs are heavy, and then to lie down, and the poison will 
act. At the same time he handed the cup to Socrates, who in the 
easiest and gentlest manner, without the least fear or change of 
colour or feature, looking at the man with all his eyes, Echecrates, as 
his manner was,^ took the cup and said: What do you say about 
making a libation* out of this cup to any god? May I, or not? The 
man answered: We only prepare, Socrates, just so much as we deem 
enough. I understand, he said: but I may and must ask the gods to 
prosper my journey from this to the other world — even so— and so 
be it according to my prayer. Then raising the cup to his lips, quite 
readily and cheerfully he drank off the poison. And hitherto most of 
us had been able to control our sorrow; but now when we saw him 
drinking, and saw too that he had finished the draught, we could 
no longer forbear, and in spite of myself my own tears were flowing 
fast; so that I covered my face and wept, not for him, but at the 
thought of my own calamity in having to part from such a friend. 

2, Socrates was famous for his pro- <3. He asks if he may pour a little of 
jecting eyes and his intent stare. it out in honor of the gods, as if it 

were wine. 
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Nor was I the first; for Crito, when he found himself unable to 
restrain his tears, had got up, and I followed; and at that moment, 
Apollodorus, who had been weeping all the time, broke out in a 
loud and passionate cry which made cowards of us all. Socrates alone 
retained his calmness: What is this strange outcry? he said. I sent 
away the women mainly in order that they might not misbehave in 
this way, for I have been told that a man should die in peace. Be 
quiet then, and have patience. When we heard his words we were 
ashamed, and refrained our tears; and he walked about until, as he 
said, his legs began to fail, and then he lay on his back, according 
to directions, and the man who gave him the poison now and then 
looked at his feet and legs; and after a while he pressed his foot 
hard, and asked him if he could feel; and he said, No; and then his 
leg, and so upwards and upwards, and showed us that he was cold 
and stiff. And he felt them himself, and said: When the poison 
reaches the heart, that will be the end. He was beginning to grow 
cold about the groin, when he uncovered his face, for he had cov- 
ered himself up, and said — they were his last words- — he said: Crito, 
I owe a cock to Asclepius;* will you remember to pay the debt? The 
debt shall be paid, said Crito; is there anything else? There was no 
answer to this question; but in a minute or two a movement was 
heard, and the attendants uncovered him; his eyes were set, and 
Crito closed his eyes and mouth. 

Such was the end, Echecrates, of our friend; concerning whom I 
may truly say, that of all men of his time whom t have known, he 
was the wisest and justest and best. 

4. a cock to Asclepius: a sacrifice to offering for the painlessness of his 
the god of healing, perhaps as a thank death. 


ARISTOTLE 
(384-322 B.C.) 
Poetics* 


. . . Tragedy, then, is an imitation of an action that is serious, 
complete, and of a certain magnitude; in language embellished with 
each kind of artistic ornament, the several kinds being found in 
separate parts of the play; in the form of action, not of narrative; 
through pity and fear effecting the proper purgation' of these emo- 


* Selected passages. Our text is the 
translation by Ingram Bywatcr, pub- 
lished by the Ojrfaid Uiiiverifty Press. 

1. The Greek word is katharsis. This 
is probably the most disputed passage 
in European literary criticism. There 
are two main schools of interpretation; 
they differ in their understanding of the 
metaphor implied in the word katharsis. 


Some critics take the word to mean 
“purification,” implying a metaphor 
from the religious process of purification 
from guilt; the passions are “purified’* 
by the tragic performance since the 
excitement of these passions by tlte per- 
formance weakens them and r^uces 
them to just proportions in the indi- 
vidual. (This theory was supported by 
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tions* By ‘language embellished/ I mean language into which 
rhythm, ‘harmony/ and song enter. By ‘the several kinds in separate 
parts/ I mean, that some parts are rendered through the medium 
of verse alone, others again with the aid of song. 

Now as tragic imitation implies persons acting, it necessarily 
follows, in the first place, that Scenic equipment will be a part of 
Tragedy. Next, Song and Diction, for these are the means of imita- 
tion. By ‘Diction' I mean the mere metrical arrangement of the 
words: as for ‘Song,' it is a term whose full sense is well understood. 

Again, Tragedy is the imitation of an action; and an action im- 
plies personal agents, who necessarily possess certain qualities both 
of character and thought. It is these that determine the qualities of 
actions themselves; these — thought and character — arc the two nat- 
ural causes from which actions spring: on these causes, again, all 
success or failure depends. Hence, the Plot is the imitation of the 
action — for by plot I here mean the arrangement of the incidents. 
By Character I mean that in virtue of which we ascribe certain 
qualities to the agents. By Tliought, that whereby a statement is 
proved, or a general truth expressed. Every Tragedy, therefore, must 
have six parts, which parts determine its quality — namely. Plot, 
Character, Diction, Thought, Scenery, Song. Two of the parts 
constitute the means of imitation, one the manner, and three the 
objects of imitation. And these complete the list. These elements 
have been employed, we may say, by almost all poets; in fact, every 
play contains Scenic accessories as well as Character, Plot, Diction, 
Song, and Thought. 

But most important of all is the structure of the incidents. For 
Tragedy is an imitation, not of men, but of an action and of life — 
of happiness and misery; and happiness and misery consist in action, 
the end of human life being a mode of action, not a quality. Now 
the characters of men determine their qualities, but it is by their 
actions that they are happy or the reverse. Dramatic action, there- 
fore, is not with a view to the representation of character: character 
comes in as subsidiary to the action. Hence the incidents and the 
plot are the end of a tragedy; and the end*** is the chief thing of all. 
Again, without action there cannot be a tragedy; there may be with- 
out character. . . , 

These principles being established, let us now discuss the proper 
structure of the Plot, since this is the first, and also the most im- 
portant part of Tragedy. 

the German critic Lessing.) Others take to allay them, thus ridding the specta- 
the metaphor to be medical, reading tor of the disquieting emotions from 
the word as ^^purging” and interpreting which he suffers in everyday life; 
the phrase to mean that the tragic tragedy thus has a therapeutic effect 
performance excites the emotions only 2. purpose. 
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Now, according to our definition, Tragedy is an imitation of an 
action, that is complete, and whole, and of a certain magnitude; for 
there may be a whole that is wanting in magnitude, A whole is that 
which has beginning, middle, and end. A beginning is that which 
does not itself follow anything by causal necessity, but after which 
something naturally is or comes to be. An end, on the contrary, is 
that which itself naturally follows some other thing, either by 
necessity, or in the regular course of events, but has nothing follow- 
ing it. A middle is that which follows something as some other thing 
follows it. A well constructed plot, therefore, must neither begin 
nor end at haphazard, but conform to the type here described. . . . 

Unity of plot does not, as some persons think, consist in the unity 
of the hero. For infinitely various are the incidents in one man's life, 
which cannot be reduced to unity; and so, too, there are many ac- 
tions of one man out of which wc cannot make one action. Hence 
the error, as it appears, of all poets who have composed a Hcraclcid, 
a Thescid, or other poems of the kind. They imagine that as 
Heracles was one man, the story of Heracles ought also to be a 
unity. . . . 

It is, moreover, evident from what has been said, that it is not 
the function of the poet to relate what has happened, but what may 
happen — what is possible according to the law of probability or 
necessity. The poet and the historian differ not by l^riting in verse 
or in prose. The work of Herodotus^ might be put iito verse, and 
it would still be a species of history, with metre no less than with- 
out it. The true difference is that one relates what jlias happened, 
the other what may happen. Poetry, therefore, i$ ^ more philo- 
sophical and a higher thing than history: for pottry tends to ex- 
press the universal, history the particular. The universal tells us 
how a person of given character will on occasidn speak or act, 
according to the law of probability or necessity; and it is this uni- 
versality at which Poetry aims in giving expressive names to the 
characters. The particular is — ^for example — what Alcibiades did 
or suffered. . . . 

Of all plots and actions the episodic are the worst. I call a plot 
episodic in which the episodes or acts succeed one another without 
probable or necessary sequence. Bad poets compose such pieces by 
their own fault, good poets, to please the players; for, as they write 
for competing rivals, they draw out the plot beyond its capacity, and 
are often forced to break the natural continuity. . . . 

Plots arc either simple or complicated; for such too, in their 
very nature, are the actions of which the plots are an imitation. 
An action which is one and continuous in the sense above defined, 

5. the hfth-centuiy historian of the Persian wars. 
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I call Simple, when the turning point is reached without Reversal 
of Fortune or Recognition:* Complicated, when it is reached with 
Reversal of Fortune, or Recognition, or both. These last should 
arise from the internal structure of the plot, so that what follows 
should be the necessary or probable result of the preceding action. 
It makes all the difference whether one event is the consequence of 
another, or merely subsequent to it. 

A reversal of fortune is, as we have said, a change by which a 
train of action produces the opposite of the effect intended; and 
that, according to our rule of probability or necessity. Tlius in the 
Oedipus, the messenger,^ hoping to cheer Oedipus, and to free him 
from his alarms about his mother, reveals his° origin, and so pro- 
duces the opposite effect. . . . 

A Recognition, as the name indicates, is a change from ignorance 
to knowledge, producing love or hate between the persons destined 
by the poet for good or bad fortune. The best form of recognition 
is coincident with a reversal of fortune, as in the Oedipus. . . . 

As the sequel to what has already been said, we must proceed to 
consider what the poet should aim at, and what he should avoid, 
in constructing his plots; and by what means Tragedy may best 
fulfil its function. 

A perfect tragedy should, as wc have seen, be arranged on the 
simple not the complicated plan. It should, moreover, imitate 
actions which excite pity and fear, this being the distinctive mark 
of tragic imitation. It follows plainly, in the first place, that the 
change of fortune presented must not be the spectacle of a per- 
fectly good man brought from prosperity to adversity: for this 
moves neither pity nor fear; it simply shocks us. Nor, again, that 
of a bad man passing from adversity to prosperity: for nothing can 
be more alien to the spirit of Tragedy; it possesses no single tragic 
quality; it neither satisfies the moral sense, nor calls forth pity or 
fear. Nor, again, should the downfall of the utter villain be exhibited. 
A plot of this kind would, doubtless, satisfy the moral sense, but 
it would inspire neither pity nor fear; for pity is aroused by un- 
merited misfortune, fear by the misfortune of a man like ourselves. 
Such an event, therefore, will be neither pitiful nor terrible. There 
remains, then, the character between these two extremes — that of 
a man who is not eminently good and just, yet whose misfortune 
is brought about not by vice or depravity, but by some error or 
frailty. He must be one who is highly renowned and prosperous — a 
personage like Oedipus, Thyestes, ox other illustrious men of such 
kmilies. 

4. defined in the following paragraph, 4. Oedipus*. 

S* the herdsman from Corinth. 
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A well cx)nstructed plot should, therefore, be single, rather than 
double as some maintain. The change of fortune should be not 
from bad to good, but, reversely, from good to bad. It should come 
about as the result not of vice, but of. some great error or frailty, in 
a character either such as wc have described, or better rather than 
worse. The practice of the stage bears out our view. At first the 
poets recounted any legends that came in their way. Now, tragedies 
are founded on the story of a few houses — on the fortunes of 
Alcmaeon, Oedipus, Orestes, Meleager, Thyestes, Telephus, and 
those others who have done or suffered something terrible. A tragedy, 
then, to be perfect according to the rules of art should be of this 
construction. Hence they are in error who censure Euripides just 
because he follows this principle in his plays, many of which end 
unhappily. It is, as we have said, the right ending. The best proof 
is that on the stage and in dramatic competition, such plays, if 
they arc well represented, arc most tragic in their effect; and 
Euripides, faulty as he is in the general management of his subject, 
yet is felt to be the most tragic of poets. . . . 

As in the structure of the plot, so too in the portraiture of char- 
acter, the poet should always aim cither at the necessary or the 
probable. Thus a person of a given character should speak or act 
in a given way, by the rule either of necessity or of probability; just 
as this event should follow that by necessary or probable sequence. 
It is therefore evident that the unravelling of the plot, no less than 
the complication, must be brought about by the plol itself, and not 
by Machinery^ — as in the Medea, or in the Return of the Greeks® 
in the Iliad. Machinery should be employed only for events external 
to the drama — either sueh as are previous to it and outside the 
sphere of human knowledge, or subsequent to it and which need 
to be foretold and announced; for to the gods we ascribe the power 
of seeing all things. Within the action there must be nothing irra- 
tional. If the irrational cannot be excluded, it should be outside 
the scope of the tragedy. Such is the irrational clement in the 
Oedipus of Sophocles. . . . 

The Chorus too should be regarded as one of the actors; it 
should be an integral part of the whole, and share in the action, in 
the manner not of Euripides but of Sophocles. As for the later poets, 
their choral songs pertain as little to the subject of the piece as to 
that of any other tragedy. They arc, therefore, sung as mere inter- 

7. literally the machine which was 8. Aristotle refers to an incident in 
employed in the theater to show the the second book of the Iliad; an attempt 

gods flying in space. It has come to of the Greek rank and file to return 

mean any implausible way of solving home and abandon the siege is arrested 

the complications of the plot. Medea by the intervention of Athene. (If it 

escapes from Corinth ^^on the ma- were a drama she would appear ‘‘on 

chine” in her magic chariot. the machine.”) 
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ludes — a practice first begun by Agathon. Yet what difference is 
there between introducing such choral interludes, and transferring 
a speech, or even a whole act, from one play to another? . . . 

LUCRETIUS 

(99?-55 B.c.) 

On the Nature of Things (De return natura) 

[Man*$ Progress from Savagery to Civilization]* 

But the race of men at that time was much hardier on the land, 
as was fitting inasmuch as the hard earth had made it;’^ built up 
within it was with bones larger and more solid, fitted with strong 
sinews throughout the flesh, not such as easily to be mastered by 
heat or cold or strange food or any ailment of the body. Through 
many lustres^ of the sun rolling through the sky they passed their 
lives after the wide-wandering fashion of wild beasts. No sturdy 
guider of the curved plough was there, none knew how to work the 
fields with iron, to dig new shoots into the ground, to prune off old 
branches from the tall trees with a sickle. What sun and rain had 
given, what the earth had produced of her own accord, that was 
a gift enough to content their minds. Amidst the acorn-laden oaks 
they refreshed themselves for the most part; and the arbute-berries 
which in winter time you now see ripen with crimson colour, then 
the earth bore in abundance and even larger than now. Many an- 
other kind of food besides the flowering infancy of the world then 
produced, hard but amply sufficient for poor mortals. But to quench 
thirst, rivers and springs invited them, as now the rushing of water 
down from the great mountains calls loud and far to the thirsting 
hordes of beasts. Next as they roamed abroad they dwelt in familiar 
woodland precincts of the Nymphs, whence they knew that some 
running rivulet issued rippling over the wet rocks, rippling over the 
rocks in abundant flow and dripping upon the green moss, with 
plenty left to splash and bubble over the level plain. Not yet did 
they know how to work things with fire, nor to use skins and to 
clothe themselves in the strippings of beasts; but they dwelt in the 
woods and forests and mountain caves, and hid their rough bodies 
in the underwoods when they had to escape the beating of wind and 
rain. They could not look to the common good, they knew not how 

*On the Nature of Things was left of Lucretius, 
unfinished when the poet died in 55 b.c. 1. Lucretius has just explained that 
This selection, from Book V, is from a human beings and animals were, like 
translation by W. H. D. Rouse. Re- the plants, generated by the earth, 
printed by permission of the publishers 2. five-year periods, 
from the Loeb Classical Library edition 
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to govern their intercourse by custom and law. Whatever prize 
fortune gave to each, that he carried oflf, every man taught to live 
and be strong for himself at his own will. And Venus joined the 
bodies of lovers in the woods; for either the woman was attracted 
by some mutual desire, or caught by the man's violent force and 
vehement lust, or by a bribe — acorns and arbute-berries or choice 
pears. And by the aid of their wonderful powers of hand and foot, 
they would hunt the woodland tribes of beasts with volleys of stones 
and ponderous clubs, overpowering many, shunning but a few in 
their lairs; and when night overtook them, like so many bristly hogs 
they just cast their savage bodies naked upon the ground, rolling 
themselves in leaves and boughs. Nor did they go seeking the day 
and the sun^ with great outcry over the countryside, wandering 
panic-stricken in the shadows of night, but waited quiet and buried 
in sleep until the sun with rosy torch spread his light over the 
heavens. For sinee they had been aeeustomed from ehildhood always 
to see darkness and light return in alternate sequence, it was impos- 
sible that they should ever feel wonder, or fear lest everlasting night 
should possess the world, the sun's light being withdrawn for ever. 
Rather what troubled them was that the hordes of beasts often 
made their rest dangerous to them: and driven from their shelter, 
they would flee to the roeks and caves when a foaming boar ap- 
peared or a mighty lion, and at dead of night in terrot would yield 
their leaf-strewn beds to the savage guests. . . • i 

Next, when they had got them huts and skins, ^d fire, and 
woman mated with man was appropriated to one, [ind the laws 
of wedloek] became known, and they saw offspring born of them, 
then first the human race began to grow soft. For Ae fire saw to it 
that their shivering bodies were less able to endure Cold under the 
canopy of heaven, and Venus sapped their strength, and children 
easily broke their parents' proud spirit by coaxings. Then also neigh- 
bours began eagerly to join friendship amongst themselves to do 
no hurt and suffer no violence, and asked protection for their chil- 
dren and womankind, signifying by voice and gesture with stam- 
mering tongue that it was right for all to pity the weak. Nevertheless 
concord could not altogether be produced, but a good part, nay 
the most kept the covenant unblemished, or else the race of man- 
kind would have been even then wholly destroyed, nor would birth 
and begetting have been able to prolong their posterity. 

But the various sounds of the tongue* nature drove them to utter, 
and convenience pressed out of them names for things, not far other- 

3. Lucretius is rejecting a theory that 4. Compare St. Augustine’s account 
primitive man was so ignorant of the of how he learned to talk. {ConHiHow, 
order of nature that he was afraid the Book I.) 
sun would not return the next day. 
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wise than very speechlessness is seen to drive children to the use 
of gesture, when it makes them point with the finger at things that 
are before them. . . . 

That you may not perhaps be quietly asking yourself the ques- 
tion, it was lightning that first brought fire down to the earth for 
mortals, and from this all blazing flames have been spread abroad. 
For we can see many things catch fire touched by the flames from 
on high, when the stroke from heaven has given them its heat. And 
yet also when a branching tree struck by the winds, swaying and 
tossed about, leans on the branches of a tree, fire is pressed out by 
the great force of the friction, and at times the burning glare of 
flame flashes while branches and twigs arc rubbed together. Either 
of these causes may have given fire to mankind. After that, the sun 
taught them to cook food and to soften it by the heat of flames, 
since they saw many things soften, vanquished by the blows of the 
heat of his rays amid the fields. 

More and more daily they were shown how to change their 
former life and living for new ways, by those men of goodwill who 
were pre-eminent in genius and strong in mind. Kings began to 
found cities and to build a citadel for their own protection and 
refuge; and they divided cattle and lands, and gave them to each 
according to beauty and strength and genius: for beauty had great 
power, and strength had importance, in those days. Afterwards® 
wealth was introduced and gold was discovered, which easily robbed 
both the strong and the handsome of their honour; for however 
strong and handsome in body, men for the most part follow the 
party of the richer. But if one should guide his life by true principles, 
man’s greatest riches is to live on a little with contented mind; for 
a little is never lacking. Yet men desired to be famous and powerful, 
that their fortune might stand fast upon a firm foundation, and 
that being wealthy they might be able to pass a quiet life: all in 
vain, since in the struggle to climb to the summit of honour they 
made their path full of danger; and even down from the summit, 
nevertheless, envy strikes them oftentimes like a thunderbolt and 
casts them with scorn into loathly Tartarus; since envy, like the 
thunderbolt, usually scorches the summits and all those that are 
elevated above others; so that it is indeed much better to obey in 
peace, than to desire to hold the world in fee and to rule kingdoms. 
Leave them then to be weary for nought, and to sweat blood in 
struggling along the narrow path of ambition; since their wisdom 
comes from the lips of others, and they pursue things on hearsay 
rather than from their own feelings. And this was in the beginning, 
as much as it is now and shall be without end. 

5. Lucretius here delivers an Epicurean sermon on the vanity of human ambi- 
tions. 
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Kings therefore were slain; the ancient majesty of thrones and 
proud sceptres lay overthrown in the dust; the illustrious badge of 
the topmost head, bloodstained beneath the feet of the mob, be- 
wailed its lost honour: for men are eager to tread underfoot what 
they have once too much feared. So things came to the uttermost 
dregs of confusion, when each man for himself sought dominion and 
exaltation. Then there were some who taught them to create 
magistrates, and established law, that they might be willing to obey 
statutes. For mankind, tired of living in violence, was fainting from 
its feuds, and so tliey were readier of their own will to submit to 
statutes and striet rules of law. For because eaeh man in his wrath 
would make ready to avenge himself more severely than is permitted 
now by just laws, for this reason men were utterly weary of living 
in violence. Hence comes fear of punishment that taints the prizes 
of life; for violence and injury enclose in their net all that do such 
things, and generally return upon him who began, nor is it easy to 
pass a quiet and peaeeful life for him whose deeds violate the bonds 
of the common peace. For even if he hide it from gods and men, 
he must yet be uncertain that it will for ever remain hidden; seeing 
that often many men speaking in dreams or raving in delirium, are 
said to have discovered themselves, and to have shown abroad both 
hidden vices and hidden sins. 

Next it is not very difficult to explain in words, what cause has 
spread the divinity of the gods over great nations atid filled the 
cities with altars, and has made customary rites to bq undertaken, 
rites which now flourish in our magnificence and our, great places, 
from which even now remains implanted in mortal men the awe that 
raises new shrines to the gods all over the world, and drives them 
to throng together on festal days. The truth is, that even in those 
days the generations of men used to see with waking mind, and 
still more in sleep, gods, conspicuous in beauty and of marvellous 
bodily stature. To these therefore they attributed sensation, because 
they appeared to move their limbs and to utter proud speech in 
keeping with their splendid beauty and vast strength. And they 
gave them everlasting life, because there was always a succession 
of visions coming up in which the shape remained the same, and 
because they thought that certainly beings endowed with such 
strength eould not in any case lightly be overcome by any force. 
Therefore they thought them to be pre-eminent in happiness, be- 
cause the fear of death troubled none of them, and at the same 
time because in sleep they saw them perform many marvellous feats 
and felt no distress therefrom. Besides they observed how the array 
of heaven and the various seasons of the year came round in due 
order, and could not discover by what causes all that came about. 
Therefore their refuge was to leave all in the hands of the gods, and 
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to suppose that by their nod all things were done. And they placed 
the gods’ habitation and abode in the sky, because through the sky 
the night and the moon are seen to revolve, moon and day and night 
and the solemn stars of night, heaven’s night-wandering torches, 
clouds and sun, rain and snow, winds, lightnings and hail, rapid 
roarings and threatening throes of thunder. 

. . . Copper and gold and iron were discovered, so also heavy 
silver and massy lead, when fire upon the great mountains had burnt 
up huge forests with its heat; whether by some lightning stroke from 
heaven, or because men waging war in the forests had brought fire 
upon their foes to affright them, or because led by the richness of 
the soil they wished to clear the fat fields and make the place fit 
for pasturage, or to destroy the wild beasts and to enrich themselves 
with spoil. For hunting with pit and fire came up, before fencing 
about a glade with nets or putting up game with dogs. However 
that may be, whatever the cause by which flaming heat with ap- 
palling din had devoured the forests deep down to the roots and 
parched up the earth with fire, through the hot veins into some 
hollow place of the earth would ooze and collect a stream of silver 
and gold, of copper also and lead: and when afterwards they saw 
these congealed together and gleaming upon the earth with bright 
colour, they would pick them up captivated by the sleek smooth 
grace and would see that they were each moulded into a shape like 
the hollows in which they had left their mark. Then it dawned 
upon them that these lumps might be melted and run into any 
shape and form of objects, and might furthermore be beaten out 
with blows into the sharpest and finest possible point or edge, to 
make themselves tools, to cut down trees, to rough-hew timber and 
to plane planks and beams, to bore also and to pierce and perforate. 
And they would try to make these at first no less of silver and gold 
than of bronze with its tough and strong substance, but in vain, 
since the strength of these yielded and bent nor could they so well 
bear the hard work. Then bronze was of more worth, and gold was 
thought little of, being useless with its edge blunted and dull. Now 
bronze is thought little of, and gold has mounted to the chief 
honour. So rolling time changes the seasons of things. What was of 
worth comes at length to be held in no honour; next something else 
comes up and comes forth from contempt, is sought for more day 
by day, and once discovered thrives in praise and is held in won- 
derful honour among men. 

Now it is easy for you, Memmius,® to recognize of yourself in 
what manner the nature of iron was discovered. The ancient 
weapons were hands, nails, and teeth, and stones and branches also 
broken from forest trees, flames and fire as soon as they were known. 

6. the Roman aristocrat to whom Lucretius addresses his poem. 
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Later was discovered the power of iron and of bronze. The use of 
bronze was known before iron, because it is more easily worked 
and there is greater store. With bronze men tilled the soil of the 
earth, with bronze they stirred up the waves of war, and dealt 
devastating wounds, and seized cattle and lands; for when some 
were armed, all that was naked and unarmed readily gave way to 
them. Then by small degrees the sword of iron gained ground, and 
the fashion of the bronze sickle became a thing of contempt; then 
with iron they began to break the soil of the earth, and the struggles 
of war now become doubtful were made equal. 

And it is an earlier practice for one to mount on horseback armed, 
to guide the horse by the bit and to do doughty deeds with the 
right hand, than to essay the perils of war in a two-horse car. And 
to yoke a pair came before yoking twice two to the car, and before 
the armed men mounted the scythed chariot. Next the Lucanian 
oxen^ with turreted backs, hideous creatures, snake-handed,^ were 
taught by the Carthaginians® to endure the wounds of war, and to 
confound the great hosts of Mars. Thus gloomy Discord bred one 
thing after another, to be frightful in battle for the nations of men, 
and added new terror to warfare day by day. . . . 

Garments of patchwork came before garments of woven cloth. 
Woven cloth comes after iron, because iron is needed for equipping 
the loom, nor without it can such smoothness be given to the 
heddlcs and spindles, shuttles and noisy yarn-beams. And nature 
made men to work in wool before womankind, for ;the male sex as 
a whole is far superior in skill and more clever; , imtil the austere 
farmers made it a reproach, so that the men agreed to leave it in 
women's hands and themselves to share in hard labpur and by hard 
work to harden their bodies and hands. » 

But the pattern of sowing and the beginning of grafting first 
came from nature herself the maker of all things, since berries and 
acorns falling from trees in due time produced swarms of seedlings 
underneath; and this also gave them the whimsy to insert shoots 
in the branches and to plant new slips in the earth all over the 
fields. Next one after another they tried ways of cultivating the 
little plot they loved, and found out that the earth could tame wild 
fruits by kind treatment and friendly tillage. Day by day they made 
the forests climb higher up the mountains and yield the place below 
to their tilth, that they might have meadows, pools and streams, 
crops and luxuriant vineyards on hill and plain, and that a grey- 

7. elephants, first used against the fought three separate wars for su- 

Romans by the Macedonian general premacy in the western Mediterranean. 
Pyrrhus in the battle at Heraclea (in Elephants were used by the Carthagin- 
Lucania) in 280 b.c. ians in battles against the Romans in 

8. Lucretius refers to the elephant’s North Africa, and Hannibal, the Car- 

trunk. thaginian invader of Italy, brought ele- 

9. Carthage was the center of a great phants with him from Spain over the 
commercial empire against which Rome Pyrenees and the Alps. 
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green belt of olives might run between to make the boundaries 
stretching forth over hills and dales and plains: even as now you 
see the whole place mapped out with charming variety, laid out and 
intersected with sweet fruit-trees and set about with fertile planta- 
tions of trees. 

Again, to imitate with the mouth the liquid notes of the birds 
came long before men could delight their ears by warbling smooth 
carols in song. And the zephyrs whistling through hollow reeds 
first taught the countrymen to blow into hollow hemlock-stalks. 
Next, step by step they learnt the plaintive melodics which the 
reed-pipe gives forth tapped by the players' fingertips, — the pipe 
discovered amid pathless woods and forests, amid the solitary haunts 
of shepherds and the peace of the open air. These soothed their 
minds and gave them delight when they had had their fill of food: 
for that is when song is pleasant. Often therefore stretched in groups 
on the soft grass hard by a stream of water under the branches of 
a tall tree they made merry at cheap cost, above all wlicn the weather 
smiled and the season of the year painted the green herbage with 
flowers. Then was the time for jest, for gossip, for pleasant peals 
of laughter. For then the rustic muse was in its prime; then they 
would wreathe head and shoulders with woven garlands of flowers, 
prompted by joyous playfulness, and they would march out moving 
their limbs out of time and beating mother earth stiffly with stiff 
foot: from which mirth would arise and pleasant peals of laughter, 
because all these things being new and wonderful had great vogue. 
And when wakeful, this was their consolation for sleep, to sing many 
a long-drawn note and to turn a tune and to run along the tops of 
the reedpipes with curved lip; whence even now the watchmen 
keep up the tradition, and they have learnt how to keep various 
kinds of rhythm, yet for all that they have not more profit in enjoy- 
ment than the woodland people had who were born of the soil. For 
what is ready to hand, unless we have known something more lovely 
before, gives pre-eminent delight and seems to hold the field, until 
something found afterwards to be better is wont to spoil all that and 
to change our taste for anything ancient. So men grew tired of 
acorns, so were deserted those old beds strewn with herbage and 
leaves piled up. The garment also of wild-beast pelt fell into con- 
tempt; which I can imagine must have excited such envy in those 
days when discovered, that he who first wore one was done to death 
by treachery, and even then that it was torn to pieces amongst them 
with much bloodshed and was lost and could not be turned to use. 
TTien therefore pelts, now gold and purple, trouble men's life with 
cares and weary it with war; in which as I think the greater fault 
rests upon us. For without the pelts, cold tormented the naked sons 
of earth; but we take no hami to be without a vestment of purple 
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6t worked with gold and great figures, so long as there is the poor 
man's cloak to protect us. Therefore mankind labours always in vain 
and to no purpose, consuming their days in empty cares, plainly 
because they know not the limit of possession, and how far it is 
ever possible for real pleasure to grow: and this little by little has 
carried life out into the deep sea, and has stirred up from the bot- 
tom the great billows of war. 

But those watchful sentinels sun and moon, travelling with their 
light around the great revolving region of heaven, have taught men 
well that the seasons of the year come round, and that all is done 
on a fixed plan and in fixed order. 

Already men lived fenced in with strong towers, the earth was 
divided up and distributed for cultivation, already every sea was 
covered with sail-flying ships, men had already allies and friends 
under formal treaty, when poets began to commemorate doughty 
deeds in verse; nor had letters been invented long time before. For 
this reason our age cannot look back upon what happened before, 
unless in any respect reasoning shows the way. 

Ships and agriculture, fortifications and laws, arms, roads, cloth- 
ing and all else of this kind, life's prizes, its luxuries also from first 
to last, poetry and pictures, the shaping of statues by the artist, all 
these as men progressed gradually step by step were taught by prac- 
tice and the experiments of the active mind. So by degrees time 
brings up before us every single thing, and reason; lifts it into the 
precincts of light. For their intellect saw one thing after another 
grow famous amongst the arts, until they came fo their highest 
point. 

[Against the Fear of Death]* 

Wliat has this bugbear death to frighten man. 

If souls can die, as well as bodies can? 

For, as before our birth we felt no pain, 

When Punic arms infested land and main. 

When heav'n and earth were in confusion hurl'd, s 

For the debated empire of the world, 

Which aw'd with dreadful expectation lay, 

Sure to be slaves, uncertain who should sway: 

So, when our mortal frame shall be disjoin'd. 

The lifeless lump uncoupled from the mind, lo 

F’rom sense of grief and pain wc shall be free; 

We shall not feel, because we shall not be. 

♦ From Book III. Translated by John the western Mediterranean, the Car- 
Dryden. thaginian (Punic) general Hannibal in- 

4. Punic . . . main: the Second vaded Italy and came close to taking 
Punic War (218-201 b.c.). In this de- Rome. Lucretius is writing some hun> 
cisive struggle for the domination of dred and fifty years after these events. 
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Tho' earth in seas, and seas in hcav'n were lost, 

We should not move, we only should be toss'd. 

Nay, ev'n suppose when we have suffer'd fate, ts 

The soul could feel in her divided state. 

What's that to us? for wc are only we 
While souls and bodies in one frame agree. 

Nay, tho' our atoms should revolve by chance, 

And matter leap into the former dance; ao 

Tho' time our life and motion could restore. 

And make our bodies what they were before, 

What gain to us would all this bustle bring? 

The new-made man would be another thing. 

When once an interrupting pause is made, as 

That individual being is decay'd. 

We, who arc dead and gone, shall bear no part 
In all the pleasures, nor shall feel the smart 
Which to that other mortal shall accrue. 

Whom of our matter time shall mold anew. lo 

For backward if you look on that long space 

Of ages past, and view the changing face 

Of matter, toss'd and variously combin'd 

In sundry shapes, 't is easy for the mind 

From thence t' infer, that seeds of things have been 35 

In the same order as they now arc seen : 

Which yet our dark remembrance cannot trace. 

Because a pause of life, a gaping space. 

Has come betwixt, where memory lies dead. 

And all the wand'ring motions from the sense are fled. 40 

For whosoe'er shall in misfortunes live. 

Must be, when those misfortunes shall arrive; 

And since the man who is not, feels not woe, 

(For death exempts him, and wards off the blow. 

Which we, the living, only feel and bear,) 4S 

What is there left for us in death to fear? 

When once that pause of life has come between, 

'T is just the same as we had never been. 

And therefore if a man bemoan his lot, 

That after death his mold'ring limbs shall rot, 

Or flames, or jaws of beasts devour his mass, 

Know, he's an unsincere, unthinking ass. 

A secret sting remains within his mind; 

The fool is to his own cast offals kind. 

35. seeds of things: atoms. mal method of disposition of dead 

51. fiatnes: Cremation was the nor- bodies. 
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He boasts no sense can after death remain, 

Yet makes himself a part of life again, 

As if some other He could feel the pain. 

If, while he live, this thought molest his head, 

What wolf or vulture shall devour me dead? 

He wastes his days in idle grief, nor can 
Distinguish 'twixt the body and the man; 

But thinks himself can still himself survive; 

And, what when dead he feels not, feels alive. 

Then he repines that he was born to die, 

Nor knows in death there is no other He, 

No living He remains his grief to vent. 

And o'er his senseless carcass to lament. 

If after death 't is painful to be torn 
By birds, and beasts, then why not so to burn; 

Or, drench'd in floods of honey, to be soak’d; 

Imbalm’d, to be at once preserv'd and chok'd; 

Or on an airy mountain’s top to lie, 

Expos’d to cold and hcav’n’s inclemency; 

Or crowded in a tomb to be oppress'd 
With monumental marble on tliy breast? 

But to be snatch'd from all thy household joys, 

From thy ehaste wife, and thy dear prattling boys, » 
Whose little arms about thy legs are east, ^ 

And elimbing for a kiss prevent their mother's hast®, 
Inspiring seeret pleasure thro’ thy breast — 

All these shall be no more: thy friends oppress’d 
Thy eare and eourage now no more shall free; 

*'Ah! wreteh!” thou ery’st, *‘ah! miserable me! 

One woful day sweeps children, friends, and wife,. 

And all the brittle blessings of my life!” 

Add one thing more, and all thou say'st is true; 

Thy want and wish of them is vanish’d too: 

Which, well consider’d, were a quick relief 
To all thy vain imaginary grief. 

For thou shalt sleep, and never wake again, 

And, quitting life, shalt quit thy living pain. 

But we, thy friends, shall all those sorrows find. 

Which in forgetful death thou leav’st behind; 

No time shall dry our tears, nor drive thee from our mind 
The worst that can befall thee, measur’d right. 

Is a sound slumber, and a long good-night. 

70. honey: used in an expensive type 79. prevent: anticipate, 
of embalming. 
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Yet thus the fools, that would be thought the wits, 

Disturb their mirth with melancholy fits: 

When healths go round, and kindly brimmers flow. 

Till the fresh garlands on their foreheads glow. 

They whine, and cry: 'Xet us make haste to live. 

Short are the joys that human life can give/' 

Eternal preachers, that corrupt the draught, 

And pall the god, that never thinks, with thought; 

Idiots with all that thought, to whom the worst 
Of death is want of drink, and endless thirst. 

Or any fond desire as vain as these. 

For ev'n in sleep, the body, wrapp'd in ease, 

Supinely lies, as in the peaceful grave; 

And, wanting nothing, nothing can it crave. 

Were that sound sleep eternal, it were death; 

Yet the first atoms then, the seeds of breath. 

Are moving near to sense; we do but shake 
And rouse that sense, and straight we arc awake. 

Then death to us, and death's anxiety. 

Is less than nothing, if a less could be. 

For then our atoms, which in order lay, 

Are scatter'd from their heap, and puff'd away, 

And never can return into their place. 

When once the pause of life has left an empty space. 

And last, suppose great Nature's voice should call 
To thee, or me, or any of us all: 

‘'What dost thou mean, ungrateful wretch, thou vain. 
Thou mortal thing, thus idly to complain. 

And sigh and sob that thou shalt be no more? 

For if thy life were pleasant heretofore, 

If all the bounteous blessings, I could give. 

Thou hast enjoy'd; if thou hast known to live. 

And pleasure not leak'd thro' thee like a sieve; 

Why dost thou not give thanks as at a plenteous feast, 
Cramm'd to the throat with life, and rise and take thy rest? 
But if my blessings thou hast thrown away. 

If indigested joys pass'd thro', and would not stay. 

Why dost thou wish for more to squander still? 

If life be grown a load, a real ill. 

And I would all thy cares and labors end. 

Lay down thy burden, fool, and know thy friend. 
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99. brimmers: full cups (of wine). 
104. the god, that never thinks: 
Bacchus. 

113. moving near to sense: The only 
Metenot between sleep and death is 


that in sleep the atoms of which we are 
composed are still in ordered motion 
and combination, while in death they 
are scattered; in neither state are we 
conscious. 
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To please thee, I have emptied all my store; 

I can invent and can supply no more, 

But run the round again, the round I ran before. 

Suppose thou art not broken yet with years. 

Yet still the selfsame scene of things appears. 

And would be ever, couldst thou ever live; 

For life is still but life, there's nothing new to give/' 

What can wc plead against so just a bill? 

We stand convicted, and our cause goes ill. 

But if a wretch, a man oppress'd by fate, 

Should beg of Nature to prolong his date. 

She speaks aloud to him with more disdain: 

'*Be still, thou martyr fool, thou covetous of pain/' 

But if an old decrepit sot lament; 

“What, thou,” she cries, “who hast outliv'd content! 

Dost thou complain, who hast enjoy'd my store? 

But this is still th' effect of wishing more. 

Unsatisfied with all that Nature brings; 

Loathing the present, liking absent things; 

From hence it comes, thy vain desires, at strife 
Within themselves, have tantaliz'd thy life; 

And ghastly death appear'd before thy sight. 

Ere thou hadst gorg'd thy soul and senses with delight. 
Now leave those joys, unsuiting to thy age, 

To a fresh comer, and resign the stage/' 

Is Nature to be blam’d if thus she chide? 

No, sure; for 't is her business to provide. 

Against this ever-changing frame's decay. 

New things to come, and old to pass away. 

One being, worn, another being makes; 

Chang’d, but not lost; for Nature gives and takes: 

New matter must be found for things to come. 

And these must waste like those, and follow Nature's doom. 
All things, like thee, have time to rise and rot; 

And from each other's ruin are begot: 

For life is not confin'd to him or thee; 

'T is given to all for use, to none for property. 

Consider former ages past and gone. 

Whose circles ended long ere thine begun. 

Then tell me, fool, what part in them thou hast. 

Thus may'st thou judge the future by the past. 

What horror see'st thou in that quiet state? 

What bugbear dreams to fright thee after fate? 

No ghost, no goblins, that still passage keep; 

But all is there serene, in that eternal sleep. 
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For all the dismal tales that poets tell 
Are verified on earth, and not in hell. 

No Tantalus looks up with fearful eye, 185 

Or dreads th' impending rock to crush him from on high; 

But fear of chance on earth disturbs our easy hours, 

Or vain imagin'd wrath of vain imagin'd pow'rs. 

No Tityus torn by vultures lies in hell; 

Nor could the lobes of his rank liver swell 
To that prodigious mass for their eternal meal: 

Not tho' his monstrous bulk had cover'd o'er 
Nine spreading acres, or nine thousand more; 

Not tho' the globe of earth had been the giant's floor: 

Nor in eternal torments could he lie. 




Nor could his corpse sufficient food supply. 

But he 's the Tityus, who by love oppress’d. 

Or tyrant passion preying on his breast. 

And ever-anxious thoughts, is robb'd of rest. 

The Sisyphus is he, whom noise and strife 
Seduce from all the soft retreats of life, 

To vex the government, disturb the laws: 

Drunk with the fumes of popular applause, 

He courts the giddy crowd to make him great, 

And sweats and toils in vain, to mount the sovereign seat. 

For still to aim at pow'r, and still to fail, 

Ever to strive, and never to prevail. 

What is it, but, in reason's true account. 

To heave the stone against the rising mount? 

Which urg’d, and labor'd, and forc'd up with pain. 

Recoils, and rolls impetuous down, and smokes along the plain. 
Then still to treat thy ever-craving mind 
With ev’ry blessing, and of ev'ry kind, 

Yet never fill thy rav'ning appetite; 

Tho' years and seasons vary thy delight, 

Yet nothing to be seen of all the store. 

But still the wolf within thee barks for more; 

This is the fable's moral, which they tell 
Of fifty foolish virgins damn'd in hell 
To leaky vessels, which the liquor spill; 



184. on earth, and not in heU: in the 
following lines Lucretius interprets the 
fabled punishments oi great evildoers in 
hell as allegories of the woes of this 
life. 

185. Tantalus: He was confined be- 
neath an overhanging rock which every 
minute seemed about to fall. 

189. Tityus: a giant who was pun- 
ished for his attempted rape of Artemis 
by a pair of vultures^ tearing per- 


petually at his liver. His body was sup- 
posed to cover nine acres. 

200. Sisyphus: condemned to roll a 
huge rock to the top of a hill; every 
time he reached the summit the rock 
rolled back down again. 

211. smokes: races. 

219. fifty foolish virgins: the fifty 
daughters of Danaus, who murdered 
their husbands. They were condemned 
to carry water in a sieve. 
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To vessels of their sex, which none could ever fill. 

As for the Dog, the Furies, and their snakes, 

The gloomy caverns, and the burning lakes, 

And all the vain infernal trumpery, 

They neither are, nor were, nor e'er can be. aas 

But here on earth the guilty have in view 
The mighty pains to mighty mischiefs due; 

Racks, prisons, poisons, the Tarpeian rock, 

Stripes, hangmen, pitch, and suffocating smoke; 

And last, and most, if these were cast behind, 230 

Th' avenging horror of a conscious mind. 

Whose deadly fear anticipates the blow, 

And sees no end of punishment and woe; 

But looks for more, at the last gasp of breath: 

This makes a hell on earth, and life a death. 235 

Meantime, when thoughts of death disturb thy head; 
Consider, Ancus, great and good, is dead; 

Aliens, thy better far, was born to die; 

And thou, dost thou bewail mortality? 

So many monarchs with their mighty state, 240 

Who rul’d the world, were overrul’d by fate. 

'riiat haughty king, who lorded o’er the main, 1 
And whose stupendous bridge did the wild waves Restrain, 

(In vain they foam’d, in vain they threaten’d Wf^k, 

While his proud legions march’d upon their baeJ^) 245 

Him death, a greater monarch, overcame; 

Nor spar’d his guards the more, for their iinmoilaJ name. 

The Roman chief, the Carthaginian dread, 

Scipio, the thunderbolt of war, is dead. 

And, like a common slave, by fate in triumph led. 

The founders of invented arts are lost; 

And wits, who made eternity their boast. 

Where now is Homer, who possess’d the throne? 

Th’ immortal work remains, the mortal author’s gone. 
Democritus, perceiving age invade. 

His body weaken’d, and his mind decay’d. 

Obey’d the summons with a cheerful face; 

Made haste to welcome death, and met him half the race. 



222 . Dog: Cerberus, the dog which 
guarded the gates of hell. 

228. Tarpeian rock: a cliff at Rome 
from which traitors were hurled. 

237. Ancus: 3he fourth of the legend- 
ary kings of Rome. 

243. stupendous bridge: The refer- 
ence is to the bridge over the Helles- 
pont built by Xerxes, king of Persia, 
for his invasion of Greece in 480 b.c. 


249. Scipio: the Roman general who 
defeated Hannibal at Zama in 202 b.c. 

255. Democritus: a Greek philos- 
opher; one of the pioneers of the 
atomic theory on which the doctrines 
of Epicurus (and Lucretius) were 
based. According to tradition he starved 
himself to death when he was over 
ninety years old. 
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That stroke ev'n Epicurus could not bar, 'j 
Tho' he in wit surpass'd mankind, as far I 
As does the midday sun the midnight star. J 
And thou, dost thou disdain to yield thy breath, 

Whose very life is little more than death? 

More than one half by lazy sleep possess'd; 

And when awake, thy soul but nods at best, 
Day-dreams and sickly thoughts revolving in thy breast. 
Eternal troubles haunt thy anxious mind. 

Whose cause and cure thou never hop'st to find; 

But still uncertain, with thyself at strife. 

Thou wander'st in the labyrinth of life. 

O, if the foolish race of man, who find 
A weight of cares still pressing on their mind. 

Could find as well the cause of this unrest, 

And all this burden lodg'd within the breast; 

Sure they would change their course, nor live as now, 
Uncertain what to wish or what to vow. 

Uneasy both in country and in town. 

They search a place to lay their burden down. 

One, restless in his palace, walks abroad. 

And vainly thinks to leave behind the load; 

But straight returns, for he 's as restless there, 

And finds there 's no relief in open air. 

Another to his villa would retire. 

And spurs as hard as if it were on fire; 

No sooner enter’d at his country door, 'I 

But he begins to stretch, and yawn, and snore; I 
Or seeks the city which he left before. J 

Thus every man o’erworks his weary will, l 

To shun himself, and to shake off his ill; I 

The shaking fit returns, and hangs upon him still. J 
No prospect of repose, nor hope of ease; 

The wretch is ignorant of his disease; 

Which known would all his fruitless trouble spare, 

For he would know the world not worth his care; 

Then would he search more deeply for the cause; 

And study nature well, and nature's laws: 

For in this moment lies not the debate, 

But on our future, fix'd, eternal state; 
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259. Epicurus: Greek philosopher 
(342-270 B.c.) whose philosophy is 
presented in Lucretius* poem. Basing 
himself on the atomic theories of his 
predecessors, he put forward a material- 
istic scheme of the universe and stated 
that the gods, if they exist, have no 


concern for human life. He recom- 
mended the pursuit of happiness, which 
he defined as the peace of mind which 
comes from the cultivation of virtue. 

273. Could . . . unrest: through the 
study of the Epicurean system. See 11. 
294 ff. 
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That never-changing state, which all must keep, 

Whom death has doom’d to everlasting sleep. 

Why are we then so fond of mortal life, 

Beset with dangers, and maintain’d with strife? 

A life which all our care can never save; 

One fate attends us, and one common grave. 

Besides, we tread but a perpetual round; 

We ne’er strike out, but beat the former ground. 

And the same mawkish joys in the same track are found. 

For still we think an absent blessing best. 

Which cloys, and is no blessing when possess’d; 

A new arising wish expels it from the breast. 

The fev’rish thirst of life increases still; 

We call for more and more, and never have our fill, 

Yet know not what to-morrow we shall try. 

What dregs of life in the last draught may lie: 

Nor, by the longest life we can attain. 

One moment from the length of death we gain; 

For all behind belongs to his eternal reign. 

When once the Fates have cut the mortal thread. 

The man as much to all intents is dead, 

Who dies to-day, and will as long be so, 320 

As he who died a thousand years ago. 

CICERO 

(106-43 

On the Republic (De rcpublica)* 

The Dream of Scipio 

On landing in Africa ^ — I had gone there, as you both know, as 
a military tribune^ in the Fourth Legion for the consul Manius 
Manilius® — there was nothing that I wanted so much as to meet 
King Masinissa,* who for the best of reasons^’ was a great friend of 

♦Written from 54 b.c. on; published name, when he was an undistinguished 

before 51 b.c. Our selection is the junior officer. 

principal surviving fragment of this 2. officer on the staff of a legion, 

work. This translation by H. A. Rice is 3. The consuls were the two chief 

here first published. magistrates at home, and commanders 

1. The speaker is Publius Cornelius of the armies in the field. Scipio was 

Scipio Africanus the Younger, the later to replace Manius Manilius as 

Roman general who led the legions to commander. 

victory in the Third Punic War (149- 4. king of Numidia; he became a 

146 B.C.), which resulted in the final trusted ally of the Romans in the Sec- 

subjugation of Rome’s rival in the ond Punic War (218-201 b.c,). He was 

West, Carthage. He is supposed to be a close friend of the first Scipio 

speaking at a conversation which took Africanus, who had adopted as his 

place twenty years later; he tells the grandson the Scipio who tells this story, 

story of what happened to him in the 5. among others because the elder 

first year of the war which made bis Scipio had enlarged his dominions. 
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our family. When I came to his house the old man burst into tears 
as he embraced me and then lifting his eyes to heaven cried; 
‘Thanks give I to thee, O Sun supreme, and to you, ye other 
dwellers in the skies, that before I take my leave of this life I sec 
in my kingdom and under my own roof P. Cornelius Scipio whose 
very name refreshes me; for never from my heart has faded the 
memory of that great and unconquerable hero!''® Then, we spent 
the whole day in conversing together — I asking him about his 
kingdom and he questioning me in turn about our country. 

And later, after we had dined amidst regal state we prolonged 
our talk until far into the night. The old man would talk about 
nothing except of Africanus and remembered not only all that he 
had done but all as well that he had said. Then, when we had 
parted to take our rest a sleep much deeper than was usual fell 
upon me, for I was weary from my journey and had stayed awake 
until very late. And then — (I suppose it was a result of what we 
had been talking about; for it happens often that the things that 
we have been thinking and speaking of bring about something in 
our sleep. So Ennius^ relates in his dream about Homer, of whom 
in hours of wakefulness he used so often to think and speak) — 
Africanus stood there before me, in figure familiar to me from his 
bust** rather than from life. I shuddered with dread as I rceognized 
him but he said, “Be calm, Scipio, and have no fear, but fail not 
to remember the things that I shall tell. 

“Do you sec that city® which by me was forced to kneel before 
the Roman people and is now renewing battle as of old and will not 
rest in peace?” And from a place high up above, studded with stars 
and blazing with light, he pointed to Carthage far below. “To the 
siege of that city you are now marching, a soldier almost in the 
ranks. Two years from now you will destroy it as consul in command, 
and will win thereby a surname which hitherto you have held as 
a legacy from me.^® And then, after you have blotted out Carthage, 
celebrated your triumph and become censor^^ and gone as legate^-* 
to Egypt, Syria, Asia and Greece, you will be chosen, while absent,^® 
consul for the second time, complete a mighty war and destroy 
Numantia.^* But just when you have been driven in triumph up 

6. the elder Scipio. Carthage he will deserve the name by 

7. Roman epic poet (239-169 b,c.) his own deeds. 

who began his epic of Roman history 11. the magistrate in charge of the 
with an account of Homer's appearance senatorial rolls, who passed judgment 
to him in a dream. on the senators’ moral and financial ht- 

The Roman aristocrat displayed ness to continue in office, 
the busts of his ancestors in his house. 12. ambassador. 

9. Carthage. 13. He would be elected to the office 

10. Hitherto he has been called without campaigning for it. 

Africanus m virtue of his adoption by 14. in Spain; it was destroyed in 133 
the elder Scipio; after the capture of b.c« 
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to the Capitol, you will find the state in turmoil through the 
schemings of a grandson of mine.^® 

‘‘It is here, Africanus, that you must needs show to our country 
the lustre of your genius, your capacity and your wisdom. But at 
that hour, I foresee, the path of your destiny divides. For when the 
years of your life have completed seven times eight circlings of 
the sun and those two numbers, each for a different reason, held to 
be perfect,^® have fulfilled the sum allotted for you in the revolving 
ordained by fate, then the whole state will turn to you alone and 
to the name you bear. To you will turn the eyes of the senate, of 
all good citizens, allies and Latins, and you will be the man on 
whom alone the salvation of the state will depend. In a word, it 
will be your duty to bring back order in the state as dictator^^ — 
if only you escape the impious hands of your own kinsmen."^® A 
cry burst from Laelius at this and deep groans from the others,^® 
but Scipio, gently smiling, continued, “Hush, I beg of you! 
Do not rouse me from my sleep. Listen a while and hear the 
rest.” 

“But hold fast to this, Africanus, that you may be more eager 
to defend the state: For all those who have guarded, aided, and in- 
creased the welfare of their fatherland there is a place reserved in 
heaven, where they shall dwell in happiness forever# For to that all- 
ruling God whose power is over all that is there is$ nothing that is 
done on earth more aceeptable than those meetings for conferenee 
of men joined together by the bond of law which |re ealled states. 
Those who guide and preserve these have come {i)m this heaven 
and to it they return.” 

At this, though I was filled with fear more at the thought of 
treachery from my own kin than by dread of death, I asked whether 
he and my father Paulus-® and the others whom we deem to be 
dead were really living. “In all truth,” said he, “they live, for they 
have made their escape from the fetters of the body as though out 
of a prison: it is that life of yours — ^you call it life — that is really 
death. Do you not sec yonder your father Paulus coming to greet 

15. the agrarian reformer Tiberius ous mystical and philosophical systems. 

Cracchus, son of Africanus’ daughter Scipio is fifty-six years old at the 

Cornelia. His land law (enacted in 133 imagined time of the dialogue. 

B.c.) restricted the holdings of the 17. a temporary constitutional of^ce; 
wealthy families and provided for the in times of crisis the Senate appointed 

resettlement of small landholders. His a dictator for a specific term, 
law marked the beginning of the cen- 18. Scipio died in 129 b.c. while 

tury of internal struggle which was to trying to bring about a compromise be- 

end in the establishment of authoritarian tween the two parties; there was a 

power at Rome. Scipio is here made to rumor that his death was the work of 

speak of him from a conservative stand- the partisans of Gracchus, 
point, which is in character, and was 19. the audience to whom Sctplo is 
Cicero’s own standpoint too. talking. 

16. Both these numbers were re- 20. Scipio’s father won a decisive 

4Sarded as especially important in vari- victory at Pydna, in Greece, in 168 b.c. 
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you?'* When I saw him, I wept a flood of tears, but he embracing 
and kissing me bade me not to weep. 

As soon as I could overcome my weeping and was able to speak 
I cried, 'Tell me, best and most saintly of fathers, since here is life, 
as I hear Africanus say, why should I linger longer on earth? Why 
should I not make haste to join you here?'' “That may not be," he 
replied, “for until that God, whose dominion is all that you can 
see, shall free you from the prison-house of the body, there can 
be for you no entrance here. For to men life has been given for this 
purpose, that they shall be care-takers of that sphere called the 
earth, which you see in the centre of this abode of the divine, and 
to them a soul has been given out of those never-dying fires which 
you call planets and stars, which, perfect in their form as spheres, 
are informed by souls divine and, in their orbits ordained, complete 
their courses with a motion marvellous in its swiftness. Therefore 
you, O Publius, and all good men must keep that soul in the 
guardianship of the body and must not seek to set forth from the 
life of men save at the bidding of him by whom it was entrusted 
to you, lest you be found to have fled from the trust imposed upon 
man by God. 

“Rather do you, O Scipio, do as your grandfather here and as I 
who begat you have done: cherish righteousness and that loyalty, so 
greatly due to parents and kinsmen but most of all to one's father- 
land. That is the life that is the road to the sky overhead and to 
this gathering of those whose life on earth has been lived. There 
are they who, lightened of the body's burden, now dwell in that 
place which you see yonder (it was a circle of light shining out with 
a radiant glory among the other fires) which you of earth call by 
a term learned from the Greeks, the Milky Way." 

To me, as I surveyed from that point all that I could see, won- 
drous and glorious was the sight. There were those stars that we 
never see from the earth, all larger than we have ever imagined, of 
these the smallest was one farthest from heaven*^ and nearest to the 
earth, shining with a reflected light. Much larger than the earth 
were these starry spheres: to me the earth seemed so small in com- 
parison that I felt ashamed of our empire which includes but a 
single point on its surface. 

As I gazed more and more intently upon the earth, Africanus 
said, “Tell me, how long will your mind devote itself to the earth 
below? Do you not see into what lofty heights you have come? 
Before you are the nine circles or rather spheres which bind together 
all that is. Of these the outermost is that of the heavens, enclosing, 
all the rest — the God supreme guarding and embracing all the 
other spheres; within it are included the stars in their courses,. 

21. the moon. 
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revolving without ceasing. Beneath it are the seven other spheres 
whirling in their course opposite to that of the heaven. Of these 
one is that which among men is called Saturn. Next comes that 
radiance so helpful and healthful to mankind that men call Jupiter. 
Beneath this, red and fearful to mankind, is the star that you call 
Mars. Next below, almost midway between heaven and earth, is 
the sun, the leader, chief and ruler of the other lights, the soul of 
the universe and its controlling power, of such greatness of size that 
he fills all things and floods them with his light. In his train as 
companions are the orbits of Venus and Mercury, and in the lowest 
of the spheres the moon revolves, lighted by the rays of the sun. 
But below this there is nothing that is not impermanent and doomed 
to die save only the souls bestowed by nature's gift on the race 
of men, while above all things are imperishable. For that cen- 
tral sphere the earth, which is the ninth, is motionless and of all 
things the lowest, and toward it all bodies tend because of their 
weight." 

As I gazed with awe at these marvellous things I said as soon as 
I could recover from my amazement, “But what is that wondrous 
sound, so loud and sweet, that fills my ears?" 

“That," said he, “is that harmony of the spheres, produced by 
the sweep of their onward motion, with the intervals between them 
unequal but composed, by the blending of notes high with low in 
exact proportion, to produce various harmonies. For not in silence 
can such mighty motions speed on their way, and it is nature's will 
that the lowest spheres sound forth in heaviest tones and those 
above in highest. So that this uppermost sphere of the heavens 
bearing the stars, since it revolves at greater speed, moves apace 
with notes of highest pitch, while that one of the moon, the lowest, 
gives out the lowest tones; for the earth, ninth of the spheres, re- 
mains without motion in its fixed place in the centre of the universe. 
But the other eight spheres, two of which move at the same rate,22 
send out seven different sounds, — that number which is the key 
of almost everything. It is this harmony that inspired men have 
reproduced both on strings and in songs and thus have won a 
return to this place, as have those others who during their life on 
earth have devoted outstanding gifts to the pursuit of things divine. 
To this music our human ears, though filled with it, have become 
deaf — for there is no duller sense in man than that of hearing. So 
it is that where the Nile falls headlong from those lofty mountains 
at the place called the Cataracts, the race of men that lives nearby 
has, because of the loudness of the sound, lost its power of hearing. 
So this sound so glorious, made by the revolving at the highest 
speed of the whole universe, cannot be heard by human ears, just 

22. Mercury and Venus. 
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as you cannot look directly at the sun, since your sight is blinded 
by its radiance/' 

Though I marvelled at these things, I yet kept turning my eyes 
again and again back to the earth. 

Then Africanus continued: “You are still, I see, fixing your eyes 
upon the abode and the home of men. If it seems a small thing, as 
it is, to you, keep rather your eyes upon these things of the heavens, 
scorning those of mankind. For what glory can you gain from what 
men say, what fame worth striving for? The earth, as you can see, 
is inhabited in but scattered parts and these small, while between 
those spots, as it were, where men dwell, stretch vast desert places. 
Those who inhabit the earth are from each other so widely apart 
that no word can spread from one group to another, for some live 
in parts slantwise, others crosswise,^^ and some even opposite'-*® to 
you; from these surely there is no glory that you can hope to have. 

'Tou can see besides, that the earth is girdled and encircled by 
zones of a sort, of which the two that are farthest apart, supported 
by the opposite poles of the sky, are both held fast in bonds of ice, 
while that middle and widest one is scorched by the blazing heat of 
the sun. Two of the zones arc fit for habitation; of these the south- 
ern, where men dwell whose footprints press against yours, has no 
concern for you; while if you consider this northern one inhabited 
by you, see how small a part of it belongs to you. For that whole 
stretch of earth which you hold, narrow from north to south and 
wider from east to west, is in fact only a small island surrounded 
by that sea which you call the Atlantic, the Great Sea, or the Ocean. 
See how small it is, in spite of its lordly name. Do you suppose that 
your name or that of anyone of our people has ever passed from 
those lands that are cultivated and known to us and scaled the 
Caucasus which you see there, or crossed beyond the Ganges? Who 
among those who dwell in those remote lands of the rising or the 
setting sun, or of the farthest north or south will ever hear your 
name? With these left out you see, surely, within what narrow 
limits the fame for which you long can spread. And how long will 
even those who now speak about you eontinue to do so? 

“Why, even if generations yet to be should want to pass on to 
those yet unborn the praises of anyone of us reeeived from their 
fathers, still, because of the floods and conflagrations that are 
bound at certain intervals to happen on the earth, we could not 
count upon a long-lasting fame among men, much less an endless 
one. Yet how much does it concern you to be spoken of by those 
who come after you when you have never been mentioned by those 
who have lived before you? 

23. in Uie opposite (southern) tern- zone of the opposite hemisphere, 

perate zone of the same hemisphere. 25. in the opposite temperate zone of 

24. in the same (northern) temperate the opposite hemisphere. 
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'‘Indeed they were not fewer than the men of now and surely 
were better; especially since not one of those by whom our names 
can now be heard will, after a year has passed, have any memory 
of it. For men generally reckon a year by the circling of only one of 
the stars, that is, the sun: but when all the stars have come back 
to the point where they started and have, at long intervals, restored 
the same arrangement of the whole heavens, then comes about that 
which can truly be called a completed year.^® How many genera- 
tions of men are included in such a year I would not venture to say. 
For as the sun seemed to men to fail of its light and to be eclipsed 
at the hour when the soul of Romulus-^ made its way to these shin- 
ing heights, so when the sun shall again be eclipsed at the same 
point and the same hour, then, since all the planets and stars will 
have returned to their starting point you can be assured that such 
a year has been completed. But you may be sure that one twenti- 
eth-^ of such a year has not yet passed. 

‘'If, therefore, you despair of a return to this place where all be- 
longs to great and noble men, of what worth, I ask you, is that fame 
of yours among men? It can hardly extend to the smallest part of a 
single year. So if you will but fix your gaze on things on high and 
on this eternal home and dw^elling-place, you will cease to listen to 
the talking of the common herd, nor will you longer put your trust 
in the rewards that men can bestow for what you have done; let 
rather the charm of virtue itself lead you on to the ohly true glory; 
whatever men may say of you leave to them; they will?say it anyway, 
and all that they have to say will be confined withinf those narrow 
limits which you sec: all that they say about any mini has not been 
for long, for it dies with them and is blotted out by^ the forgetful- 
ness of those who come after them.” As he said this, “If it is true, 
Africanus,'' said I, “that for those who have well served their coun- 
try there lies open a path to heaven here, then, though from my 
boyhood I have tried to follow in the footsteps of my father and of 
you and to be worthy of your fame, now indeed with sueh a reward 
before my eyes I shall strive with even greater zeal.” “Strive on,” 
said he, “and be assured that you are not, though your body is, 
born but to die; for that form which your body shows is not your true 
self: the spirit within each man is the man himself— not the bodily 
form to which one can point. Know then that you are divine, for 
that is divine which throbs with life, feels, remembers, foresees, 
which rules, controls, and makes to move the body over which it 
has been placed in charge; as over this universe rules that supreme 

26. reckoned by ancient authorities death is 716 b.c. 

at from twelve thousand to fifteen 28. from the death of Romulus to the 
thousand years. supposed time of Scipio’s dream is 

27. the traditional founder of the city 567 years, 
of Rome; the legendary date of his 
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God; so this mortal body is made to move by a deathless soul 
within. 

'Tor that which is ever in motion is eternal, but that which sets 
in motion something else but is itself moved by a force outside it, 
must needs, when the cause of its motion ends, cease to live. Only 
that therefore which gives itself motion ceases not to move, since 
it never abandons itself: more than that, it is for all other things 
that move, the first cause and beginning of their motion. Of a first 
cause there is of course no beginning, for it is from this first cause 
that all things begin, while it can never take its beginning from 
anything else; for it would not be a first cause if it found its begin- 
ning outside itself. Moreover because it never had a beginning it 
will never have an end. For if a first cause were destroyed it could 
never be born again from anything else, nor could it create another 
thing from itself, since only from a first cause must everything begin 
to be. So it follows that motion must begin from that which is self- 
moving: this can neither be born nor die: otherwise all heaven 
above would fall and all nature cease to be since they are endowed 
with no power from which they can receive a beginning of motion. 

‘'Since then that which is self-moving is everlasting, who would 
dare deny that this is the essential nature given to living spirits? 
For everything that is set in motion by an outside force is without 
a spirit within it, but that which is animated by spirit is moved by 
its own power within, for this is the essential property and power 
of spirit, — which, since it is the only thing among all things that 
moves itself, cannot have had a beginning nor can it ever have an 
end. Devote this, then, to the highest tasks! Of these surely the 
noblest are those on behalf of one's fatherland: a spirit dedicated 
and devoted to these will swiftly wing its way to this, its own abode 
and home. And more swiftly will it speed here if, while still prisoned 
in the body, it soars above it and fixing its gaze on things beyond, it 
rids itself as much as is in its power from the body, 'llic souls of 
those, however, who have surrendered to the pleasures of the body 
as slaves to them and who at the bidding of desires of the body 
have transgressed the laws of gods and men, when they have left 
their bodies, flit about the earth below, and do not return to this 
place until after they have, through many ages, suffered retribution." 
He left me then, and I awoke from my sleep. 
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VIRGIL 

(70-19 B.C.) 

The Aeneid 


Book I 


I tell about war and the hero who first from Troy's frontier, 
Displaced by destiny, came to the Lavinian shores, 

To Italy — a man much travailed on sea and land 
By the powers above, because of the brooding anger of Juno, 
Suffering much in war until he could found a city 5 

And march his gods into Latium, whence rose the Latin race. 

The royal line of Alba and the high walls of Rome. 

Where lay the cause of it all? How was her godhead injured? 
What grievance made the queen of heaven so harry a man 
Renowned for piety, through such toils, such a cycle of calamity? 10 
Can a divine being be so persevering in anger? 

There was a town of old — men from Tyre colonised it — 

Over against Italy and Tiber mouth, but afar off, 

Carthage, rich in resources, fiercely efficient in warfare. 

This town, they say, was Juno's favourite dwelling, preferred 15 
To all lands, even Samos: here were her arms, her chariot: 

And even from the long-ago time she cherished the aim that this 
Should be, if fate allowed, the metropolis of all natioiis. 
Nevertheless, she had heard a future race was formilig 
Of Trojan blood, which one day would topple that Tyrian strong- 
hold — 20 


A people arrogant in war, born to be everywhere rulers 

And root up her Libyan empire — so the Destiny-Spinners planned. 


* Abridged. Left unfinished when the 
poet died in 19 b.c. Our text is from 
Tkc Aenctd of Virgil, translated by C. 
Day Lewis, copyright 1952 by C. Day 
Lewis, reprinted by permission of Ox- 
ford University Press, Inc. 

1. the hero: Aeneas, one of the 
Trojan champions in the fight for Troy, 
son of Aphrodite (Venus) and An- 
chises, a member of the royal house of 
Troy. Aeneas survived the fall of the 
city and set off in search of another 
home. After years of wandering he 
settled in Italy, and from his line 
sprang, in the fullness of time, the 
founders of Rome. 

2. Lavinian shores: the west coast of 
Italy in the vicinity of Rome, named 
after the nearby city of Lavinium. 
Lavinia is the name of the Italian 
princess whom Aeneas is eventually to 
marry. 

4. Juno: the Latin equivalent of 


Hera, wife of the ruler of the gods, 
Zeus (Jupiter, the “Juppiter” of this 
translation). As in the Iliad, she is 
a bitter enemy of the Trojans. 

6. Latium: the coastal plain on which 
Rome is situated. 

7. Alba: The city of Alba Longa was 
to be founded by Aeneas’ son Ascanius, 
and from it were to come Romulus and 
Remus, the builders of Rome. 

14. Carthage: founded in North 
Africa by the Phoenicians who came 
from Tyre and Sidon in Palestine. It 
was their chief colony in the western 
Mediterranean. In the third and second 
centuries b.c. Carthage fought a series 
of bitter wars against Rome for the 
domination of the area. 

16. Samos: Greek island in the 
Aegean, famous as a center for the 
worship of Hera (Juno). 

22. Libyan: African. DesHny-Spin- 
ners: the Fates. 
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Juno, afraid of this, and remembering well the old war 
Wherein she had championed the Greeks whom she loved against 
the Trojans — 

Besides, she has other reasons for rage, bitter affronts 25 

Unblotted as yet from her heart: deep in her mind rankle 
The judgment of Paris, the insult of having her beauty scorned. 
Her hate for Troy's origin, Ganymede taken and made a favourite — 
Furious at these things too, she tossed all over the sea 
The Trojans, the few that the Greeks and relentless Achilles had 
left, 30 

And rode them off from their goal, Latium. Many years 
They were wandering round the seven seas, moved on by destiny. 
So massive a task it was to found the Roman race. 


[The story opens with a storm, provoked by Juno's agency, which 
scatters Aeneas' fleet off Sicily and separates him from his com- 
panions. He lands on the African coast near Carthage. Setting out 
with his friend Achates to explore the country, he meets his mother, 
Venus, who tells him that the rest of his ships are safe and directs 
him to the city just founded by Dido, the queen of Carthage. Venus 
surrounds Aeneas and Achates with a mist so that they can sec 
without being seen.] 


Meanwhile the two pressed on apace, where the track pointed. 
And now they were climbing a hill whose ma.ssive bulk looms over 
The city and commands a prospect of soaring towers. 420 

Aeneas marvels at great buildings, where once were shanties, 
Marvels at city gates and the din of the paved streets. 

The Tyrians arc busy at work there, some extending the walls, 
Manhandling blocks of stone and building the citadel. 

Others choosing a site for a house and trenching foundations: 425 
Laws are being made, magistrates and a parliament elected: 

Here they dig out a harbour basin; here they are laying 
Foundations deep for a theatre, and hewing from stone immense 
Columns to grace one day a tall proscenium. 

So in the youth of summer throughout the flowering land 430 
The bees pursue their labours under the sun: they lead 
A young brood from the hive, or press the flowing honey 
And fill the cells to bursting with a delicious nectar; 

Relieve incoming bees of their burden, or closing ranks 
Shoo the drones, that work-shy gang, away from the bee-folds. 435 


27. judgment of Paris: Paris, son to 
King Priam of Troy, was chosen to 
judge which was the most beautiful god- 
dess— »Hera, Aphrodite, or Athene. All 
three attempted to bribe him, but 
Aphrodite's promise, the love of Helen, 
prevailed, and he awarded her the prize. 


28. Ganymede: a beautiful Trojan 
boy taken up into heaven by Juppiter. 

418. The two: Aeneas and his com- 
panion, Achates. 

423. Tyrians: Phoenicians, Cartha- 
ginians. 
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The work goes on like wild-fire, the honey smells of thyme. 

*'Ah, fortunate you are, whose town is already building!"' 

Aeneas said, and gazed up at the city's heights. 

Then, in his cloak of darkness he went — a miraculous thing— 

Into their midst and joined the crowds, but none perceived 
him. 440 

There was a grove, most genial its shade, at the city centre, 
Just where the Carthaginians, after their rough passage. 

First dug and found the sign which royal Juno had promised — 
The skull of a spirited horse; it was a sign that henceforth 
Their nation would thrive in wealth and war throughout the 
ages. 445 

Dido was building here, in Juno's honour, a huge 
Temple, made rich by offerings and the indwelling presence of Juno: 
Bronze was its threshold, approached by a flight of steps; the door- 
posts 

Were braced with bronze, and the door with its grinding hinges 
was bronze. 

This grove had seen Dido's fear allayed by a chance of renewal 450 
For the first time; and here Aeneas first dared to hope for 
Salvation and believe that at last his luck was turning. 

For, while he awaited the queen and his eyes roved over the detail 
Of that immense fagadc, amazed by the town's gopd fortune, 
Admiring the skill of the rival craftsmen, the scope of their 
work, 455 

He noticed a scries of frescoes depicting the Trojait war. 

Whose fame had already gone round the world; the sons of Atreus 
Were there, and Priam, Achilles too, hostile to both. 

Aeneas stood; wept: — 

Oh, Achates, is there anywhere. 

Any place left on earth unhaunted by our sorrows? 460 

Look! — Priam. Here too we find virtue somehow rewarded. 

Tears in the nature of things, hearts touched by human transience. 
Then cast off fear; the fame of our deeds will ensure your welfare. 

He spoke, and fed his soul on those insubstantial figures. 

Heavily sighing, the large tears rivering down his cheeks. 465 

Pictured there, he beheld scenes of the fight round Troy — 

Here the Greeks fled with the Trojan warriors hard behind them, 
Here fled the Trojans before the chariot of plumed Achilles. 

He recognised through his tears, not far away, the snow-white 
Tents of Rhesus taken by surprise, while all slept deep, 470 

444 . skull of a . horse: a sign came to the help of Troy just before 
that they were to be a warlike race and the end of the war. An oracle pro* 
inhabit a rich land (one that could claimed that if his horses ate Trojan 
support horses). grass and drank the water of the river 

470. Rhesus: king of Thrace, who Xanthus, Troy would not fall. Odysseus 
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And wrecked with terrible slaughter by Diomed, man of blood. 
And Diomed driving away to his camp the fiery horses 
Before they could graze the meadows of Troy or drink the Xanthus. 
Another scene was of Troilus in flight, his weapons gone 
(Unhappy the lad, unequal the fight with Achilles) : his horses 475 
Are bolting; heels over head he hangs backwards out of the chariot. 
Yet gripping the reins; his neck and his hair are being dragged along 
Over the ground, and his trailing spearpoint scribbles in the dust. 
Meanwhile to the shrine of their goddess, their foe's friend, the 
Trojan women 

Arc walking to make intercession: their hair is unbound, they 
carry 480 

The goddess' ritual robe, they mourn and beat their breasts: 

But the goddess keeps her eyes on the ground and regards them not. 
Thrice round the walls of Troy Achilles has dragged Hector 
And now is demanding a ransom of gold for the lifeless body. 

At this point Aeneas uttered a deep groan 485 

To see the spoils, the chariot, the actual body of 
His friend, and Priam's defenceless hands stretehed out to Achilles. 
He noticed himself, too, in the forefront of the battle. 

Noticed the Acthiopian brigade and the arms of black Mcninon; 
Picked out Penthesilea leading the crescent shields of 490 

The Amazons and storming through the ni£' 16 c like a fire. 

Her bare breast thrusting out over the golden girdle, 

A warrior queen, a girl who braved heroes in combat. 

Now while Aeneas viewed with wonder all these scenes, 

And stood at gaze, rooted in a deep trance of attention, 495 

There came in royal state to the temple, a crowd of courtiers 
Attending her, queen Dido, most beautiful to see. 

As, by the banks of Eurotas or over the Cynthian slopes 
Diana foots the dance, and a thousand Oreads following 
Weave a constellation around that arrowy one, 500 

Who in grace of movement excels all goddesses. 

And happiness runs through the still heart of Latona — 

So Dido was, even so she went her radiant way 
Through the crowds, eager to forward the work and growth of her 
realm. 

Now, at the holy doors, under the temple porch, 505 

Hedged by the spears of her guard, she throned herself on high; 


and Diomed went into the Trojan lines 
at night, killed the king, and stole the 
horses. 

474. Troilus: a son of Priam. 
479-“482. Meanwhile . . . not: Com- 

B are this scene with the Iliad, Book VI, 
. 297-^311. 

489. Memnon: king of the Aethio- 
pians, who fought on the Trojan side. 


490. Penthesilea: queen of the Ama- 
zons, killed by Achilles. 

498. Eurotas: a river near Sparta 
where Artemis (Diana) was worshiped. 
Cynthian: Cynthus is a mountain on 
the island of Delos, Diana’s birthplace. 

499. Oreads: mountain nymphs. 

502. Latona: mother of Diana. 
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Gave laws and ordinances, appointed the various tasks 
In equitable proportions or else by drawing lots. 

Just then, all of a sudden, Aeneas saw approaching 

Amid the multitude Antheus, Sergestus, valiant 510 

Cloanthus and other Trojans, whom the black hurricane 

Had sundered at sea and driven afar to different beaches. 

He and Achates together were thrilled through, were dumbfounded 
With anxious joy: they eagerly yearned to join hands with their 
friends, 

But the mystery of the whole aflFair disquieted them. 515 

So they keep dark, and peering out from their womb of cloud. 
Speculate what befell these friends, where their ships are beached, 
Why they are here: for spokesmen from each of the ships were 
coming 

To sue the queen's favour, and shouting aloud as they neared the 
temple. 

When they had entered and Dido had granted to them an 
audience, 520 

The eldest, Ilioneus, began in collected tones: — 

O queen, who, under God, have founded a new city 
And curbed the arrogance of proud clans with your justice. 

We hapless Trojans, wanderers over a world of seas. 

Implore you, stop your people from wickedly burning our ships. 525 
God-fearing men we arc. Incline your heart to spare us. 

We are not come as pirates to waste your Libyan homes 
With the sword, and carry down their plunder to llic beaches. 
WeVe no mind for marauding; the conquered lack such effrontery. 
There is a place — the Greeks call it Hesperia — 530 

An antique land, well warded, possessed of a rich soil: 

Oenotrians colonised it; whose heirs, so rumour says now. 

Have named it, after their first founder, Italy. 

That was our bourne. . . . 

But rainy Orion rose, and the sea got up of a sudden: 535 

We drove on chartlcss shoals, the winds wantonly pitched us 
Far apart on the deep amid toppling waves and unchannellcd 
Reefs. A handful of us have drifted to your shores. 

What manner of men are these? What land is this that allows them 
Such barbarous ways? They bar us even from the sanctuary 540 
Of the sands: they threaten, and forbid us to touch the hem of 
their country. 

If humankind and mortal arms mean nothing to you, 

SlO-Sn. Antheus . . , Clomthus: 530. Hesperia: Italy, literally, “the 

Aeneas’ captains from whom he had western country.” 
been parted by the storm. 532. Oenotrians: the original in- 

S16. womb of cloud: Aeneas’ mother, habitants of Italy. 

Venus, has enfolded Aeneas and Achates 533. founder: Italus. 
in a cloud, so that they are invisible. 
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Think of the gods — they do not forget good deeds and bad. 

Aeneas was our king: never was a man more just, 

More duteous of heart, more adept in warlike arts, than he. 545 
If destiny has preserved him, if still he breathes the air 
Of day, and is not sleeping in death's unwelcome shade. 

We need not fear; and you should have no cause to regret 
That you were prompt to aid us. In Sicily, too, we have towns 
And resources, and noble Acestcs who comes of Trojan stock. 550 
We pray you, let us lay up the vessels the storm shattered. 

And shape new oars and timbers for them out of your forests; 

So that, if we are meant to get back our friends and our king 
And make for Italy, to Italy we may go; 

But if that hope is lost — if the Libyan sea has drowned you, 535 
Lord Aeneas, and there's no future in lulus — 

We may at least sail back to our last port of call, to Sicily, 

Where homes arc ready for us, and make Acestes our king. 

Ilioneus stopped speaking. A shout of assent rose from 
The Trojans all. ... s6o 

Then Dido, with her eyes downcast, addressed them briefly: — 
Trojans, put fear away from your hearts and forget your troubles! 
Mine's a hard task, with a young country: that's why I have to 
Do such things, to guard my frontiers everywhere. 

Who has not heard of Troy and the men of Aeneas — their 
manly 365 

Virtues, and all that famous conflagration of war? 

We Carthaginians are not so insensitive of heart, 

Nor is our city quite so out of the way or benighted. 

Whether your choice is great Hesperia, land of Saturn, 

Or you decide upon Sicily and king Acestes, s7o 

I will give you an escort there and what provision you need. 

Or would you like to share my kingdom, on equal terms? 

This city I am building — it's yours: draw up your ships, then; 
There shall be no preference, I say, between you and us. 

Oh, if only your king, Aeneas himself, could come here, srs 
Fetched by the same storm. Well, I will send couriers abroad 
With orders to comb the furthest corners of Libya, in case 
He is wandering somewhere, in woods or towns, a castaway. 

Arrested by Dido's words, Aeneas and brave Achates 
For some time now had been on fire to slough off their cloak 380 
Of darkness. Achates first spoke urgently to Aeneas: — 

Tell me, goddess-bom, what idea forms in your mind now. 

All is saved, you can see, our fleet and our friends restored to us. 

556. lulus: Ascanius, Aeneas* son. Saturn** was the Golden Age. 

569. Saturn: An old legend con- 570. Acestes: a Sicilian king; his 
nected Italy with Saturn (Cronos), the mother was a Trojan, and he had 
father of Juppiter (Zeus). The **age of offered Aeneas a home in his dominions. 
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One only is missing, and him we saw drowned in the welter 
Before our eyes: all else bears out what your mother told us. 585 
These words were hardly spoken, when in a flash the cloud-cloak 
They wore was shredded and purged away into pure air. 

Aeneas was standing there in an aura of brilliant light, 

Godlike of face and figure: for Venus herself had breathed 
Beauty upon his head and the roseate sheen of youth on j9o 

His manhood and a gallant light into his eyes; 

As an artist's hand adds grace to the ivory he works on. 

As silver or marble when they're plated with yellow gold. 

So then Aeneas addressed the queen, and startling them all 
At once began: — 

I am here, before you, the one you look for, 595 
Trojan Aeneas, saved from the Libyan sea. 

O lady, you alone have pitied the tragic ordeal 
Of Troy, and now you offer to share your home and city 
With us, the remnant of Troy — men utterly spent by 
Every disaster on land and sea, deprived of everything. 600 

Dido, we have not the means to repay your goodness, nor have 
Any of our kin, wherever they are, scattered over the world. 

If angels there be who look after the good, if indeed just dealing 
And minds informed with the right mean anything to heaven. 
May God reward you as you deserve! What happy age, 

What great parentage was it gave life to the like of you? 

So long as rivers run to the sea, and shadows wheel ground 
The hollows of the hills, and star-flocks browse in the sky. 

Your name, your fame, your glory shall perish not from the land 
Wherever I am summoned to go. 

He spoke; he stelched out 610 
His right hand to Ilioneus, his friend, and his left tp Serestus, 

Then to others, brave Gyas and brave Cloanthus. 

Sidonian Dido, amazed first by the man's appearance 
Then by the magnitude of his downfall, thus addressed him: — - 
O goddess-born, what doom is pursuing you through so many <15 
Hazards? What violent fate casts you on this harsh coast? 

Are you the famed Aeneas, whom gentle Venus bore 
To Trojan Anchises by the waters of Simois? 

Indeed I well recollect Teucer coming to Sidon, 

An exile from his homeland, and seeking a new kingdom 620 

With the help of Belus: at that time Belus, my father, was sacking 
Rich Cyprus and holding the island down in subjection to him. 
Now from that time I have known about the fall of Troy, 

S84. him we saw drowned: One ship, 619. Teucer: a Greek warrior who 
captained by Orontes, was sunk in the fought at Troy and afterward was 
storm in sight of Aeneas. exiled from his home. He founded a 

city on the island of Cyprus. 
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And known your name, Aeneas, and the kings who led tlic Greeks. 
Even their enemy held the Trojans in high esteem 62s 

And claimed blood kinship with the ancient line of Troy. 

So, gentlemen, do not hesitate to come under my roof. 

I too have gone through much; like you, have been roughly handled 
By fortune; but now at last it has willed me to settle here. 

Being acquainted with grief, I am learning to help the unlucky. 

She spoke: she led Aeneas into the royal palace, 631 

And ordered a thanksgiving service to be held in the gods^ temple. 
Besides, she sent to his companions on the shore 
Twenty bulls, a hundred head of bristle-backed swine, 

A hundred fatted lambs together with their ewes, 635 

And the good cheer of the Wine-god. 

Within, the palace was being arrayed in all the glitter 
Of regal luxury, and a banquet being made ready: 

Richly embroidered the hangings of princely purple; a service 
Of solid silver on the tables; and golden vessels chased 640 

With the legends of family history — a long lineage of glory 
Traced through many heroes right from its earliest source- . . . 

[At the banquet which Dido gives for Aeneas, he relates, at her 
request, the story of the fall of Troy (Book II) and of his wander- 
ings in search of a new home (Book III). Dido, already falling in 
love with him before the banquet (through the intervention of 
Venus and Juno, who both promote the affair, each for different 
reasons), now feels the full force of her passion for Aeneas.] 

Book IV 

But now for some while the queen had been growing more griev- 
ously love-sick. 

Feeding the wound with her life-blood, the fire biting within her. 
Much did she muse on the hero's nobility, and much 
On his family's fame. His look, his words had gone to her heart 
And lodged there: she could get no peace from love's disquiet. 5 
The morrow's morn had chased from heaven the dewy darkness, 
Was carrying the sun's torch far and wide over earth. 

When, almost beside herself, she spoke to her sister, her confi- 
dante: — 

Anna, sister, why do these nerve-racking dreams haunt me? 

This man, this stranger I've welcomed into my house— what of 
him? 

How gallantiy he looks, how powerful in dicst and Moulders! 

I really do think, and have reason to think, that he is heaven-bom. 
Mean souls convict themsdves by cowardice. Oh, imagine 
The fates that have harried him, the fight to a finish he told of! 
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Were it not that my purpose is fixed irrevocably is 

Never to tie myself in wedlock again to anyone, 

Since that first love of mine proved false and let death cheat me; 
Had I not taken a loathing for the idea of maniage, 

For him, for this one man, I could perhaps have weakened. 
Anna, I will confess it, since poor Sychaeus, my husband, jo 

Was killed and our home broken up by my brother's murderous act, 
This man is the only one who has stirred my senses and sapped 
My will. I feel once more the scars of the old flame. 

But no, I would rather the earth should open and swallow me 
Or the Father of heaven strike me with lightning down to the 
shades — 1 $ 

The pale shades and deep night of the Underworld — ^before 
I violate or deny pure widowhood's claim upon me. 

He who first wedded me took with him, when he died. 

My right to love; let him keep it, there, in the tomb, for ever. 

So Dido spoke, and the rising tears flooded her bosom. ^ 

Anna replied: — 

You are dearer to me than the light of day. 
Must you go on wasting your youth in mourning and solitude, 
Never to know the blessings of love, the delight of children? 
Do you think that ashes, or ghosts underground, can mind about 
such things? 

I know that in Libya, yes, and in Tyre before it, x|o wooers 35 
Could touch your atrophied heart: larbas was repected 
And other lords of Africa, the breeding-ground of the great. 

Very well: but when love comes, and pleases, why fight against it? 
Besides, you should think of the nations whose land you have 
settled in — 

Threatening encirclement are the Gaetuli, indomitable 40 

In war, the Numidians (no bridle for them), the unfriendly Syrtes; 
On your other frontier, a waterless desert and the far-raging 
Barcaei: I need not mention the prospect of Tyrian aggression, 
Your brother's menacing attitude. 

I hold it was providential indeed, and Juno willed it, 45 

That hither the Trojan fleet should have made their way. Oh, sister. 
Married to such a man, what a city you'll see, what a kingdom 
Established here! With the Trojans as our comrades in arms, 
What heights of glory will not we Carthaginians soar to! 

17. first love of mine: Her first bus- 40. Gaetuli: a savage African people 

band, Sychaeus, was murdered by Pyg- living southwest of Carthage, 

malion, king of Tyre, Dido’s brother. 41. Numidian: the most powerful of 

Her husband’s ghost warned her in a the local tribes. Syrtes: on the coast 
dream to leave Tyre and seek a new to the west, 
home. 43. Barcaei: to the east. 

36. larbas: the most prominent of 44. Your brother* s: The reference is 
Dido’s African suitors. to Pygmalion of Tyre, from whom Dido 

fled to found Carthage. 
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Only solicit the gods' favour, perform the due rites, so 

And plying our guest with attentions, spin a web to delay him, 
While out at sea the winter runs wild and Orion is stormy. 
While his ships are in bad repair, while the weather is unacquies- 
cent. 

These words blew to a blaze the spark of love in the queen's heart. 
Set hope to her wavering will and melted her modesty's rigour. 55 
So first they went to the shrines, beseeching at every altar 
For grace: as religion requires, they sacrificed chosen sheep to 
Ceres, giver of increase, to Phoebus, and to the Winc-god; 

To Juno, chief of all, for the marriage-bond is her business. 

Dido herself, most beautiful, chalice in hand, would pour 60 

Libations between the horns of a milk-white heifer, and slowly 
Would pace by the dripping altars, with the gods looking on, 

And daily renew her sacrifice, poring over the victims' 

Opened bodies to see what their pulsing entrails signified. 

Ah, little the soothsayers know! What value have vows or 

shrines 6s 

For a woman wild with passion, the while love's flame eats into 
Her gentle flesh and love's wound works silently in her breast? 

So burns the ill-starred Dido, wandering at large through the town 
In a rage of desire, like a doe pierced by an arrow — a doe which 
Some hunting shepherd has hit with a long shot while unwary 70 
She stepped through the Cretan woods, and all unknowing has left 
his 

Winged weapon within her: the doe runs fleetly around the Dictacan 
Woods and clearings, the deathly shaft stuck deep in her flank. 
Now she conducts Aeneas on a tour of her city, and shows him 
The vast resources of Carthage, the home there ready and wait- 
ing; 75 

Begins to speak, then breaks off, leaving a sentence unfinished. 
Now, as the day draws out, she wants to renew that first feast, 

In fond distraction begs to hear once again the Trojan 
Story, and hangs on his words as once again he tells it. 

Then, when the company's broken up, when the moon is dim- 
ming 80 

Her beams in turn and the dipping stars invite to sleep. 

Alone she frets in the lonely house, lies down on her bed, 

58. Ceres: goddess of the crops. about to abandon her responsibilities 
Ceres, the Wine>god, and Phoebus as founder of a city; a similar irony is 
Apollo are selected as deities especially present in her prayer to Juno, whose 
connected with the founding of cities; ^^business” is the marriage-bond, at the 
one of Apollo's titles is ^'Founder," and moment when she is about to break her 
Ceres and Dionysus (Bacchus) control long fidelity to the memory of Sychaeus. 
the essential crops which will enable 72. Dictaean: Dicte is a mountain in 
the colonists to live. Dido prays to Crete, 
these gods at the moment when she is 
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Then leaves it again: he's not there, not there, but she hears him 
and sees him. 

Or charmed by his likeness to his father, she keeps Ascanius 
Long in her lap to assuage the passion she must not utter. 85 
Work on the half-built towers is closed down meanwhile; the men 
Of Carthage have laid off drilling, or building the wharves and vital 
Defences of their town; the unfinished works are idle — 

Great frowning walls, head-in-air cranes, all at a standstill. 


[Juno proposes to Venus that Dido and Aeneas be married, 
which would guarantee the unity of Carthage and Troy and peace 
between Juno and Venus. Her aim is of course to ensure that the 
imperial destiny reserved for Rome be transferred to Carthage. 
Venus, confident of the future, which has been explained to her by 
Juppiter, consents to the scheme. Dido organizes a hunt, which is 
broken up by a storm, and Dido and Aeneas take shelter in a cave, 
where their love is consummated. Tliere is no formal marriage, but 
Dido henceforth feels justified in assuming the dignity and rights 
of a wife. Their love is rumored abroad, and when the African 
prince larbas hears of it, he appeals to Juppiter for satisfaction.] 


Thus did larbas pray, with his hands on the altar; and Jove 
Omnipotent, hearing him, bent down his gaze upon Dido's ^ 
City and on those lovers lost to their higher fame. 

I’hen he addressed Mercury, entrusting to him this etrand: — 

Go quick, my son, whistle up the Zephyrs and wing your way 
Down to the Trojan leader, who is dallying now iii' ferthage 
Without one thought for the city which fate has absigned to be 
his. 22s 

Carry my dictate along the hastening winds and telj Him, 

Not for such ways did his matchless mother guarantee him 
To us, nor for such ends rescue him twice from thi Greeks; 
Rather, that he should rule an Italy fertile in leadership 
And loud with war, should hand on a line which sprang from the 
noble 230 

Teucer and bring the whole world under a system of law. 

If the glory of such great exploits no longer fires his heart 
And for his own renown he will make no effort at all, 

Does he grudge his son, Ascanius, the glory of Rome to be? 

What aim, what hope does he cherish, delaying there in a hos- 

335 

Land, with no thought for posterity or his Italian kingdom? 


222 . Mercury: the Latin equivalent Troy (Book II). 
of the Greek Hermes, the divine 231. Teucer: the first of the Trojan 
messenger. kings; to be distinguished from the 

228. rescue him: during the sack of Teucer of Book I, 1. 619. 
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Let him sail. That is the gist. Give him that message from me. 

}ovc spake. Mercury now got ready to obey 
His father's command. So first he bound on his feet the sandals, 
The golden sandals whose wings waft him aloft over sea 240 

And land alike with the hurrying breath of the breezes. Then 
He took up his magic wand (with this he summons wan ghosts 
From Orcus and consigns others to dreary Tartarus, 

Gives sleep or takes it away, seals up the eyes of dead men). 

Now, with that trusty wand, he drove the winds and threshed 
through 245 

The cloud-wrack; descried as he flew the peak and precipitous 
flanks of 

Atlas, that dour mountain which props the sky with his summit — 
Atlas, his pine-bristled head for ever wrapped in a bandeau 
Of glooming cloud, for ever beaten by wind and rain; 

Snow lies deep on his shoulders, and watercourses plunge down 250 
That ancient's chin, while his shaggy beard is stiff with ice. 

Here first did Mercury pause, hovering on beautifully-balanced 
Wings; then stooped, dived bodily down to the sea below, 

Like a bird which along the shore and around the promontories 
Goes fishing, flying low, wave-hopping over the water. 25s 

Even so did Mercury skim between earth and sky 
Towards the Libyan coast, cutting his path through the winds. 

On his way from that mountain giant, Atlas, his mother's sire. 

As soon as his winged feet had carried him to the shacks there, 

He noticed Aeneas superintending the work on towers 260 

And new buildings: he wore a sword studded with yellow 
Jaspers, and a fine cloak of glowing Tyrian purple 
Hung from his shoulders — the wealthy Dido had fashioned it, 
Interweaving the fabric with threads of gold, as a present for him. 
Mercury went for him at once: — 

So now you arc laying 265 
Foundations for lofty Carthage, building a beautiful city 
To please a woman, lost to the interests of your own realm? 

The king of the gods, who directs heaven and earth with his deity, 
Sends me to you from bright Olympus: the king of the gods 
Gave me this message to carry express through the air: — ^What do 
you 270 

Aim at or hope for, idling and fiddling here in Libya? 

If you're indifferent to your own high destiny 

And for your own renown you will make no effort at all. 

Think of your young hopeful, Ascanius, growing to manhood, 

243. Orcus: the abode of the dead. 247. Atlas: mountain range in west* 
Tartarus: the place of punishment of ern North Africa, 
the wicked in the lower world. 
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The inheritance which you owe him — an Italian kingdom, the soil 
of 27S 

Rome. 

Such were the words which Mercury delivered; 

And breaking off abruptly, was manifest no more, 

But vanished into thin air, far beyond human ken. 

Dazed indeed by that vision was Aeneas, and dumbfounded: 
His hair stood on end with terror, the voice stuck in his throat. 280 
Awed by this admonition from the great throne above, 

He desired to fly the country, dear though it was to him. 

But oh, what was he to do? What words could he find to get round 
The temperamental queen? How broach the matter to her? 

His mind was in feverish conflict, tossed from one side to the 
other, 28s 

Twisting and turning all ways to find a way past his dilemma. 

So vacillating, at last he felt this the better decision: — 

Sending for Mnestheus, Sergestus and brave Serestus, he bade them 
Secretly get the ships ready, muster their friends on the beach. 

Be prepared to fight: the cause of so drastic a change of plan 290 
They must keep dark: in the meanwhile, assuming that generous 
Dido 

Knew nothing and could not imagine the end of so great a love, 
Aeneas would try for a way to approach her, the kindest moment 
For speaking, the best way to deal with this delicate matter. His 
comrades 

Obeyed the command and did as he told them jwith cheerful 
alacrity. 295 

But who can ever hoodwink a woman in love? T|h^e queen, 
Apprehensive even when things went well, now ; sensed his de- 
ception. 

Got wind of what was going to happen. That mischievous Rumour, 
Whispering the fleet was preparing to sail, put her in a frenzy. 
Distraught, she witlcssly wandered about the city, raving 300 

Like some Bacchante driven wild, when the emblems of sanctity 
Stir, by the shouts of “Hail, Bacchus!"' and drawn to Cithacron 
At night by the din of revellers, at the triennial orgies. 

Finding Aeneas at last, she cried, before he could speak: — 
Unfaithful man, did you think you could do such a dreadful 
thing 305 

And keep it dark? yes, skulk from my land without one word? 

Our love, the vows you made me — do these not give you pause. 
Nor even the thought of Dido meeting a painful death? 

301. Bacchante: a female devotee of which was held every three years, 
the god Dionysus (Bacchus), in an 302. Cithacron: mountain near 
ecstatic trance at the Dionysian festival, Thebes, sacred to Dionysus. 
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Now, in the dead of winter, to be getting your ships ready 
And hurrying to set sail when northerly gales are blowing, 310 
You heartless one! Suppose the fields were not foreign, the home 
was 

Not strange that you are bound for, suppose Troy stood as of old, 
Would you be sailing for Troy, now, in this stormy weather? 

Am I your reason for going? By these tears, by the hand you gave 
me — 

They are all I have left, to-day, in my misery — I implore you, 315 
And by our union of hearts, by our marriage hardly begun, 

If I have ever helped you at all, if anything 
About me please you, be sad for our broken home, forgo 
Your purpose, I beg you, unless it's too late for prayers of mine! 
Because of you, the Libyan tribes and the Nomad chieftains 320 
Hate me, the Tyrians are hostile: because of you I have lost 
My old reputation for faithfulness — the one thing that could have 
made me 

Immortal. Oh, I am dying! To what, my guest, are you leaving me? 
"*Guest" — that is all I may call you now, who have called you hus- 
band. 

Why do I linger here? Shall I wait till my brother, Pygmalion, 325 
Destroys this place, or larbas leads me away captive? 

If even I might have conceived a child by you before 
You went away, a little Aeneas to play in the palace 
And, in spite of all this, to remind me of you by his looks, oh then 
I should not feel so utterly finished and desolate. 330 

She had spoken, Aeneas, mindful of Jove's words, kept his eyes 
Unyielding, and with a great effort repressed his feeling for her. 

In the end he managed to answer: — 

Dido, I'll never pretend 

You have not been good to me, deserving of everything 

You can claim. I shall not regret my memories of Elissa 335 

As long as I breathe, as long as I remember my own self. 

For my conduct — this, briefly: I did not look to make off from here 
In secret — do not suppose it; nor did I offer you marriage 
At any time or consent to be bound by a marriage contract. 

If fate allowed me to be my own master, and gave me 340 

Free will to choose my way of life, to solve my problems. 

Old Troy would be my first choice: I would restore it, and honour 
My people's relics — the high halls of Priam perpetuated, 

Troy given back to its conquered sons, a renaissant city, 

Had been my task. But now Apollo and the Lycian 345 

314. hand you gave me: the hand- 33 S. Elissa: another name for Dido, 

clasp with which he pledged his love 345. Lycian: There was an oracle of 

and which Dido takes as an earnest of Apollo at Patara, in Lycia. 
marriage. 
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Oracle have told me that Italy is our bourne. 

There lies my heart, my homeland. You, a Phoenician, are held by 
These Carthaginian towers, by the charm of your Libyan city: 

So can you grudge us Trojans our vision of settling down 
In Italy? We too may seek a kingdom abroad. 350 

Often as night envelops the earth in dewy darkness. 

Often as star-rise, the troubled ghost of my father, Anehises, 
Comes to me in my dreams, warns me and frightens me, 

I am disturbed no less by the wrong I am doing Aseaniiis, 
Defrauding him of his destined realm in Hesperia. 35s 

What's more, just now the courier of heaven, sent by Juppiter — 

I swear it on your life and mine — conveyed to me, swiftly flying, 
His orders: I saw the god, as clear as day, with my own eyes. 
Entering the city, and these cars drank in the words he uttered. 
No more reproaches, then — they only torture us both. 360 

God's will, not mine, says ‘"Italy". 

All the while he was speaking she gazed at him askance. 

Her glances flickering over him, eyes exploring the whole man 
In deadly silence. Now, furiously, she burst out: — 

Faithless and false! No goddess mothered you, no Dardanus 365 
Your ancestor! I believe harsh Caucasus begat you 
On a flint-hearted rock and Ilyrcanian tigers suckled you. 

Why should I hide my feelings? What worse can there be to keep 
them for? 

Not one sigh from him when I wept! Not a softer glance! 

Did he yield an inch, or a tear, in pity for her who loves him? 370 
I don’t know what to say first. It has come to this)— not Juno, 

Not Jove himself can view my plight with the eye of justice. 
Nowhere is it safe to be trustful. I took him, a castaway, 

A pauper, and shared my kingdom with him — I must have 
mad — 

Rescued his lost fleet, rescued his friends from death. 

Oh, I'm on fire and drifting! And now Apollo's prophecies, 

Lycian oracles, couriers of heaven sent by Juppiter 
With stern commands — all these order you to betray me. 

Oh, of course this is just the sort of transaction that troubles the 
calm of 


been 
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The gods. Til not keep you, nor probe the dishonesty of your 


words. 

352. Anehises: Aeneas had rescued 
him from the burning city of Troy, but 
the old man died in Sicily, just before 
Aeneas went to Carthage. 

365. Dardanus: an ancestor of the 
Trojans. 

366. Caucasus: a mountain range 
near the Caspian Sea. It has connota> 
tions of outlandishness and of cruelty. 


380 

(It was the place of punishment of 
Prometheus.) 

367. Hyrcanian: from the same gen- 
eral area as the Caucasus. 

379-380. calm of the gods: Dido is 
referring to the Epicurean idea that 
the gods are unaffected by human 
events. 
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Chase your Italy, then! Go, sail to your realm overseas! 

I only hope that, if the just spirits have any power, 

Marooned on some mid-sea rock you may drink the full cup of agony 
And often cry out for Dido. Til dog you, from far, with the death- 
fires; 

And when cold death has parted my soul from my body, my 
spectre 385 

Will be wherever you are. You shall pay for the evil you’ve done 
me. 

The tale of your punishment will come to me down in the shades. 

With these words Dido suddenly ended, and sick at heart 
Turned from him, tore herself away from his eyes, ran indoors, 
While he hung back in dread of a still worse scene, although 390 
He had much to say. Her maids bore up the fainting queen 
Into her marble chamber and laid her down on the bed. 

But the god-fearing Aeneas, much as he longed to soothe 
Her anguish with consolation, with words that would end her 
troubles. 

Heavily sighing, his heart melting from love of her, 395 

Nevertheless obeyed the gods and went off to his fleet. 

Whereupon the Trojans redoubled their efforts, all along 
The beach dragging down the tall ships, launching the well-tarred 
bottoms. 

Fetching green wood to make oars and baulks of unfashioned 
timber 

From the forest, so eager they were to be gone. 400 

You could see them on the move, hurrying out of the city. 

It looked like an army of ants when, provident for winter, 

Tliey’re looting a great big corn-heap and storing it up in their own 
house; 

Over a field the black file goes, as they carry the loot 
On a narrow track through the grass; some are strenuously push- 
ing 40s 

The enormous grains of corn with their shoulders, while others 
marshal 

The traffic and keep it moving: their whole road seethes with 
activity. 

Ah, Dido, what did you feel when you saw these things going 
forward? 

What moans you gave when, looking forth from your high roof-top. 
You beheld the whole length of the beach aswarm with men, and 
the sea's face 410 

Alive with the sound and fury of preparations for sailing! 

Excess of love, to what lengths you drive our human hearts! 

Once again she was driven to try what tears and entreaties 
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Could do, and let love beggar her pride — she would leave no appeal 
Untried, lest, for want of it, she should all needlessly die. 415 
Anna, you sec the bustle down there on the beach; from all sides 
They have assembled; their canvas is stretched to the winds already, 
And the elated mariners have garlanded their ships. 

If I was able to anticipate this deep anguish, 

I shall be able to bear it. But do this one thing, Anna, 430 

For your poor sister. You were the only confidante 

Of that faithless man; he told you even his secret thoughts: 

You alone know the most tactful way, the best time to approach 
him. 

Go, sister, and make this appeal to my disdainful enemy: — 

Say that I never conspired with the Greeks at Aulis to ruin 425 
The Trojan people, nor sent squadrons of ships against Troy; 

I never desecrated the ashes of dead Anchises, 

So why must Aeneas be deaf and obdurate to my pleading? 

Why off so fast? Will he grant a last wish to her who unhappily 
Loves him, and wait for a favouring wind, an easier voyage? 430 
Not for our marriage that was do I plead now — he has forsworn it. 
Nor that he go without his dear Latium and give up his kingdom. 
I ask a mere nothing — just time to give rein to despair and thus 
calm it, 

To learn from ill luck how to grieve for what I have lost, and to 
bear it. ^ 

This last favour I beg — oh, pity your sister! — and he 43s 

Grants it, I will repay him; my death shall be his interest. 

Such were her prayers, and such the tearful ^entreaties her 
agonised 

Sister conveyed to Aeneas again and again. But unmoved by 
Tearful entreaties he was, adamant against all pleadings: 

Fate blocked them, heaven stopped his cars lest he turn com- 
plaisant. 440 

As when some stalwart oak-tree, some veteran of the Alps, 

Is assailed by a wintry wind whose veering gusts tear at it. 

Trying to root it up; wildly whistle the branches, 

Tlie leaves come flocking down from aloft as the bole is battered; 
But the tree stands firm on its crag, for high as its head is car- 
ried 445 


Into the sky, so deep do its roots go down towards Hades: 

Even thus was the hero belaboured for long with every kind of 
Pleading, and his great heart thrilled through and through with the 
pain of it. 

Resolute, though, was his mind; unavailingly rolled her tears. 

But hapless Dido, frightened out of her wits by her destiny, 430 
Prayed for death: she would gaze no more on the dome of daylight. 
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And now, strengthening her resolve to act and to leave this world, 
She saw, as she laid gifts on the incense-burning altars — 

Horrible to relate — the holy water turn black 

And the wine she poured changing uncannily to blood. 4ss 

She told no one, not even her sister, of this phenomenon. 

Again, she had dedicated a chantry of marble within 
Tlie palace to her first husband; held it in highest reverence; 

Hung it with snow-white fleeces and with festoons of greenery: 
Well, from this shrine, when night covered the earth, she 
seemed 460 

To be hearing words — the voice of that husband calling upon her. 
There was something dirge-like, too, in the tones of the owl on the 
roof-top 

Whose lonely, repeated cries were drawn out to a long keening. 
Besides, she recalled with horror presages, dread forewarnings 
Of the prophets of old. Aeneas himself pursued her remorse- 
lessly 46s 

In dreams, driving her mad; or else she dreamed of unending 
Solitude and desertion, of walking alone and eternally 
Down a long road, through an empty land, in search of her Tyrians. 
Just so does the raving Pentheus see covens of Furies and has the 
Delusion of seeing two suns in the sky and a double Thebes: 470 
Just so on the stage does Orestes, the son of Agamemnon, 

Move wildly about while his mother pursues him with torches and 
black snakes, 

And at the door the avenging Furies cut off his retreat. 

So when, overmastered by grief, she conceived a criminal mad- 
ness 

And doomed herself to death, she worked out the time and 
method 47s 

In secret; then, putting on an expression of calm hopefulness 
To hide her resolve, she approached her sorrowing sister with these 
words: — 

I have found out a way, Anna— oh, wish me joy of it— 

To get him back or else get free of my love for him. 

Near Ocean's furthest bound and the sunset is Acthiopia, 480 

The very last place on earth, where giant Atlas pivots 

The wheeling sky, embossed with fiery stars, on his shoulders. 


469. Pentkeus: king of Thebes. He 
persecuted the worshipers of the new 
god Dionysus, and imprisoned the god 
himself. He was later mocked by the 
god, who inspired him with the Dionys- 
iac spirit (and perhaps with wine) so 
that he saw double. In this state he was 
led off to his death on Cithaeron. These 
events are dramatized in Euripides’ play 
Th€ Bacchanals {Bacchat). The refer- 


ence to the Eumenides (Furies) in this 
passage is obscure. 

471. Orestes: another reference to 
Greek tragedy. In the Choephoroe, the 
Aeschylean play which follows im- 
mediately on the Agamemnon^ Orestes 
kills his mother Clytemnestra, and is 
pursued by the Furies. In other tragic 
contexts he is represented as pursued 
by the ghost of his mother. 
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I have been in touch with a priestess from there, a Massylian, who 
once, 

As warden of the Hcsperides' sacred close, was used to 

Feed the dragon which guarded their orchard of golden apples, 485 

Sprinkling its food with moist honey and sedative poppy-seeds. 

Now this enchantress claims that her spells can liberate 

One’s heart, or can inject love-pangs, just as she wishes; 

Can stop the flow of rivers, send the stars flying backwards. 
Conjure ghosts in the night: she can make the earth cry out 490 
Under one’s feet, and elm trees come trooping down from the moun- 
tains. 

Dear sister, I solemnly call to witness the gods and you whom 
1 love, that I do not willingly resort to her magic arts. 

You must build up a funeral pyre high in the inner courtyard, 
And keep it dark: lay on it the arms which that godless man 495 
Has left on the pegs in our bedroom, all relics of him, and the 
marriage-bed 

That was the ruin of me. I’o blot out all that reminds me 
Of that vile man is my pleasure and what the enchantress directs. 

So Dido spoke, and fell silent, her face going deadly white. 

Yet Anna never suspected that Dido was planning her own 

death ‘ i 500 

Through these queer rites, nor imagined how frantip a madness 
possessed her, 

Nor feared any worse would happen than when Sychapus had died. 
So she made the arrangements required of her. > 

When in the innermost court of the palace the p^e had been 
built up ' 

To a great height with pinewood and logs of ilex, tie queen 505 
Festooned the place with garlands and wreathed it with funereal 
Foliage: then she laid on it the clothes, the sword which Aeneas 
Had left, and an effigy of him; she well knew what was to happen. 
Altars are set up all round. Her hair unloosed, the enchantress 
Loudly invokes three hundred deities — Erebus, Chaos, sio 

Hecate, three in one, and three-faced Diana, the virgin. 

She had sprinkled water which came, she pretended, from Lake 
Avernus; 

Herbs she had gathered, cut by moonlight with a bronze knife — 
Poisonous herbs all rank with juices of black venom; 


483. Massylian: from an African 
tribe. 

484. Hesperides: the daughters of 
Hesperus, in the west, who lived in a 
garden which contained golden apples, 
guarded by a serpent. 

SIO. Erebus: the lowest depth of the 
underworld. Chaos: a Greek person!- 
hcation of the disorder which preceded 


the creation of the universe. 

511. Hecate: title of Diana as god- 
dess of sorcery. Three-jaced Diana: She 
is Hecate, the moon, and Diana the vir- 
gin huntress. 

512. Avernus: a lake In southem 
Italy which was supposed to be the en- 
trance to the lower world. 
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She has found a love charm, a gland torn from the forehead of a 
new-born 

Foal before its mother could get it. 

Dido, the sacramental grain in her purified hands, 

One foot unsandalled, her dress uncinctured, stood by the altars 
Calling upon the gods and the stars that know fate's secrets, 

Death at her heart, and prayed to whatever power it is 520 

Holds unrequited lovers in its fair, faithful keeping. 

Was night. All over the earth, creatures were plucking the flower 
Of soothing sleep, the woods and the wild seas fallen quiet — 

A time when constellations have reached their mid-career, 

When the countryside is all still, the beasts and the brilliant 
birds 525 

That haunt the lakes' wide waters or the tangled undergrowth 
Of the champain, stilled in sleep under the quiet night — 

Cares are lulled and hearts can forget for a while their travails. 
Not so the Phoenician queen: death at her heart, she could not 
Ever relax in sleep, let the night in to her eyes 
Or mind: her agonies mounted, her love reared up again 
And savaged her, till she writhed in a boiling sea of passion. 

So thus she began, her thoughts whirling round in a vicious circle: — 
What shall I do? Shall I, whoVc been jilted, return to my former 
Suitors? go down on my knees for marriage to one of the 
Nomads S35 

Although, time and again, I once rejected their offers? 

Well then, am I to follow the Trojan's fleet and bow to 
Their lightest word? I helped them once. Will that help me now? 
Dare I think they remember with gratitude my old kindness? 

But even if I wished it, who would suffer me, welcome me 540 
Aboard those arrogant ships? They hate me. Ah, duped and 
ruined! — 

Surely by now I should know the ill faith of Laomedon's people? 
So then? Shall I sail, by myself, with those exulting mariners, 

Or sail against them with all my Tyrian folk about me — 

My people, whom once I could hardly persuade to depart from 
Sidon— 545 

Bidding them man their ships and driving them out to sea again? 
Better die — I deserve it — end my pain with the sword. 

Sister, you started it all: overborne by my tears, you laid up 
These evils to drive me mad, put me at the mercy of a foe. 

Oh, that I could have been some child of nature and lived 
An innocent life, untouched by marriage and all its troubles! 

I have broken the faith I vowed to the memory of Sichaeus. 


550 


542. Laomedon*5 people: Laomedon 
was a king of Troy who twice broke his 


promise, once to Heracles and once to 
Apollo and Poseidon. 
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Such were the reproaches she could not refrain from uttering. 
High on the poop of his ship, resolute now for departure, 

Aeneas slept; preparations for sailing were fully completed. 555 
To him in a dream there appeared the shape of the god, returning 
Just as he'd looked before, as if giving the same admonitions — 
Mercury's very image, the voice, the complexion, the yellow 
Hair and the handsome youthful body identieal: — 

Goddess-born, can you go on sleeping at such a crisis? s6o 
Are you out of your mind, not to see what dangers are brewing up 
Around you, and not to hear the favouring breath of the West wind? 
Being set upon death, her heart is aswirl with eonflicting passions, 
Aye, she is brooding now some trick, some desperate deed. 

Why are you not going, all speed, while the going is good? 565 
If dawn finds you still here, delaying by these shores, 

You'll have the whole sea swarming with hostile ships, there will be 
Firebrands coming against you, you'll see this beach ablaze. 

Up and away, then! No more lingering! Woman was ever 
A veering, weathereock creature. 

He spoke, and vanished in the darkness. 570 
Then, startled by the shock of the apparition, Aeneas 
Snatched himself out of sleep and urgently stirred up his comrades: — 
Jump to it, men! To your watch! Go to the rowing benches! 
Smartly! Hoist the sails! A god from heaven above 
Spurs me to the cut cables, make off and lose not a ifioment: 575 
This was his second warning. O blessed god, we follow you, 

God indeed, and once more we obey the command joyfully! 

Be with us! Look kindly upon us! Grant us good Sailing weather! 

Thus did Aeneas cry, and flashing his sword from its scabbard. 
With the drawn blade he severed the moorings. The same sense 
of 580 

Urgency fired his comrades all; they cut and ran for it. 

The shore lay empty. The ships covered the open sea. 

The oarsmen swept the blue and sent the foam flying with hard 
strokes. 

And now was Aurora, leaving the saffron bed of Tithonus, 
Beginning to shower upon earth the light of another day. 585 
The queen, looking forth from her roof-top, as soon as she saw the 
sky 

Grow pale and the Trojan fleet running before the wind, 

Aware that the beach and the roadstead were empty, the sailors 
gone. 

Struck herself three times, four times, upon her lovely breast, 

Tore at her yellow hair, and exclaimed: — 

In god's name! shall that foreigner 590 
Scuttle away and make a laughing-stock of my country? 



384 • Virgil 

Will not my people stand to arms for a mass pursuit? 

Will some not rush the warships out of the docks? Move, then! 
Bring firebrands apace, issue the .weapons, pull on the oars! 

What am I saying? Where am I? What madness veers my 
mind? S95 

Poor Dido, the wrong you have done — is it only now coming home 
to you? 

You should have thought of that when you gave him your sceptre. 

So this is 

The word of honour of one who, men say, totes round his home- 
gods 

Everywhere, and bore on his back a doddering father! 

Why could I not have seized him, torn up his body and littered 600 
The sea with it? finished his friends with the sword, finished his 
own 

Ascanius and served him up for his father to banquet on? 

The outcome of battle had been uncertain? — Let it have been so; 
Since I was to die, whom had I to fear? I should have stormed 
Their bulwarks with fire, set alight their gangways, gutted the whole 

lot — 60s 

Folk, father and child — then flung myself on the conflagration. 

O sun, with your beams surveying all that is done on earth! 

Juno, the mediator and witness of my tragedy! 

Hecate, whose name is howled by night at the city crossroads! 
Avenging Furies, and you, the patrons of dying Elissa! — 610 

Hear me! Incline your godheads to note this wickedness 
So worthy of your wrath! And hear my prayer! If he, 

That damned soul, must make port and get to land, if thus 
Jove destines it, if that bourne is fixed for him irrevocably. 

May he be harried in war by adventurous tribes, and exiled 615 
From his own land; may Ascanius be torn from his arms; may he 
have to 

Sue for aid, and see his own friends squalidly dying. 

Yes, and when he’s accepted the terms of a harsh peace, 

Let him never enjoy his realm or the allotted span, 

598. home-gods: Aeneas carries with true. Aeneas meets resistance in Italy; 

him on his journeys the images of the at one point in the war he has to leave 

gods of Troy, rescued from the flames Ascanius behind and go to beg aid from 

on the night of Troy’s fall. an Italian king, Evander. The final 

599. on his back: Dido recalls peace is made on condition that the 

Aeneas’ story of the sack of Troy which name of his people be changed from 

he told her at the banquet (Book II); “Trojans” to “Latins”; and he is 

he left the city leading his son by the eventually drowned in an Italian river, 

hand and carrying his old father on his Aeneas’ reward for all his struggles is 

shoulders. to come not during his life, but in the 

615 fl. May he be harried . . . : glory of the generations which succeed 
This prophecy of Dido’s, expressed In him. 
the form of a wish, is destined to come 
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But fall before his time and lie on the sands, unbiiried. 620 

That is my last prayer. I pour it out, with my lifeblood. 

Let you, my Tyrians, sharpen your hatred upon his children 
And all their seed for ever: send this as a present to 
My ghost. Between my people and his, no love, no alliance! 

Rise up from my dead bones, avenger! Rise up, one 625 

To hound the Trojan settlers with fire and steel remorselessly. 
Now, some day, whenever the strength for it shall be granted! 
Shore to shore, sea to sea, weapon to weapon opposed — 

I call down a feud between them and us to the last generation! 

Tliese things she said; then tried to think of every expedient, 630 
Seeking the quickest way out of the life she hated. 

Briefly now she addressed Barce, the nurse of Sychaeus, 

Her own being dust and ashes, interred in her native land: — 

Dear nurse, please will you get my sister, Anna. She must 
Hasten to purify herself with living water, and fetch 635 

The cattle, tell her — the atonement offerings, as directed; 

Then let her come. And do you go and put on the holy headband. 
These rites to Jove of the Underworld, duly made ready and 
started, 

I mean to go through with now, and put an end to my troubles, 
Committing to the flames the funeral pyre of that Trojan. 640 
She spoke. Tlie nurse hurried off with senile offici<^iisness. 

But Dido, trembling, distraught by the terrible thing ^he was doing, 
Her bloodshot eyes all restless, with hectic blotches upon 
Her quivering cheeks, yet pale with the shade of advincing death, 
Ran to the innermost court of the palace, climbed tht lofty 645 
Pyre, frantic at heart, and drew Aeneas' sword — ! 

Her present to him, procured once for a far different purpose. 
Then, after eyeing the clothes he had left behind, and the memoried 
Bed, pausing to weep and brood on him for a little, 

She lay down on the bed and spoke her very last words: — 650 

O relics of him, things dear to me while fate, while heaven al- 
lowed it, 

Receive this life of mine, release me from my troubles! 

I have lived, I have run to the finish the course which fortune gave 
me: 

And now, a queenly shade, I shall pass to the world below. 

I built a famous city, saw my own place established, 655 

Avenged a husband, exacted a price for a brother's enmity. 

Happy I would have been, ah, beyond words happy, 

If only the Trojan ships had never come to my shore! 

625. avenger: Dido foresees the bar* b.c. invaded Italy, defeating the Romans 
rying of Italy by the Carthaginian gen- in battle after battle, but failed to cap- 
eral Hannibal, who in the third century tore Rome. 
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These words; then, burying her face in the bed: — 

Shall I die unavenged? 
At least, let me die. Thus, thus! I go to the dark, go gladly. 660 
May he look long, from out there on the deep, at my flaming pyre. 
The heartless! And may my death-fires signal bad luck for his 
voyage! 

She had spoken; and with these words, her attendants saw her 
falling 

Upon the sword, they could see the blood spouting up over 
The blade, and her hands spattered. Their screams rang to tlic 
roofs of 665 

The palace; then rumour ran amok through the shocked city. 

All was weeping and wailing, the streets were filled with a keening 
Of women, the air resounded with terrible lamentations. 

It was as if Carthage or ancient Tyre should be falling. 

With enemy troops breaking into the town and a eonflagration 670 
Furiously sweeping over the abodes of men and of gods. 

Anna heard it: half dead from extreme fear, she ran through 
The crowd, tearing her checks with her nails, beating her breast 
With her fists, and called aloud by name on the dying woman: — 
So this was your purpose, Dido? You were making a dupe of 
me? 675 

That pyre, those lighted altars — for me, they were leading to this? 
How shall I chide you for leaving me? Were you too proud to let 
your 

Sister die with you? You should have called me to share your end: 
One hour, one pang of the sword could have carried us both away. 
Did I build this pyre with my own hands, invoking our family 
gods, 680 

So that you might lie on it, and I, the cause of your troubles, not 
be there? 

You have destroyed more than your self — me, and the lords 
And commons and city of Sidon. Quick! Water for her wounds! 
Let me bathe them, and if any last breath is fluttering from her 
mouth, 

Catch it in mine! 

So saying, she had scaled the towering pyre, 68$ 
Taken the dying woman into her lap, was caressing her. 

Sobbing, trying to staunch the dark blood with her own dress. 

Dido made an effort to raise her heavy eyes, 

Then gave it up: the sword-blade grated against her breast bone. 
Three times she struggled to rise, to lift herself on an elbow, 69b 
Three times rolled back on the bed. Her wandering gaze went up 

660. Thus, thus: The repetition rep- and total destruction of Carthage by 
resents the two strokes of the sword. the army of Scipio Africanus the 

669-671. as 1 / Carthage . . . gods: Younger in 146 b.c. 

In these lines is prefigured the capture 
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To the sky, looking for light: she gave a moan when she saw it. 

Then did almighty Juno take pity on her long-drawn-out 
Sufferings and hard going, sent Iris down from Olympus 
To part the agonised soul from the body that still clung to it. 695 
Since she was dying neither a natural death nor from others' 
Violence, but desperate and untimely, driven to it 
By a crazed impulse, not yet had Proserpine clipped from her 
head 

The golden tress, or consigned her soul to the Underworld. 

So now, all dewy, her pinions the colour of yellow crocus, 700 
Her wake a thousand rainbow hues refracting the sunlight. 

Iris flew down, and over Dido hovering, said: — 

As I was bidden, I take this sacred thing, the Death-god's 
Due: and you I release from your body. 

She snipped the tress. 

Then all warmth went at once, the life was lost in air. 70s 

[After his hurried departure from Carthage, Aeneas goes to Sicily, 
to the kingdom of his friend Acestes. 'Phere he organizes funeral 
games in honor of his father, Anchiscs (who had died in Sicily on 
their first visit there), and leaves behind those of his following who 
arc unwilling to go on to the uncertainty of a settlement in Italy. 
Arrived in Italy, he consults the Sibyl, who guides him down to the 
world of the dead. There he is to sec his father and ^ the vision of 
the future of his race, which is to be his only rewar^.] 

Book VI 

. . . You gods who rule the kingdom of soulsl -You soundless 
shades! 

Chaos, and Phlegethon! O mute wide leagues of Nightland! — 265 

Grant me to tell what I have heard! With your assent 

May I reveal what lies deep in the gloom of the Underworld! 

Dimly through the shadows and dark solitudes they wended. 
Through the void domiciles of Dis, the bodiless regions: 

Just as, through fitful moonbeams, under the moon's thin light, 270 
A path lies in a forest, when Jove has palled the sky 
With gloom, and the night's blackness has bled the world of colour. 
See! At the very porch and entrance way to Orcus 
Grief and ever-haunting Anxiety make their bed: 

Here dwell pallid Diseases, here morose Old Age, J75 

With Fear, ill-prompting Hunger, and squalid Indigence, 

Shapes horrible to look at. Death and Agony; 

Sleep, too, which is the cousin of Death; and Guilty Joys, 

694. Iris: a messenger of the gods, 265. Phlegethon: an underworld river 
particularly of Juno; also identified of fire. 

with the rainbow. 269. Dis: Pluto, the ruler of the 

underworld. 
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And there, against the threshold, War, the bringer of Death: 

Here are the iron cells of the Furies, and lunatic Strife 280 

Whose viperine hair is caught up with a headband soaked in 
blood. . . . 

From here is the road that leads to the dismal waters of 
Acheron. 295 

Here a whirlpool boils with mud and immense swirlings 
Of water, spouting up all the slimy sand of Cocytus. 

A dreadful ferryman looks after the river crossing, 

Charon; appallingly filthy he is, with a bush of unkempt 
White beard upon his chin, with eyes like jets of fire; 300 

And a dirty cloak draggles down, knotted about his shoulders. 

He poles the boat, he looks after the sails, he is all the crew 
Of that rust-coloured wherry which takes the dread across — 

An ancient now, but a god's old age is green and sappy. 

This way came fast and streaming up to the bank the whole 
throng: 305 

Matrons and men were there, and there were great-heart heroes 
Finished with earthly life, boys and unmarried maidens, 

Young men laid on the pyre before their parents' eyes; 
Multitudinous as the leaves that fall in a forest 
At the first frost of autumn, or the birds that out of the deep- 
sea 310 

Fly to land in migrant flocks, when the cold of the year 
Has sent them overseas in search of a warmer climate. 

So they all stood, each begging to be ferried across first, 

Their hands stretched out in longing for the shore beyond the river. 
But the surly ferryman embarks now this, now that group, 315 
While others he keeps away at a distance from the shingle. 

Aeneas, being astonished and moved by the great stir, said: — 

Tell me, O Sibyl, what means this rendezvous at the river? 
What purpose have these souls? By what distinction are some 
Turned back, while other souls sweep over the wan water? 320 

To which the long-lived Sibyl uttered this brief reply: — 

O son of Anchiscs' loins and true-born offspring of heaven. 
What you see is the mere of Cocytus, the Stygian marsh 
By whose mystery even the gods, having sworn, are afraid to be for- 
sworn. 

All this crowd you see are the helpless ones, the unburied: 32s 

That ferryman is Charon: the ones he conveys have had burial. 
None may be taken across from bank to awesome bank of 
That harsh-voiced river until his bones are laid to rest. 

295. Acheron: a river of the under- tion. 
world. 323. Stygian: The Styx is another 

297. Cocytus: the river of lamenta- infernal river. 
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Otherwise, he must haunt this place for a hundred years 
Before he's allowed to revisit the longed-for stream at last. 330 
The son of Anchises paused and stood stock still, in deep 
Meditation, pierced to the heart by pity for their hard fortune. 

He saw there, sorrowing because deprived of death's fulfilment, 
Leucaspis and Orontes, the commodore of the Lycian 
Squadron, who had gone down, their ship being lost with all 
hands 335 

In a squall, sailing with him the stormy seas from Troy. . . . 

At once were voices heard, a sound of mewling and wailing. 
Ghosts of infants sobbing there at the threshold, infants 
From whom a dark day stole their share of delicious life, 

Snatched them away from the breast, gave them sour death to 
drink. 


Next to them were those condemned to death on a false charge. 430 
Yet every place is duly allotted and judgment is given. 

Minos, as president, summons a jury of the dead: he hears 
Every charge, examines the record of each; he shakes the um. 

Next again are located the sorrowful ones who killed 
Themselves, throwing their lives away, not driven by guilt 435 
But because they loathed living: how they would lite> to be 
In the world above now, enduring poverty and hard trials! 

God's law forbids: that unlovely fen with its glooming water 
Corrals them there, the nine rings of Styx corral them in. 

Not far from here can be seen, extending in all direptions, 440 
The vale of mourning — such is the name it bears: n ifegion 
Where those consumed by the wasting torments of merciless love 
Haunt the sequestered alleys and myrtle groves that ,give them 
Cover; death itself cannot cure them of love's disease. 

Here Aeneas descried Phaedra and Procris, sad 44s 

Eriphyle displaying the wounds her heartless son once dealt her, 
Evadne and Pasiphac; with them goes Laodamia; 

Here too is Cacncus, once a young man, but next a woman 


432. Minos: judge of the dead. 

445 ff. Here Aeneas descried . . . ; 
A catalogue of unhappy lovers follows. 

445. Phaedra: wife of Theseus, king 
of Athens, who fell in love with Hip- 
polytus, her husband’s son by another 
woman; the result was her death by 
suicide and Hippolytus’ death through 
his father’s curse. Procris: killed by her 
husband in an accident which was 
brought about by her own jealousy. 

446. Eriphyle: betrayed her husband 
for gold and was killed by her own son. 

447. Evadne: threw herself on the 
pyre of her husband, who was killed by 
Zeus for impiety. Pasiphae: wife of 
Minos of Crete, she conceived a mon- 


strous love for a bull. Jjiodamia: 
begged to be allowed to talk with her 
dead husband; the request was granted 
by the gods and when his time came to 
return, she went back with him to the 
land of the dead. 

448. Caeneus: Virgil’s words in the 
original are ambiguous (perhaps to re- 
flect the ambiguity of the sex of 
Caeneus). The usual explanation of 
the passage is that Caenis (a woman) 
was changed by Poseidon into a man 
(Caeneus), but returned to her original 
sex after death. Since the name occurs 
here in a catalogue of women, this 
seems the most likely explanation. 
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And now changed back by fate to his original sex. 

Amongst them, with her death-wound still bleeding, through the 
deep wood 450 

Was straying Phoenician Dido. Now when the Trojan leader 
Found himself near her and knew that the form he glimpsed 
through the shadows 

Was hers — as early in the month one sees^ or imagines he sees. 
Through a wrack of cloud the new moon rising and glimmering — 
He shed some tears, and addressed her in tender, loving 

tones: — 4ss 

Poor, unhappy Dido, so the message was true that came to me 
Saying you'd put an end to your life with the sword and were dead? 
Oh god! was it death I brought you, then? I swear by the stars. 

By the powers above, by whatever is sacred in the Underworld, 

It was not of my own will, Dido, I left your land. 460 

Heaven's commands, which now force me to traverse the shades, 
This sour and derelict region, this pit of darkness, drove me 
Imperiously from your side. I did not, could not imagine 
My going would ever bring such terrible agony on you. 

Don't move away! Oh, let me see you a little longer! 465 

To fly from me, when this is the last word fate allows us! 

Thus did Aeneas speak, trying to soften the wild-eyed. 
Passionate-hearted ghost, and brought the tears to his own eyes. 

She would not turn to him; she kept her gaze on the ground. 

And her countenance remained as stubborn to his appeal 470 
As if it were carved from recalcitrant flint or a crag of marble. 

At last she flung away, hating him still, and vanished 
Into the shadowy wood where her first husband, Sychaeus, 
Understands her unhappiness and gives her an equal love. 

None the less did Aeneas, hard hit by her piteous fate, 475 

Weep after her from afar, as she went, with tears of compassion. . . . 

[Aeneas returns to the upper air and begins his settlement in Italy. 
He is offered the hand of the princess Lavinia by her father Latinus, 
but this provokes a war against the Trojans, led by Turnus of 
Laurentum, in the course of which Aeneas is wounded and stops by 
a stream to rest. At this point his mother, Venus, comes to him with 
the armor made for him by Vulcan (Hephaestus), her husband; on 
the shield is carved a representation of the future glories of Rome.) 

Book VIII 

. . . Venus, divinely shining among the dark clouds, descended 
Bringing her presents: when she had seen from afar Aeneas 
On the other side of a cool stream in a secluded dell, 61a 

She offered herself to his view quite unexpectedly, saying; — 
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Lookl Here are the presents my consort promised. All his science 
Has gone to their making. Now you need not shrink from challenging 
Haughty Lauren tines and hot-headed Turn us to battle, my son. 
With these words, the Cytherean went into her son's em- 
brace: 615 

The radiant arms she had propped up against an oak, before him. 
Aeneas, overjoyed by her gifts and the glory of them, 

Eyed each piece, couldn't have enough of gazing: in wonder 
He took them up with his hands, in his arms, examining each — 
The formidable helmet with plumes like fountains of fire, 620 
The sword that would deal out doom, the breastplate of hard 
bronze, 

Massive and ruddy-eoloured, like to some louring cloud 
When it catches fire from the rays of the sun and glows afar; 
Then the burnished greaves of gold-alloy inlaid with high-carat 
Gold, and the spear, and the shield's miraculous workmanship. 635 
Upon this shield the Fire-god, with knowledge of tilings to come. 
Being versed in the prophets, had wrought events from Italian 
history 

And Roman triumphs; upon it appeared the whole line that would 
spring from 

Ascanius' stock, and the wars they would fight in, one by one. 

He had depicted the mother wolf as she lay full length in 630 
The green-swarded cave of Mars, with the twin boy babies fondling 
And suckling at her udders, fearlessly nuzzling theii dam; 

She, her graceful neck bent sideways and back, is caressing 
Each child in turn with her tongue, licking them into shape. 
Nearby he had pictured the Sabine women so unceremoniously 635 
Snatched from among the crowds around the arcria at Rome 
During the Great Games; then the war that immediately came. 
Between Romulus' people and the hard-living Sabines of old Tatius. 
Next, these same two kings, their quarrel laid aside. 

Are standing at Jove's altar, armed, with bowls in their hands, 640 
Ratifying a treaty by the sacrifice of a sow. 

Near this was the scene where chariots, driven apart, had torn 
Mettus to pieces (but you should have kept to your word, Al- 
ban!) — 


614. Laurentines . . . Turnus: Tur- 
nus of Laurentum is the leader of the 
Italian resistance to Aeneas. 

615. the Cytherean: Venus; Cythera 
is one of her cult centers. 

626. Fire-god: Vulcan. 

630. mother wolf: The twins who 
were to build Rome, Romulus and 
Remus, sons of Mars, were cast out into 
the woods and there suckled by a she- 
wolf. 

635. Sabine women: The newly 


founded city consisted almost entirely 
of men; the Romans decided to steal 
the wives of their neighbors, the Sabines. 
They invited them to an athletic festival, 
and at a given signal, every Roman 
carried off a Sabine bride. The war 
which followed ended in the amalgama- 
tion of the Roman and Sabine peoples. 

638. Tatius: the Sabine king. 

643. Mettus: of Alba. He broke an 
agreement made during the early wars 
of Rome and was punished by being 
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Tullus is dragging away the remains of that false-tongued man 
Through a wood, and the brambles there are drenched with a 
bloody dew. G45 

Again, you could see Porsenna telling the Romans to take back 
The banished Tarquin, and laying strenuous siege to Rome, 

While the sons of Aeneas took up the sword for freedom's sake; 
He was pictured there to the life, pouring out threats and wild with 
Chagrin, seeing that Codes dared to break down the bridge 650 
And Cloelia had slipped her fetters and was swimming across the 
river. 

At the top of the shield, Manlius, warden of the Tarpeian 
Fortress, stood before the temple, guarding the Capitol — 

The palace, just built by Romulus, being shown with a rough 
thatched roof. 

Here too a silvery goose went fluttering through a golden 655 
Colonnade, honking out an alarum, that the Gauls are on us: 
Under the cover of a dark night, lucky for them, the Gauls 
Creep closer through the brushwood, some have already scaled 
The citadel's heights: their clothing and hair were done in gold; 
The stripes on their cloaks arc gleaming; about their fair-skinned 
throats 660 

Are necklaces fastened; each of them brandishes two Alpine 
Spears in his hand, and carries a tall, narrow shield for protection. 
Vulcan had also embossed the dancing Salii and naked 
Luperci, their head-dresses bound with wool, and the shields that 
fell from 

Heaven: a solemn procession of virtuous ladies was moving 665 
In cushioned carriages through the city. Elsewhere the deep gates 
Of hell were represented, the domicile of the damned 
And the torments they suffer — Catiline hangs from the edge of a 
terrible 

torn apart by two chariots moving in cackling of the sacred geese, beat it off, 
opposite directions, and saved Rome. 

644. Tullus: the Roman king who 654. Romulus: In Virgil’s time there 
punished Mettus. was still preserved at Rome a rustic 

646. Porsenna: the Etruscan king building which was supposed to have 
who attempted to restore the last of the been the dwelling place of Romulus. 
Roman kings, Tarquin, to the throne 663. Salii: the twelve priests of Mars, 
from which he had been expelled. the war-god, who danced in his honor 

650. Codes: Horatius Codes, who carrying shields which had fallen from 
with two companions defended the heaven. 

bridge across the Tiber to give the 664. Luperci: priests of Lupercus, a 
Romans time to destroy it. Roman god corresponding to the Greek 

651. Cloelia: a Roman hostage held Pan. 

by Porsenna, who escaped by swim- 668. Catiline: leader of a conspiracy 
ming the Tiber. to overthrow the republic which was 

652. Manlius: consul in 392 b.c.; he halted mainly through the efforts of 

was In charge of the citadel (^‘Tarpeian Cicero, consul in 63 b.c. Catiline is 

fortress”) at a time when the Gauls the type of discord, representing the 

from the north held all the rest of the civil war which almost destroyed the 

city. They made a night attack on the Roman state, and to which Augustus 

citadel, but Manlius, awakened by the later put an end. 
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Precipice, shrinking away from the faces of Furies above him: 

But the righteous are set apart, with Cato as their law-giver, 670 
Among these subjects extended a wide and swelling sea; 

It was done in gold, yet it looked like the blue sea foaming with 
white-caps: 

Dolphins, picked out in silver, were cart-wheeling all around, 
Lashing the face of the deep with their tails and cleaving the water. 
Centrally were displayed two fleets of bronze, engaged in 675 

The battle of Actium; all about Cape Leucas you saw 
Brisk movement of naval formations; the sea was a blaze of gold. 
On one side Augustus Caesar, high up on the poop, is leading 
The Italians into battle, the Senate and People with him, 

His home-gods and the great gods: two flames shoot up from his 
helmet 680 

In jubilant light, and his father’s star dawns over its crest. 
Elsewhere in the scene is Agrippa — the gods and the winds fight 
for him — 

Prominent, leading his column: the naval crown with its miniature 
Ships' beaks, a proud decoration of war, shines on his head. 

On the other side, with barbaric wealth and motley equipment, 685 
Is Anthony, fresh from his triumphs in the East, by the shores of 
the Indian 

Ocean; Egypt, the powers of the Orient and uttcrmo$t Bactra 
Sail with him; also — a shameful thing — his Egyptian Wife. 

'Phe fleets arc converging at full speed, the sea is all ‘Churned and 
foaming » 

As the oarsmen take their long strokes and the tridciit bows drive 
oil. ( 690 

'Phey manoeuvre for sea-room: you'd think the Cyclades isles were 
unmoored 

And afloat, or mountains were charging at mountains, to sec those 
massive 

Galleys on one side attacking the turreted ships of the other. 
Volleys of flaming material and iron missiles fly thick 
And fast; a strange new slaughter reddens the plains of Nep- 
tune. 695 

670. Cato: the noblest of the republi- of the civil war. Augustus, the master 

cans who had fought Julius Caesar; he of the western half of the empire, de- 

stood for honesty and the seriousness feated Anthony, who held the eastern 

which the Romans most admired. He half and was supported by Cleopatra, 

committed suicide in 47 b.c. after queen of Egypt. Cape Leucas: a prom- 

Caesar’s victory in Africa. Before tak- ontory near Actium; there was a 

ing his life he read through Plato’s temple of Apollo on it (see 1. 704). 

Phaedo, a dialogue concerned with the 682. Agrippa: Augustus' admiral at 

immortality of the soul, which ends with Actium. 

an account of the death of Socrates. 687. Bactra: on the borders of India. 

676. Actium: on the west coast of 691. Cyclades: the islands of 

Greece. The naval battle fought here southern Aegean Sea, 
in 31 B.c. was the decisive engagement 
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In the midst, Cleopatra rallies her fleet with Egyptian timbrel. 

For she cannot yet see the two serpents of death behind her. 
Barking Anubis, a whole progeny of grotesque 
Deities are embattled against Neptune and Minerva 
And Venus. Mars is raging in the thick of the fight, his figure 
Wrought from iron, and ominous Furies look on from above; 

Here Discord strides exulting in her torn mantle, and she is 
Followed by Bellona wielding a bloodstained scourge. 

Viewing this, Apollo of Actium draws his bow 

From aloft: it creates a panic; all the Egyptians, all 705 

The Indians, Arabians and Sabaeans now turn tail. 

You could see the queen Cleopatra praying a fair wind, making 
All sail, in the very act of paying the sheets out and running. 

The Fire-god had rendered her, pale with the shadow of her own 
death. 

Amid the carnage, borne on by the waves and the westerly gale; 710 
And, over against her, the Nile, sorrowing in all its length. 
Throws wide the folds of its watery garment, inviting the con- 
quered 

To sail for refuge into that blue, protective bosom. 

But Caesar has entered the walls of Rome in triumphal procession, 
Three times a victor; he dedicates now a thanks-offering im- 
mortal 715 

To Italy’s gods — three hundred great shrines all over the city. 

The streets resound with cheering, rejoicing and merrymaking: 

In all the temples women arc chanting, altars are lit up; 

At the foot of the altars lie the bodies of sacrificed bullocks. 
Caesar, enthroned in the marble-white temple of dazzling 
Apollo, 720 

Inspects the gifts from the nations and hangs them up on the 
splendid 

Portals: subjected tribes pass by in a long procession — 

A diversity of tongues, of national dress and equipment. 

Here Vulcan had represented the Nomads, the flowing robes of 
Africans, here the Lclcges, Carians, Gelonian bowmen; 725 

Some carry a picture of Euphrates, its waters pacified; 

There go the Morini, furthest of men, the branching Rhine, 

The Scythians untamed, the Araxes fretting about its bridge. 

Such were the scenes that Aeneas admired on the shield of 
Vulcan 


698. Anubis: an Egyptian god, rep- 
resented with the face of a dog. 

703. BeUona: a Roman goddess of 
war. 

725. MegeSf Carians: peoples of 
Asia Minor. Gelonian: from Scythia (in 


the Balkans). 

726. Euphrates: an Eastern river. 

727. Morini: a Belgian people. 

728. Araxes: a turbulent river in 
Armenia. Augustus built a new bridge 
over it. 
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Mis mother gave him. Elated by its portrayal of things 730 

Beyond his ken, he shouldered his people's glorious future. 

fin the course of the desperate battles which follow, the young 
Pallas, entrusted to Aeneas' care by his father, is killed by the 
Italian champion Turnus, who takes and wears the belt of Pallas 
as the spoil of victory. The fortunes of the war later change in favor 
of the Trojans, and Aeneas kills the Etruscan King Mezentius, 
Turnus' ally. Eventually, as the Italians prepare to accept the 
generous peace terms offered by Aeneas, Turnus forestalls them by 
accepting Aeneas' challenge to single combat to decide the issue. 
But this solution is frustrated by the intervention of Juno, who 
foresees Aeneas' victory. She prompts Turnus' sister, the river 
nymph Juturna, to intervene in an attempt to save Turnus' life. 
Juturna stirs up the Italians who are watching the champions pre- 
pare for the duel; the truce is broken, and in the subsequent fight- 
ing Aeneas is wounded by an arrow. Healed by Venus, he returns to 
the fight, and the Italians are driven back. Turnus finally faces his 
adversary. His sword breaks on the armor forged by Vulcan, and he 
runs from Aeneas; he is saved by Juturna, who, assuming the shape 
of his charioteer, hands him a fresh sword. At this point Juppiter 
intervenes to stop the vain attempts of Juno and Juturna to save 
Turnus.] < 

Book XII ; 

. . . Meantime the king of all-powerful Olympus addresses Juno 
As she looks down at the combat out of a golden clo^d: — 

My wife, how shall it end now? What more is there you can 
do? 

For you know, and admit the knowledge, that Aenijas is called of 
heaven 

As a national hero, and fate is exalting him to the stars. 795 

What are you planning? Why do you linger here in the chill 
clouds? 

Was it right that Aeneas, the heaven-born, should be hurt by the 
hand of a mortal? 

Or that Juturna should give back the missing sword to her brother — 
Ah yes, without you she was powerless — and strengthen the loser's 
hand? 

Then yield to my persuasions, give up the long feud now at last! soo 
No more of the hidden rancour that so consumes you, the sullen 
Recriminations your sweet lips have troubled me with so oftenl 
This is the end, I say. You had power to harry the Trojans 
An over lands and seas, to kindle accursed war. 
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Bring tragic disgrace on a king’s home and drape a betrothal in 
mourning. 805 

I forbid you to carry the feud any further. 

So juppiter spoke. 

Juno, the daughter of Saturn, with lowered eyes, replied: — 

It is because your wishes, great consort, were known to me, 
That I have reluctantly given up Turnus and quit the earth. 
Otherwise Fd not be sitting apart here and putting up with sio 
Every humiliation: no, armed with flame, Td be there 
In action, dragging the Trojans into a fatal fight. 

I admit I encouraged Juturna to go and help her unfortunate 
Brother, approved of her acting more boldly still to preserve him; 
But not that she should use her bow and shoot at the Trojans: 815 
This I swear by the source of the inexorable river, 

Styx — the one dreadful and binding oath for us heaven-dwellers. 
And now I do truly yield; I give up the fight — I am sick of it. 

One thing, and no ruling of fate forbids you to grant it, I do 
Entreat, for Latium’s sake and the dignity of your own kin: g^o 

When they make peace through a prosperous — aye, let it l>c so — 
a prosperous 

Marriage, and when they arc making agreements and laws to unite 
them, 

Do not command the indigenous Latins to change their ancient 
Name, to become Trojans and to be called the Teucrians: 

Allow them to keep the old language and their traditional dress: 825 
Let it be Latium for ever, and the kings be Alban kings; 

Let the line be Roman, the qualities making it great be Italian. 
Troy's gone; may it be gone in name as well as reality. 

The creator of man and of all things replied to her with a smile: — 
Jove's sister you are indeed and the second child of Saturn, 830 
So powerful the tides of wrath sweeping within your breastl 
But come, there was no need for this violent emotion; calm yourself. 
Willingly I grant what you ask: you have won me over. 

The Italians shall keep their native tongue and their old traditions; 
Their name shall not be altered. The Trojans will but sink down 
in 83s 

The mass and be made one with them. I'll add the rites and usage 
Of Trojan worship to theirs. All will be Latins, speaking 
One tongue. From this blend of Italian and Trojan blood shall arise 

80$. betrothal in mourning: a refer- Aeneas and Lavinia, daughter of Latinus. 
ence not only to the Italian losses but 824. Teucrians: Trojans, from the 
also to the suicide of Amata, wife of name of Teucer, the first Trojan king. 
King Latinus, who hanged herself when 826. Alban: the city of Alba Longa 
the Trojans assaulted the city just be- was founded by Ascanius. 
fore the duel between Aeneas and Tumus Jove’s sister: Jove (Juppiter) 

began. and Juno were brother and sister as well 

822. Marriage: the marriage between as husband and wife. 
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A people surpassing all men, nay even the gods, in godliness. 

No other nation on earth will pay such reverence to Juno. 840 
The goddess bowed and agreed, glad now to change her whole 
policy. 

Passed forthwith from the sky, leaving her place in the clouds. 

This being accomplished, the Father brooded awhile on another 
Question — how to detach from her brother's side Juturna. 

Two demon fiends there are, called by the name of Furies, 845 
Wliom darkest Night brought forth at one and the same birth with 
Hellish Megaera, breeding all three alike with the twining 
Coils of serpents and giving them wings like the wind. These 
creatures 

Attend on Juppiter's throne, at the house of heaven’s stem Ruler, 
Ready to stab fear into the hearts of anguished mortals 850 

Whenever the king of the gods is dealing out pestilences 
And hideous death, or affrighting guilty cities with war. 

Juppitcr now sent one of these demons hurrying down from 
Heaven, to confront Juturna with a forbidding omen. 

Off she flew, and swiftly was borne to earth in a whirlwind. 855 
Just as an arrow flies through the clouds from a bowstring — a shaft 
Whose tip some Parthian or Cretan archer has doped with a deadly 
Poison, and then shot it; fatal the wound it will giv© — 

Whirring and unsuspected it flics through the mirk of the clouds: 
So sped the spawn of Night upon her way to the earth. 860 

When she could see the Trojan lines and Turnus^ stoy, 

She suddenly dwindled and changed into the shape of that small owl 
Which often at night, when no one’s about, pcrchesf dn tombs 
Or gables, and hoots for hours disquietingly through the darkness. 
Thus transformed, the Fury flittered about the face of 865 

Turnus, screeching, and kept on bumping his shield with her wings. 
'Phe thing was so uncanny that he went numb with fear 
And his hair stood on end, and the voice died in his throat. 

But Juturna recognised from afar the creaking wings of 
The demon. It broke her spirit: she rent her dishevelled hair, 870 
Scratched at her cheeks and beat her breast in grief for her 
brother: — 

Oh, Turnus, what can your sister do for you now? What worse 
Remains for this much- tried heart? I have used all my powers 
To save you. But how can I face a manifestation so dreadful? 

No, no, I give up the fight now. I tremble — oh, spare me your 
terrors, 875 

You sinister bird: I know the beat of your wings, I know that 

&57. Parthian: Fartbia was the most pire in the east. Parthian mounted 
dangerous neighbor of the Roman Em- archers were famous. 
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They sound the tocsin of death, and Jove's high purpose has given 
These high-handed orders. So thus he requites me who took my 
virginity? 

Why did he make me immortal? disfranchise me from the common 
Law of death? But for that, I could end my terrible anguish 88 q 
T his very moment, and go through the shades with my poor brother. 
I immortal! What joy can I have from immortal life. 

Bereft of my brother? Alas, that nowhere may earth yawn deep 
And let me go down to the ghosts below, for I am a deity! 

So saying, the goddess veiled her face in her grey-green mantle. 
And heavily sighing, vanished into the depths of the river. 886 
Aeneas moved up on his enemy, hefting and flashing his spear 
Which was huge as a tree, and shouted out with extreme ferocity: — 
Turnus, you'll get no more reprieves. Are you still recoiling? 

It's cold steel now, hand to hand, not fleetness of foot, that will 
tell. 890 

Try all the transformations of Proteus! Summon up 
Your powers, whether of courage or magic! Take wings, if you like. 
And shoot straight up to the stars, or go to ground in the deep earth! 
Tumus, shaking his head, replied: — 

It's the gods and Juppiter's 
Enmity frighten me, not your sneers or your bloodthirsty speeches. 
Without a word more he looked round and his eyes alit on a huge 
stone — 896 

A huge old stone which for years had been lying there on the plain 
As a boundary mark between fields, to prevent disputes about owner- 
ship. 

Hardly could twelve strong men, of such physique as the earth 
Produces nowadays, pick up and carry it on their shoulders. 900 

Well, Turnus pounced on it, lifted it, and taking a run to give it 
More impetus, hurled this stone from his full height at Aeneas. 

But as he moved, as he ran, as he raised his hands, as he threw 
That boulder, for him it was just as if somebody else were doing 
it. 

Ice-bound were his veins, and his legs felt like water. 905 

So too the stone he hurled, flying through empty air. 

Failed to make the distance, fell short of its objective. 

But, as it is in a nightmare, when sleep's narcotic hand 
Is leaden upon our eyes, we seem to be desperately trying 
To run and run, but we cannot — for all our eflPorts, we sink 
down 910 

Nerveless; our usual strength is just not there, and our tongue 
Won't work at all — ^we can't utter a word or produce one sound: 

879. he: Juppiter. of Pharos. For an account of his 

891. Proteus: the old man of the power to change his shape, see Homer’s 
sea, who lived on the Egyptian island Odyssey, Book IV. 
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So with Tumus, each move he bravely attempted to make, 

The unearthly demon brought it to nothing. Now did his feelings 
Veer this way and that in distraction: he gazed at the city, the 
Rutuli; 915 

Faltered with fear; trembled at the weapon menacing him. 

He could see no way to escape and no way to get at Aeneas; 

Ilis chariot, his sister who drove it, were nowhere to be seen. 

So Turnus faltered: the other brandished his fateful spear. 

And watching out for an opening, hurled it with all his might 920 
From a distance. The noise it made was louder than that of any 
Great stone projected by siege artillery, louder than 
A meteorite's explosion. The spear flew on its sinister 
Mission of death like a black tornado, and piercing the edge of 
The seven-fold shield, laid open the eorselet of Turnus, low 

down. 92s 

Right through his thigh it ripped, with a hideous sound. The impact 
Brought giant Turnus down on bent knee to the earth. 

The Italians sprang to their feet, crying out: the hills all round 
Bayed back their howl of dismay, far and wide the deep woods 
echoed it. 

Turnus, brought low, stretched out a pleading hand, looked up 

at : 930 

His foe in appeal: — 

I know, Fve deserved it. Fll not beg life. 
Yours was the luck. Make the most of it. But if the thought of a 
father's ^ 

Unhappiness can move you — a father such as you 
In Anchises — I ask you, show compassion for aged Ifeunus 
And give me back to him; or if that is the way if must be, 935 
Give back my dead body. You have won. The Italians have seen me 
Beaten, these hands outstretched. Lavinia is yours to wed. 

Don't carry hatred further. 

Aeneas stood over him, poised 

On the edge of the stroke; but his eyes were restless, he did not 
strike. 

And now what Turnus had said was taking effect, was making 
him 940 

More and more indecisive, when on his enemy's shoulder 
He noticed the fatal baldric, the belt with its glittering studs — 
How well he knew it! — ^which Turnus had stripped from young 
Pallas after 

He'd killed him, and put on himself — a symbol of triumph and 
doom. 

915. Rutuli: the Italian troops watching the combat between Tumus and 
Aeneas. 
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Aeneas fastened his eyes on this relic, this sad reminder 94s 

Of all the pain Pallas* death had caused. Rage shook him. He looked 
Frightening. He said: — 

Do you hope to get off now, wearing the spoils 
You took from my Pallas? IPs he, it*s Pallas who strikes this blow — 
The victim shedding his murderer’s blood in retribution! 

So saying, Aeneas angrily plunged his sword full into 9so 

Turnus* breast. The body went limp and cold. With a deep sigh 
The unconsenting spirit fled to the shades below. 

The New Testament’*' 

[The Birth and Youth of Jesus]\ 

2. And it came to pass in those days, that there went out a 
decree from Cassar Augustus, that all the world^ should be taxed. 
(And this taxing was first made when Cyrenius was governor of 
Syria.) And all went to be taxed, every one into his own city. And 
Joseph also went up from Galilee, out of the city of Nazareth, into 
Judaea, unto the city of David, which is called Bethlehem; (because 
he was of the house and lineage of David;) to be taxed with Mary 
his espoused wife, being great with child. And so it was, that, while 
they were there, the days were accomplished that she should be 
delivered. And she brought forth her firstborn son, and wrapped 
him in swaddling clothes, and laid him in a martger; because there 
was no room for them in the inn. And there were in the same 
country shepherds abiding in the field, keeping watch over their 
flock by night. And, lo, the angel of the Lord came upon them, and 
the glory of the Lord shone round about them: and they were sore 
afraid. And the angel said unto them. Fear not; for, behold, I bring 
you good tidings of great joy, which shall be to all people. For unto 
you is bom this day in the city of David a Saviour, which is Christ^ 
the Lord. And this shall be a sign unto you; ye shall find the babe 
wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in a manger. And suddenly 
there was with the angel a multitude of the heavenly host praising 
God, and saying. Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, 
good will toward men. And it came to pass, as the angels were 
gone away from them into heaven, the shepherds said one to an- 
other, Let us now go even unto Bethlehem, and see this thing which 
is come to pass, which the Lord hath made known unto us. And 
they came with haste, and found Mary, and Joseph, and the babe 
lying in a manger. And when they had seen it, they made known 

*The text of these selections from 1. the Roman Empire, 
the Holy Bible is that of the King 2. A Greek word meaning “anointed,” 
James, or Authorized, Version. used of kings, priests, and the De- 

f Luke 2:1-52. liverer promised by the Prophets. 
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abroad the saying which was told them concerning this child. And 
all they that heard it wondered at those things which were told 
them by the shepherds. But Maiy kept all these things, and pon- 
dered them in her heart. And the shepherds returned, glorifying 
and praising God for all the things that they had heard and seen, 
as it was told unto them. And when eight days were accomplished 
for the circumcising of the child, his name was called jesus,^ which 
was so named of the angel* before he was conceived in the womb. 
And when the days of her purification® according to the law of 
Moses were accomplished, they brought him to Jerusalem, to pre- 
sent him to the Lord; (as it is written in the law of the Lord, Every 
male that openeth the womb® shall be called holy to the Lord;) 
and to offer a sacrifice according to that which is said in the law 
of the Lord, A pair of turtledoves, or two young pigeons. And, be- 
hold, there was a man in Jerusalem, whose name was Simeon; and 
the same man was just and devout, waiting for the consolation of 
Israel: and the Holy Ghost was upon him. And it was revealed unto 
him by the Holy Ghost, that he should not see death, before he 
had seen the Lord’s Christ. And he came by the Spirit into the 
temple: and when the parents brought in the child Jesus, to do 
for him after the custom of the law, then took he him up in his 
arms, and blessed God, and said, Lord, now lettest thou thy servant 
depart in peace, according to thy word: for mine eyes have seen 
thy salvation, which thou hast prepared before the face of all 
people; a light to lighten the Gentiles,^ and the glory i of thy people 
Israel. And Joseph and his mother marvelled at thosd things which 
were spoken of him. And Simeon blessed them, and S|id unto Mary 
his mother. Behold, this child is set for the fall a^c( rising again** 
of many in Israel; and for a sign which shall be spokii* against; (yea, 
a sword shall pierce through thy own soul also,) tl^t the thoughts 
of many hearts may be revealed. And there wa$ one Anna, a 
prophetess, the daughter of Phanuel, of the tribe of Aser: she was 
of a great age, and had lived with an husband seven years from her 
virginity; and she was a widow of about fourscore and four years, 
which departed not from the temple, but served God with fastings 
and prayers night and day. And she coming in that instant gave 
thanks likewise unto the Lord, and spoke of him to all them that 
looked for redemption in Jerusalem. And when they had perfonned 
all things according to the law of the Lord, they returned into 
Galilee, to their own city Nazareth. And the child grew, and waxed 
strong in spirit, filled with wisdom: and the grace of God was upon 

3. a form of the name Joshua, which 6. first-born son. The first-born son 

means *^he shall save.” was regarded as belonging to God. See 

4. in the Annunciation to Mary. Exodus 13:2. 

(Luke 1:31.) 7. non-Jews. 

5. For the law here referred to, see 8. The Greek word is the one always 

Leviticus 12. used of the resurrection of the dead. 
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him. Now his parents went to Jerusalem every year at the feast of 
the passover. And when he was twelve years old, they went up to 
Jerusalem after the custom of the feast. And when they had fulfilled 
the days, as they returned, the child Jesus tarried behind in Jeru- 
salem; and Joseph and his mother knew not of it. But they, sup- 
posing him to have been in the company, went a day's journey; and 
they sought him among their kinsfolk and acquaintance. And when 
they found him not, they turned back again to Jerusalem, seeking 
him. And it came to pass that after three days they found him in 
the temple, sitting in the midst of the doctors,® both hearing them, 
and asking them questions. And all that heard him were astonished 
at his understanding and answers. And when they saw him, they 
were amazed: and his mother said unto him, Son, why hast thou 
thus dealt with us? behold, thy father and I have sought thee sor- 
rowing. And he said unto them. How is it that ye sought me? wist 
yc not that I must be about my Father's business? And they under- 
stood not the saying which he spoke unto them. And he went down 
with them, and came to Nazareth, and was subject unto them: but 
his mother kept all these sayings in her heart. And Jesus increased 
in wisdom and stature, and in favour with God and man. 

9. teachers, rabbis. 


[The Teaching of Jesus] 

[the sermon on the mount] 

5. And seeing the multitudes, he went up into a mountain: and 
when he was set, his disciples came unto him: and he opened his 
mouth, and taught them, saying. Blessed are the poor in spirit: 
for their's is the kingdom of heaven. Blessed are they that mourn: 
for they shall be comforted. Blessed arc the meek: for they shall 
inherit the earth. Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst after 
righteousness: for they shall be filled. Blessed are the merciful: for 
they shall obtain mercy. Blessed arc the pure in heart: for they shall 
see God. Blessed arc the peacemakers: for they shall be called the 
children of God. Blessed are they which arc persecuted for righteous- 
ness' sake: for their's is the kingdom of heaven. Blessed are ye, 
when men shall revile you, and persecute you, and shall say all 
manner of evil against you falsely, for my sake. Rejoice, and be 
exceeding glad: for great is your reward in heaven: for so persecuted 
they the prophets which were before you. 

Ye are the salt of the earth: but if the salt have lost his savour, 
wherewith shall it be salted?^ it is thenceforth good for nothing, 
but to be cast out, and to be trodden under foot of men. Ye are 
the light of the world. A city that is set on a hill cannot be hid. 

'^Matthew 5:1 — 7:29. 1. how can it regain its savor? 
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Neither do men light a candle, and put it under a bushel,* but on 
a candlestick; and it giveth light unto all that are in the house. Let 
your light so shine before men, that they may see your good works, 
and glorify your Father which is in heaven. 

Think not that I am come to destroy the law, or the prophets: I 
am not come to destroy, but to fulfil. For verily I say unto you. Till 
heaven and earth pass, one jot or one tittle shall in no wise pass 
from the law, till all be fulfilled. Whosoever therefore shall break 
one of these least commandments, and shall teach men so, he shall 
be called the least in the kingdom of heaven: but whosoever shall 
do and teach them, the same shall be called great in the kingdom 
of heaven. For I say unto you, That except your righteousness shall 
exceed the righteousness of the scribes^ and Pharisees,^ ye shall in 
no case enter into the kingdom of heaven. 

Ye have heard that it was said by them of old time, Tliou shalt 
not kill; and whosoever shall kill shall be in danger of the judgment: 
but I say unto you. That whosoever is angry with his brother without 
a cause shall be in danger of the judgment: and whosoever shall say 
to his brother, Raca,® shall be in danger of the council: but whoso- 
ever shall say. Thou fool, shall be in danger of hell fire.® Therefore 
if thou bring thy gift to the altar, and there rememberest that thy 
brother hath ought against thee; leave there thy gift before the 
altar, and go thy way; first be reconciled to thy brother, and then 
come and offer thy gift. Agree with thine adversary quickly, whiles 
thou art in the way with him; lest at any time the ^adversary deliver 
thee to the judge, and the judge deliver thee to the officer, and 
thou be cast into prison. Verily I say unto thee. Thou shalt by no 
means come out thence, till thou hast paid the uttermost farthing. 

Ye have heard that it was said by them of old time, Tliou shalt 
not commit adultery: but I say unto you. That whosoever looketh 
on a woman to lust after her hath committed adultery with her 
already in his heart. And if thy right eye offend thee, pluck it out, 
and cast it from thee: for it is profitable for thee that one of thy 
members should perish, and not that thy whole body should be 
cast into hell. And if thy right hand offend thee, cut it off, and 
cast it from thee: for it is profitable for thee that one of thy mem- 
bers should perish, and not that thy whole body should be cast into 

2. a household vessel with the capac- local court, “the judgment”)* death by 

ity of a bushel. stoning (the sentence of a higher court, 

3. the official interpreters of the “the council”), and lastly the burning 

Sacred Scriptures. of the criminars body in the place 

4. a sect which insisted on strict ob- where refuse was thrown, Gehenna, 

servance of the Mosaic law. which is hence used as a name for hell. 

5. The word means “empty,” Jesus compares the different degrees of 

6. The reference is to Jewish legal punishment (administered by God) for 

institutions. The penalties which might the new sins which he here lists to the 

be inflicted for murder (see the open- degrees of punishment recognized by 

ing sentence of this paragraph) were Jewish law. 

death by the sword (a sentence of a 
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hell. It hath been said. Whosoever shall put away his wife, let him 
give her a writing of divorcement: but I say unto you, That whoso- 
ever shall put away his wife, saving for the cause of fornication, 
causeth her to commit adultery: and whosoever shall marry her that 
is divorced committeth adultery. 

Again, ye have heard that it hath been said by them of old time, 
Thou shalt not forswear thyself, but shalt perform unto the Lord 
thine oaths: but I say unto you. Swear not at all; neither by heaven; 
{or it is God's throne: nor by the earth; for it is his footstool: neither 
by Jerusalem; for it is the city of the great King. Neither shalt thou 
swear by thy head, because thou canst not make one hair white or 
black. But let your communication be, Yea, yea; Nay, nay: for 
whatsoever is more than these comctli of evil. 

Ye have heard that it hath been said. An eye for an eye, and a 
tooth for a tooth: but I say unto you. That ye resist not evil: but 
whosoever shall smite thee on thy right cheek, turn to him the 
other also. And if any man will sue thee at the law, and take away 
thy coat, let him have thy cloak also. And whosoever shall compel 
thee to go a mile, go with him twain. Give to him that asketh thee, 
and from him that would borrow of thee turn not thou away. 

Ye have heard that it hath been said. Thou shalt love thy neigh- 
bour, and hate thine enemy. But I say unto you, Love your enemies, 
bless them that curse you, do good to them that hate you, and pray 
for them which despitefully use you, and persecute you; that yc 
may be the children of your Father which is in heaven: for he 
maketh his sun to rise on the evil and on the good, and sendeth 
rain on the just and on the unjust. For if ye love them which love 
you, what reward have ye? do not even the publicans^ the same? 
And if ye salute your brethren only, what do ye more than others? 
do not even the publicans so? Be ye therefore perfect, even as your 
Father which is in heaven is perfect. 

6. Take heed that ye do not your alms® before men, to be seen 
of them: otherwise ye have no reward of your Father which is in 
heaven. Therefore when thou docst thine alms, do not sound a 
trumpet before thee, as the hypocrites do in the synagogues and 
in the streets, that they may have glory of men. Verily I say unto 
you, They have their reward. But when thou docst alms, let not 
thy left hand know what thy right hand doeth: that thine alms may 
be in secret: and thy Father which sceth in secret himself shall 
reward thee openly. 

And when thou prayest, thou shalt not be as the hypocrites are: 
for they love to pray standing in the synagogues and in the corners 

7. the men who collected the taxes tions; they were, naturally, universally 
for the Roman tax-farming corpora- despised and hated. 

8. charitable actions. 
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of the streets, that they may be seen of men. Verily I say unto you, 
They have their reward. But thou, when thou prayest, enter into 
thy closet, and when thou hast shut thy door, pray to thy Father 
which is in secret; and thy Father which seeth in secret shall re- 
ward thee openly. But when ye pray, use not vain repetitions, as 
the heathen do; for they think that they shall be heard for their 
much speaking. Be not ye therefore like unto them: for your Father 
knoweth what things ye have need of, before ye ask him. After this 
manner therefore pray ye: Our Father which art in heaven, Hal- 
lowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, 
as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us 
our debts, as we forgive our debtors. And lead us not into tempta- 
tion, but deliver us from evil: For thine is the kingdom, and the 
power, and the glory, for ever. Amen. For if ye forgive men their 
trespasses, your heavenly Father will also forgive you: but if ye 
forgive not men their trespasses, neither will your Father forgive 
your trespasses. 

Moreover when ye fast, be not, as the hypocrites, of a sad counte- 
nance: for they disfigure their faces, that they may appear unto 
men to fast. Verily I say unto you, They have their reward. But thou, 
when thou fastest, anoint thine head, and wash thy face; that thou 
appear not unto men to fast, but unto thy Father which is in secret: 
and thy Father, which seeth in secret shall reward thtee openly. 

Lay not up for yourselves treasures upon earth, where moth and 
rust doth corrupt, and where thieves break throu^land steal: but 
lay up for yourselves treasures in heaven, where nether moth nor 
rust doth corrupt, and where thieves do not break tifettfeugh nor steal: 
for where your treasure is, there will your heart kho. The light 
of the body is the eye: if therefore thine eye be single,® thy whole 
body shall be full of light. But if thine eye be evil, Ay whole body 
shall be full of darkness. If therefore the light that is in thee be 
darkness, how great is that darkness! 

No man can serve two masters: for either he will hate the one, 
and love the other; or else he will hold to the one, and despise the 
other. Ye cannot serve God and Mammon. Therefore I say unto 
you. Take no thought for your life, what ye shall cat, or what ye 
shall drink; nor yet for your body, what ye shall put on. Is not the 
life more than meat, and the body than raiment? Behold the fowls 
of the air: for they sow not, neither do they reap, nor gather into 
barns; yet your heavenly Father feedeth them. Are ye not much 
better than they? Which of you by taking thought can add one 
cubit unto his stature? And why take ye thought for raiment? Con- 
sider the lilies of the field, how they grow; they toil not, neither 
do they spin; and yet I say unto you that even Solomon in all his 

9. clear. 
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glory was not arrayed like one of these. Wherefore, if God so clothe 
the grass of the field, which to-day is, and to-morrow is cast into the 
oven, shall he not much more clothe you, O ye of little faith? There- 
fore take no thought, saying. What shall we eat? or. What shall we 
drink? or. Wherewithal shall we be clothed? (For after all these 
things do the Gentiles^® seek:) for your heavenly Father knoweth 
that ye have need of all these things. But seek ye first the kingdom 
of God, and his righteousness; and all these things shall be added 
unto you. Take therefore no thought for the morrow: for the mor- 
row shall take thought for the things of itself. Sufficient unto the 
day is the evil thereof. 

7. Judge not, that ye be not judged. For with what judgment ye 
judged, yc shall be judged: and with what measure ye mete, it shall 
be measured to you again. And why bch oldest thou the mote that 
is in thy brother's eye, but considcrest not the beam that is in thine 
own eye? Or how wilt thou say to thy brother, Let me pull out the 
mote out of thine eye; and, behold, a beam is in thine own eye? 
Thou hypocrite, first cast out the beam out of thine own eye; and 
then shalt thou see clearly to cast out the mote out of thy brother's 
eye. 

Give not that which is holy unto the dogs, neither cast ye your 
pearls before swine, lest they trample them under their feet, and 
turn again and rend you. 

Ask, and it shall be given you; seek, and yc shall find; knock, and 
it shall be opened unto you: for every one that asketh rccciveth; and 
he that secketh findeth; and to him that knocketh it shall be opened. 
Or what man is there of you, whom if his son ask bread, will he give 
him a stone? Or if he ask a fish, will he give him a serpent? If ye 
then, being evil, know how to give good gifts unto your children, 
how much more shall your Father which is in heaven give good 
things to them that ask him? Therefore all things whatsoever ye 
would that men should do to you, do ye even so to them: for this 
is the law and the prophets. 

Enter ye in at the strait^^ gate: for wide is the gate, and broad 
is the way, that leadeth to destruction, and many there be which 
go in thereat: because strait is the gate, and narrow is the way, which 
leadeth unto life, and few there be that find it. 

Beware of false prophets, which come to you in sheep's elothing, 
but inwardly they arc ravening wolves. Ye shall know them by their 
fruits. Do men gather grapes of thorns, or figs of thistles? Even so 
every good tree bringeth forth good fruit; but a corrupt tree bringeth 
forth evil fruit. A good tree cannot bring forth evil fruit, neither 
can a corrupt tree bring forth good fruit. Every tree that bringeth 

10. non-Jews. 


11. narrow. 



The Teaching of Jesus • 407 

not forth good fruit is hewn down, and cast into the fire. Wherefore 
by their fruits ye shall know them. 

Not every one that saith unto me, Lord, Lord, shall enter into 
the kingdom of heaven; but he that doeth the will of my Father 
which is in heaven. Many will say to me in that day, Lord, Lord, 
have we not prophesied in thy name? and in thy name have cast 
out devils? and in thy name done many wonderful works? And then 
will I profess unto them, I never knew you: depart from me, ye 
that work iniquity. 

Therefore whosoever heareth these sayings of mine, and doeth 
them, I will liken him unto a wise man, which built his house upon 
a rock: and the rain descended, and the floods came and the winds 
blew, and beat upon that house; and it fell not: for it was founded 
upon a rock. And every one that heareth these sayings of mine, and 
doeth them not, shall be likened unto a foolish man, which built his 
house upon the sand: and the rain descended, and the floods came, 
and the winds blew, and beat upon that house; and it fell: and 
great was the fall of it. And it came to pass, when Jesus had ended 
these sayings, the people were astonished at his doctrine: for he 
taught them as one having authority, and not as the scribes. 

[parables of jesus]’*' 

15. Then drew near unto him all the publicans gnd sinners for 
to hear him. And the Pharisees and scribes murmureid, saying, This 
man receiveth sinners, and eateth with them. ^ 

And he spoke this parable unto them, saying, Whjit man of you, 
having a hundred sheep, if he lose one of them*, doth not leave 
the ninety and nine in the wilderness, and go aftrr that which is 
lost, until he find it? And when he hath found it, he laycth it on 
his shoulders, rejoicing. And when he cometh home, he calleth to- 
gether his friends and neighbours, saying unto them. Rejoice with 
me; for I have found my sheep which was lost. I say unto you that 
likewise joy shall be in heaven over one sinner that repenteth, more 
than over ninety and nine just persons, which need no repentance. 

Either what woman having ten pieces of silver, if she lose one 
piece, doth not light a candle, and sweep the house, and seek dili- 
gently till she find it? And when she hath found it, she calleth her 
friends and her neighbours together, saying. Rejoice with me; for 
I have found the piece which I had lost. Likewise, I say unto you, 
there is joy in the presence of the angels of God over one sinner 
that repenteth. 

And he said, A certain man had two 50ns: and the younger of 
them said to his father. Father, give me the portion of goods that 
falleth to me. And he divided unto them his living. And not many 

♦Luke 15:1-32. 
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days after the younger son gathered all together, and took his jour- 
ney into a far country, and there wasted his substance with riotous 
living. And when he had spent all, there arose a mighty famine in 
that land; and he began to be in want. And he went and joined 
himself to a citizen of that country; and he sent him into his fields 
to feed swine. And he would fain have filled his belly with the husks 
that the swine did eat: and no man gave unto him. And when he 
came to himself, he said. How many hired servants of my father's 
have bread enough and to spare, and I perish with hunger! I will 
arise and go to my father, and will say unto him, Father, I have 
sinned against heaven, and before thee, and am no more worthy to 
be called thy son: make me as one of thy hired servants. And he 
arose, and came to his father. But when he was yet a great way 
off, his father saw him, and had compassion, and ran, and fell on 
his neck, and kissed him. And the son said unto him. Father, I 
have sinned against heaven, and in thy sight, and am no more 
worthy to be called thy son. But the father said to his servants, 
Bring forth the best robe, and put it on him; and put a ring on his 
hand, and shoes on his feet: and bring hither the fatted calf, and 
kill it; and let us eat, and be merry: for this my son was dead, and 
is alive again; he was lost, and is found. And they began to be merry. 
Now his cider son was in the field: and as he came and drew nigh 
to the house, he heard musick and dancing. And he called one of 
the servants, and asked what these things meant. And he said unto 
him. Thy brother is come; and thy father hath killed the fatted 
calf, because he hath received him safe and sound. And he was 
angry, and would not go in: therefore came his father out, and 
intreated him. And he answering said to his father, Lo, these many 
years do I serve thee, neither transgressed I at any time thy com- 
mandment: and yet thou never gavest me a kid, that I might make 
merry with my friends: but as soon as this thy son was come, which 
hath devoured thy living with harlots, thou hast killed for him the 
fatted calf. And he said unto him. Son, thou art ever with me, and 
all that I have is thine. It was meet that we should make merry, and 
be glad: for this thy brother was dead, and is alive again; and was 
lost, and is found. 


[The Betrayal of Jesus]* 

26, . . . Then one of the twelve, called Judas Iscariot, went 
unto the chief priests, and said unto them, will ye give me, 
and I will deliver him unto you? And they covenanted with him for 
thirty pieces of silver. And from that time he sought opportunity to 
betray him. 

•Matthew 26:14-75. 
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Now the first day of the feast of unleavened breads the disciples 
came to Jesus, saying unto him, Where wilt thou that we prepare 
for thee to eat the passover? And he said, Go into the city to such 
a man, and say unto him. The Master saith, My time is at hand; 
I will keep the passover at thy house with my disciples. And the 
disciples did as Jesus had appointed them; and they made ready the 
passover. Now when the even was come, he sat down with the 
twelve. And as they did cat, he said. Verily I say unto you, that 
one of you shall betray me. And they were exceeding sorrowful, and 
began every one of them to say unto him, Lord, is it I? And he 
answered and said. He that dippeth his hand with me in the dish, 
the same shall betray me. The Son of man goeth as it is written of 
him: but woe unto that man by whom the Son of man is betrayed! 
it had been good for that man if he had not been born. Then Judas, 
which betrayed him, answered and said, Master, is it I? He said 
unto him, Thou hast said. 

And as they were eating, Jesus took bread, and blessed it, and 
brake it, and gave it to the disciples, and said. Take, eat; this is 
my body. And he took the cup, and gave thanks, and gave it to 
them, saying. Drink ye all of it; for this is my blood of the new 
testament,^ which is shed for many for the remission of sins. But 
I say unto you, I will not drink henceforth of this fruit of the vine, 
until that day when I drink it new with you in my Fjither's kingdom. 
And when they had sung an hymn, they went out? into the mount 
of Olives. Then saith Jesus unto them. All ye shgll be offended'* 
because of me this night: for it is written,* I will smite the shepherd, 
and the sheep of the flock shall be scattered abroad. But after I am 
risen again, I will go before you into Galilee. P^r answered and 
said unto him. Though all men shall be offended because of thee, 
yet will I never be offended. Jesus said unto him, Verily I say unto 
thee, That this night, before the cock crow, thou shalt deny me 
thrice. Peter said unto him. Though I should die with thee, yet 
will I not deny thee. Likewise also said all the disciples. 

Then cometh Jesus with them unto a place called Gethsemane, 
and saith unto the disciples. Sit ye here, while I go and pray yonder. 
And he took with him Peter and the two sons of Zebedee,® and 
began to be sorrowful and very heavy. Then saith he unto them, My 
soul is exceeding sorrowful, even unto death: tarry ye here, and 
watch® with me. And he went a little farther, and fell on his face, 

1. held in remembrance of the de- and the Jews. 

livery of the Jews from captivity in 3. The Greek means literally, “you 
Egypt. Sec Exodus 12. will be made to stumble.’’ 

2 , i.e., of the new covenant, or agree- 4. See Zechariah 13:7. 

ment. Jesus compares himself to the 5. James and John, 

lamb that was killed at the Passover 6. stay awake. 

as a sign of the covenant between God 
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and prayed, saying, O my Father, if it be possible, let this cup pass 
from me: nevertheless, not as I will, but as thou wilt. And he 
Cometh unto the disciples, and findeth them asleep, and saith unto 
Peter, What, could ye not watch with me one hour? Watch and 
pray, that ye enter not into temptation: the spirit indeed is willing, 
but the flesh is weak. He went away again the second time, and 
prayed, saying, O my Father, if this cup may not pass away from 
me, except I drink it, thy will be done. And he came and found 
them asleep again: for their eyes were heavy. And he left them, and 
went away again, and prayed the third time, saying the same words. 
Then cometh he to his disciples, and saith unto them, Sleep on 
now, and take your rest: behold, the hour is at hand, and the Son 
of man is betrayed into the hands of sinners. Rise, let us be going: 
behold, he is at hand that doth betray me. 

And while he yet spake, lo, Judas, one of the twelve, came, and 
with him a great multitude with swords and staves,^ from the chief 
priests and elders of the people. Now he that betrayed him gave 
them a sign, saying, Whomsoever I shall kiss, that same is he: hold 
him fast. And forthwith he came to Jesus and said, Hail, master; 
and kissed him. And Jesus said unto him. Friend, wherefore art 
thou come? Then came they and laid hands on Jesus, and took him. 
And behold, one of tlicm” which were with Jesus stretehed out his 
hand, and drew his sword, and struck a servant of the high priest's, 
and smote off his car. Then said Jesus unto him. Put up again thy 
sword into his place: for all they that take the sword shall perish 
with the sword. Thinkest thou that I cannot now pray to my 
Father, and he shall presently give me more than twelve legions'* 
of angels? But how then shall the scriptures be fulfilled, that thus 
it must be? In that same hour said Jesus to the multitudes, Are ye 
come out as against a thief with swords and staves for to take me? 
I sat daily with you teaching in the temple, and ye laid no hold on 
me. But all this was done that the scriptures of the prophets might 
be fulfilled. Then all the disciples forsook him, and fled. 

And they that had laid hold on Jesus led him away to Caiaphas 
the high priest, where the scribes and the ciders were assembled. But 
Peter followed him afar off unto the high priest's palace, and went 
in, and sat with the servants, to see the end. Now the chief priests, 
and elders, and all the council, sought false witness^** against Jesus, 
to put him to death; but found none; yea, though many false 
witnesses came, yet found they none. At the last came two false 
witnesses, and said. This fellow said, I am able to destroy the temple 
of God, and to build it in three days. And the high priest arose, 
and said unto him, Answerest thou nothing? Wliat is it which these 

7. clubs, sticks. formation; its full complement was six 

8. This was Peter. thousand men. 

9. The legion was a Roman military 10. evidence. 
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wihiess against thee? But Jesus held his peace. And the high priest 
answered and said unto him, I adjure thee by the living God, that 
thou tell us whether thou be the Christ, the Son of God. Jesus 
saith unto him. Thou hast said:^^ nevertheless I say unto you. Here- 
after shall ye see the Son of man sitting on the right hand of power, 
and coming in the clouds of heaven. Then the high priest rent^* 
his clothes, saying, He hath spoken blasphemy; what further need 
have we of witnesses? behold, now ye have heard his blasphemy. 
What think yc? They answered and said. He is guilty of death.^* 
I’hcn did they spit in his face, and buifeted him; and others smote 
him with the palms of their hands, saying, Prophesy unto us, thou 
Christ, Who is he that smote thee? 

Now Peter sat without in the palace: and a damsel came unto 
him, saying. Thou also wast with Jesus of Galilee. But he denied 
before them all, saying, I know not what thou sayest. And when 
he was gone out into the porch, another maid saw him and said 
unto them that were there. This fellow was also with Jesus of 
Nazareth. And again he denied with an oath, I do not know the 
man. And after a while came unto him they that stood by, and 
said to Peter, Surely thou also art one of them; for thy speech 
bewrayeth^'^ thee. Then began he to curse and to swear, saying, I 
know not the man. And immediately the eock crew. And Peter 
remembered the word of Jesus, which said unto fhim, Before the 
cock crow thou shalt deny me thrice. And he wer|t out, and wept 
bitterly. 

11. an affirmative phrase. 14. beat. 

12. tore. 15. betrays. Peter’s speech revealed 

13. liable to the death penalty. his Galilean origin. 

[The Trial and Crucifixion of Jesus]* 

27. When the morning was come, all the chief priests and elders 
of the people took counsel against Jesus to put him to death: and 
when they had bound him, they led him away, and delivered him 
to Pontius Pilate the governor.^ 

Then Judas, which had betrayed him, when he saw that he was 
condemned, repented himself, and brought again the thirty pieces 
of silver to the chief priests and elders, saying, I have sinned in that 
I have betrayed the innocent blood. And they said. What is that to 
us? see thou to that. And he cast down the pieces of silver in the 
temple, and departed, and went and hanged himself. And the chief 
priests took the silver pieces, and said. It is not lawful for to put 
them into the treasury, because it is the price of blood. And they 

Matthew 27:1-66. independence as possible (especially in 

1. His official title was procurator of religious matters), but only the Roman 
the province of Judea. The Roman authorities could impose a death sen- 
policy was to allow the Jews as much tence. 
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took counsel, and bought with them the potter's field,® to bury 
strangers in. Wherefore that field was called, The field of blood, unto 
this day. Then was fulfilled that which was spoken by Jeremy® the 
prophet, saying. And they took the thirty pieces of silver, the price 
of him that was valued, whom they of the children of Israel did 
value; and gave them for the potter's field, as the Lord appointed 
me* And Jesus stood before the governor: and the governor asked 
him, saying. Art thou the King of the Jews? And Jesus said unto 
him, Thou sayest. 

And when he was accused of"^ the chief priests and elders, he an- 
swered nothing. Then said Pilate unto him, Hearcst thou not how 
many things they witness against thee? And he answered him to 
never a word; insomuch that the governor marvelled greatly. Now 
at that feast the governor was wont to release unto the people a 
prisoner, whom they would. And they had then a notable prisoner, 
called Barabbas.® Therefore when they were gathered together, 
Pilate said unto them, Whom will yc that I release unto you? 
Barabbas, or Jesus which is called Christ? For he knew that for 
envy they had delivered him.® 

When he was set down on the judgment seat, his wife sent unto 
him, saying, Have thou nothing to do with that just man: for I have 
suffered many things this day in a dream because of him. But the 
chief priests and elders persuaded the multitude that they should 
ask Barabbas, and destroy Jesus. The governor answered and said 
unto them, Whether of the twain will ye that I release unto you? 
They said, Barabbas. Pilate saith unto them, What shall I do then 
with Jesus which is called Christ? They all say unto him. Let him 
be crucified.’' And the governor said. Why, what evil hath he done? 
But they cried out the more, saying, Let him be crucified. 

When Pilate saw that he could prevail nothing, but that rather 
a tumult was made, he took water, and washed his hands before the 
multitude, saying, I am innocent of the blood of this just person: 
sec ye to it. Then answered all the people, and said, His blood be 
on us, and on our children. 

Then released he Barabbas unto them: and when he had 
scourged® Jesus, he delivered him to be crucified. Then the soldiers 
of the governor took Jesus into the common hall, and gathered unto 
him the whole band of soldiers. And they stripped him, and put on 
him a scarlet robe. 

And when they had platted a crown of thorns, they put it upon 

2. a field which had been dug for 5. under sentence of death for sedi- 
potter's clay, and was consequently not tlon and murder. 

worth very much as land. 6. i.e., to the Roman authorities. 

3. Jeremiah. The prophecy here 7. the regular Roman punishment 
quoted is a version of Zechariah 11:13. for sedition. 

4. by 8. whipped, a routine part of the 

punishment. 
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his head, and a reed® in his right hand: and they bowed the knee 
before him, and mocked him, saying. Hail, King of the Jews! And 
they spit upon him, and took the reed, and smote him on the head. 
And after that they had mocked him, they took the robe off from 
him, and put his own raiment on him, and led him away to crucify 
him. And as they came out, they found a man of Cyrene,i® Simon 
by name: him they compelled to bear his cross. And when they were 
come unto a place called Golgotha, that is to say, a place of a skull, 

They gave him vinegar to drink mingled with gaD:^^ and when 
he had tasted thereof, he would not drink. And they crucified him, 
and parted his garments, casting lots: that it might be fulfilled 
which was spoken by the prophet, They parted my garments among 
them, and upon my vesture did they cast lots.12 And sitting down 
they watched him there; and set up over his head his accusation 
written, this is jesus the king of the jews. Then were there 
two thieves crucified with him, one on the right hand, and another 
on the left. 

And they that passed by reviled him, wagging their heads, and 
saying, Thou that destroyest the temple, and buildest it in three 
days, save thyself. If thou be the Son of God, come down from the 
cross. Likewise also the chief priests mocking him, with the scribes 
and ciders, said. He saved others; himself he cannot save. If he be 
the King of Israel, let him now come down from thd cross, and we 
will believe him. He trusted in God; let him deliver iim now, if he 
will have him: for he said, I am the Son of God. The thieves also, 
which were crucified with him, cast the same in hSs teeth. Now 
from the sixth hour there was darkness over all the land unto the 
ninth hour. And about the ninth hour Jesus cried with a loud voice, 
saying, Eli, Eli, lama sabachthani? that is to say, Mj? God, my God, 
why hast thou forsaken me?^® Some of them that stood there, when 
they heard that, said. This man calleth for Elias. And straightway 
one of them ran, and took a sponge, and filled it with vinegar, 
and put it on a reed, and gave him to drink. The rest said. Let be, 
let us see whether Elias^^ will come to save him. 

Jesus, when he had cried again with a loud voice, yielded up the 
ghost. And, behold, the veil of the temple^® was rent in twain from 
the top to the bottom; and the earth did quake, and the rocks rent; 
and the graves were opened; and many bodies of the saints which 
slept arose, and came out of the graves after his resurrection, and 

9. to represent the king's scepter. addition to the text 

10. on the coast of North Africa. 13. the opening words of Psalm 22. 

1 1 . The Greek word translated “vine- The actual words of Jesus, “Eli, Eli, 
gar" describes a sour wine which was lama sabachthani?" are Aramaic, the 
the regular drink of the Roman soldiery. spoken Hebrew of the period. 

The addition of bitter gall is further 14. See footnote 11. 
mockery. 15. the prophet Elijah. 

12. that it might . . . cast lots: It 16. the curtain which screened off the 
is generally agreed that this is a late holy of holies. 
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went into the holy city, and appeared unto many. Now when the 
centurion, and they that were with him, watching Jesus, saw the 
earthquake, and those things that were done, they feared greatly, 
saying, Truly this was the Son of God. And many women were 
there beholding afar off, which followed Jesus from Galilee, minister- 
ing unto him: among which was Mary Magdalene, and Mary the 
mother of James and Joses, and the mother of Zebedee's children. 
When the even was come, there came a rich man of Arimathaea, 
named Joseph, who also himself was Jesus’ disciple. He went to 
Pilate, and begged the body of Jesus. Then Pilate commanded the 
body to be delivered. And when Joseph had taken the body, he 
wrapped it in clean linen cloth, and laid it in his own new tomb, 
which he had hewn out in the rock: and he rolled a great stone to 
the door of the sepulchre, and departed. And there was Mary Mag- 
dalene, and the other Mary, sitting over against the sepulchre. 

Now the next day, that followed the day of the preparation, the 
chief priests and Pharisees came together unto Pilate, saying, Sir, 
we remember that that deceiver said, while he was yet alive, After 
three days I will rise again. Command therefore that the sepulchre 
be made sure^® until the third day, lest his disciples come by night, 
and steal him away, and say unto the people, He is risen from the 
dead: so the last error shall be worse than the first. Pilate said unto 
them. Ye have a watch go your way, make it as sure as ye can. So 
they went, and made the sepulchre sure, sealing the stone, and set- 
ting a watch. 

17. the Roman officer in charge of the 18. guarded, 
execution. 19. police force. 

[The Resurrection]'^ 

28. In the end of the sabbath, as it began to dawn toward the 
first day of the week, came Mary Magdalene and the other Mary to 
see the sepulchre. And, behold, there was a great earthquake: for 
the angel of the Lord descended from heaven, and came and rolled 
back the stone from the door, and sat upon it. His countenance was 
like lightning, and his raiment white as snow: and for fear of him 
the keepers did shake, and became as dead men. And the angel 
answered and said unto the women, Fear not ye: for I know that 
ye seek Jesus, which was crucified. He is not here: for he is risen, as 
he said. Come, see the place where the Lord lay. And go quickly, 
and tell his disciples that he is risen from the dead; and, behold, he 
goeth before you into Galilee; there shall ye see him: lo, I have told 
you. And they departed quickly from the sepulchre with fear and 
great joy; and did run to bring his disciples word. 

And as they went to tell his disciples, behold, Jesus met them, 
saying. All hail I And they came and held him by the feet, and wor- 

♦ Matthew 28:1-20. 



First Epistle to the Corinthians • 415 

shipped him. Then said Jesus unto them, Be not afraid; go tell my 
brethren that they go into Galilee, and there shall they see me. 

Now when they were going, behold, some of the watch came into 
the city, and shewed unto the chief priests all the things that were 
done. And when they were assembled with the elders, and had taken 
counsel, they gave large money unto the soldiers, saying. Say ye, 
His disciples came by night, and stole him away while we slept. 
And if this come to the governor's ears, we will persuade him, and 
secure you. So they took the money, and did as they were taught: 
and this saying is commonly reported among the Jews until this day. 

Then the eleven disciples went away into Galilee, into a moun- 
tain where Jesus had appointed them. And when they saw him, 
they worshipped him: but some doubted. And Jesus came and spake 
unto them, saying, All power is given unto me in heaven and in 
earth. 

Go ye therefore, and teach all nations, baptizing them in the 
name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost: teach- 
ing them to observe all things whatsoever I have commanded you: 
and, lo, I am with you alway, even unto the end of the world. 
Amen. 


The First Epistle of Paul to the Corinthians'^ 

1 . Paul, called to be an apostle of Jesus Christ through the will 
of God, and Sosthenes^ our brother. Unto the Church of God 
which is at Corinth,-^ to them that are sanctified 4n Christ Jesus, 
called to be saints, with all that in every place call? upon the name 
of Jesus Christ our Lord, both their's and our's: Grice be unto you, 
and peace, from God our Father, and from the Lord Jesus Christ. 
I thank my God always on your behalf, for the giice of God which 
is given you by Jesus Christ; that in every thing ye are enriched by 
him, in all utterance, and in all knowledge; even as the testimony 
of Christ was confirmed in you:^ so that ye come behind in no gift; 
waiting for the coming of our Lord Jesus Christ: who shall also 
confirm^ you unto the end, that ye may be blamdess in the day of 
our Lord Jesus Christ. God is faithful, by whom ye were called unto 
the fellowhsip of his Son Jesus Christ our Lord.*^ Now I beseech 
you, brethren, by the name of our Lord Jesus Christ, that ye all 
speak the same thing, and that there be no divisions among you; 
but that ye be perfectly joined together in the same mind and in 


♦I Corinthians 1:1 — 2:16, 7:1-40, 
13:1-13, 15:1-58. 

1 . unknown, presumably a member of 
the Corinthian church with whom Paul 
here associates himself. 

2. a rich commercial city, capital of 
the Roman province of Achaea. Corinth 
was famous in ancient times as a 
luxurious pleasure resort. 


3. Paul had founded the church at 
Corinth. The phrase means '‘since my 
preaching has taken firm hold on you.” 

4. strengthen. 

5. This opening passage is an elabor- 
ate form of the customary beginning of 
a letter; the simple form would read, 
“Paul and Sosthenes to the Church of 
God in Corinth, greeting.” 
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the same judgment. For it hath been declared unto me of you, my 
brethren, by them which are of the house of Ghloe,^ that there are 
contentions among you. Now this I say, that every one of you saith, 
I am of Paul; and I of Apollos;^ and I of Cephas;® and I of Christ. 
Is Christ divided? was Paul crucified for you? or were ye baptized 
in the name of Paul? I thank God that I baptized none of you, but 
Crispus® and Gains; lest any should say that I had baptized in mine 
own name. And 1 baptized also the household of Stephanas: be- 
sides,*^ I know not whether 1 baptized any other. For Christ sent me 
not to baptize, but to preach the gospel: not with wisdom of words, 
lest the cross of Christ should be made of none effect. For the 
preaching of the cross is to them that perish^^ foolishness; but unto 
us which arc saved it is the power of God. For it is written,^* I 
will destroy the wisdom of the wise, and will bring to nothing the 
understanding of the prudent. Where is the wise? where is the 
scribe?^® where is the disputer of this world?^* hath not God made 
foolish the wisdom of this world? For after that^® in the wisdom 
of God the world by wisdom knew not God, it pleased God by the 
foolishness of preaching to save them that believe. For the Jews re- 
quire a sign, and the Greeks seek after wisdom: but we preach 
Chnst crucified, unto the Jews a stumblingblock, and unto the 
Greeks foolishness;^® but unto them which are called, both Jews and 
Greeks, Christ the power of God, and the wisdom of God. Because 
the foolishness of God is wiser than men; and the weakness of God 
is stronger than men. For ye see your calling, brethren, how that 
not many wise men after the flesh, not many mighty, not many 
noble, are called: but God hath chosen the foolish things of the 
world to confound the wise; and God hath chosen the weak things 
of the world to confound the things which are mighty; and base 
things of the world, and things which are despised, hath God 
chosen, yea, and things which are not, to bring to nought things 
that are: that no flesh should glory in his presence. But of him are 
yc in Christ Jesus, who of God is made unto us wisdom, and right- 
eousness, and sanctification, and redemption: that, according as it 
is written. He that glorieth, let him glory in the Lord. 

2 . And I, brethren, when I came to you, came not with excellency 
of speech or of wisdom, declaring unto you the testimony of God. 

6. unidentified. 13. the professional interpreter ol 

7. Apollos visited Corinth after Paul; the Jewish law. 

he was “an eloquent man, and mighty 14. probably a reference to Greek 
in the scriptures.*’ See Acts 18:24-28. philosophical speculation. 

8. Peter, 15. since. 

9. PauPs first Important convert at 16. The Jews expected some super- 

Corinth. See Acts 18:8. natural confirmation of the divinity of 

lOl apart from these. Christ; the Greeks demanded philosoph- 

11. the unbelievers. ical consistency. 

12, In Isaiah 29:14. 17. according to the standards of this 

world. 
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For I determined not to know any thing among you, save Jesus 
Christ, and him crucified. And I was with you in weakness, and in 
fear, and in much trembling. And my speech and my preaching was 
not with enticing words of man's wisdom, but in demonstration of 
the Spirit and of power: that your faith should not stand in the 
wisdom of men, but in the power of God. Howbeit^® we speak wis- 
dom among them that are perfect: yet not the wisdom of this 
world, nor of the princes of this world, that come to nought: but 
we speak the wisdom of God in a mystery, even the hidden wisdom, 
which God ordained before the world unto our glory: which none 
of the princes of this world knew: for had they known it, they 
would not have crucified the Lord of glory. But as it is written. Eye 
hath not seen, nor car heard, neither have entered into the heart of 
man, the things which God hath prepared for them that love him. 
But God hath revealed them unto us by his Spirit: for the Spirit 
searcheth all things, yea, the deep things of God. For what man 
knoweth the things of a man, save the spirit of man which is in 
him? even so the things of God knoweth no man, but the Spirit of 
God. Now we have received, not the spirit of the world, but the 
spirit which is of God; that we might know the things that are 
freely given to us of God. Which things also we speak, not in the 
words which man's wisdom tcachcth, but which ;tiie Holy Ghost 
teacheth; comparing spiritual things with spiritual. But the natural 
man receiveth not the things of the Spirit of God: for they are 
foolishness unto him: neither can he know them, Ijecause they are 
spiritually discerned. But he that is spiritual judgUtl all things, yet 
he himself is judged of no man. For who hath kpoWn the mind of 
the Lord, that he may instruct him? But we have the mind of 
Christ 


7. Now concerning the things whereof ye wrote unto me: it is 
good for a man not to touch a woman. Nevertheless, to avoid forni- 
cation, let every man have his own wife, and let every woman have 
her own husband. Let the husband render unto the wife due benev- 
olence: and likewise also the wife unto the husband. The wife hath 
not power of her own body, but the husband: and likewise also the 
husband hath not power of his own body, but the wife. Defraud 
ye not one the other, except it be with consent for a time, that ye 
may give yourselves to fasting and prayer; and come together again, 
that Satan tempt you not for your incontinency. But I speak this 
by permission, and not of commandment.^® For I would that all 
men were even as I myself.*® But every man hath his proper gift 

18. yet. not commanded. 

19. !.e., marriage is permissible, but 20. i.e., celibate. 
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of God, one after this manner, and another after that; I say there- 
fore to the unmarried and widows, it is good for them if they abide 
even as I. But if they cannot contain,®^ let them marry: for it is 
better to marry than to burn. And unto the married I command, 
yet not I, but the Lord, Let not the wife depart from her husband: 
but and if she depart, let her remain unmarried, or be reconciled 
to her husband: and let not the husband put away his wife. But to 
the rest speak I, not the Lord: if any brother*® hath a wife that 
bclieveth not,** and she be pleased to dwell with him, let him not 
put her away. And the woman whieh hath a husband that believeth 
not, and if he be pleased to dwell with her, let her not leave him. 
For the unbelieving husband is sanctified by the wife, and the un- 
believing wife is sanctified by the husband: else were your children 
unclean; but now are they holy. But if the unbelieving depart, let 
him depart. A brother or a sister is not under bondage in such 
cases: but God hath called us to peace. For what knowest thou, O 
wife, whether thou shalt save thy husband? or how knowest thou, O 
man, whether thou shalt save thy wife? But as God hath distributed 
to every man, as the Lord hath called every one, so let him walk. 
And so ordain I in all churches. Is any man called being circum- 
cised? let him not become uncircumcised. Is any called in uncir- 
cumcision? let him not be circumcised. Circumcision is nothing, 
and uncircumcision is nothing, but the keeping of the command- 
ments of God.** Let every man abide in the same calling wherein 
he was called. Art thou called being a servant?*® care not for it: but 
if thou mayest be made free, use it rather.*® For he that is called in 
the Lord, being a servant, is the Lord's freeman: likewise also he 
that is called, being free, is Christ's servant. Ye are bought with a 
price;** be not ye the servants of men. Brethren, let every man, 
wherein he is called, therein abide with God. Now concerning vir- 
gins I have no commandment of the Lord: yet I give my judg- 
ment, as one that hath obtained mercy of the Lord to be faithful. 
I suppose therefore that this is good for the present distress,** I say, 
that it is good for a man so to be.*® Art thou bound unto a wife? 
seek not to be loosed. Art thou loosed from a wife? seek not a wife. 
But and if*® thou marry, thou hast not sinned; and if a virgin marry, 
she hath not sinned. Nevertheless such shall have trouble in the 

21. control themselves (compare 25. The Greek word means ‘‘slave.*' 

‘‘continence'*). 26. The Greek is not very clear, but 

22. a member of the church; the seems to mean, “Even if you can become 

terms "brother** and "sister** are used free, choose rather to remain a slave.** 
in this sense throughout. 27. the blood of Christ. 

23. is not a Christian. 28. variously interpreted. It may be 

24. Whatever the precise meaning of a reference to the sorrows and persecu- 

this passage may be, its drift is clear. tions prophesied by Jesus in Matthew 
Race (whether one Is gentile or Jew) 24:61 ff. 

does not matter; all that matters is 29. i.e., virgin. 

“the keeping of the commandments of 30. and if: if. 

God.** 
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flesh: but I spare you.*i But this I say, brethren, the time is short:®* 
it remaineth, that both they that have wives be as though they had 
none; and they that weep, as though they wept not; and they that 
rejoice, as though they rejoiced not; and they that buy, as though 
they possessed not; and they that use this world, as not abusing it: 
for the fashion®* of this world passeth away. But I would have you 
without carefulness. He that is unmarried careth for the things that 
belong to the Lord, how he may please the Lord: but he that is 
married careth for the things that are of the world, how he may 
please his wife. There is difference also between a wife and a virgin. 
The unmarried woman careth for the things of the Lord, that she 
may be holy both in body and in spirit: but she that is married 
careth for the things of the world, how she may please her husband. 
And this I speak for your own profit; not that I may cast a snare 
upon you,®* but for that which is comely, and that ye may attend 
upon the Lord without distraction. But if any man think that he 
behaveth himself uncomely toward his virgin,®* if she pass the flower 
of her age, and need so require, let him do what he will, he sinneth 
not: let them marry. Nevertheless he that standeth steadfast in his 
heart, having no necessity, but hath power over his own will, and 
hath so decreed in his heart that he will keep his virgin, doeth well. 
So then he that giveth her in marriage doeth well; but he that 
giveth her not in marriage doeth better. The wife 'as bound by the 
law as long as her husband liveth; but if her husbtnd be dead, she 
is at liberty to be married to whom she will; onljr in the Lord.®* 
But she is happier if she so®^ abide, after my judgnient: and I think 
also that I have the Spirit of God. 

13. Though I speak with the tongues of men nnd of angels, and 
have not charity,®* I am become as sounding brass, or a tinkling 
cymbal. And though I have the gift of prophecy, and understand 
all mysteries, and all knowledge; and though I have all faith, so 
that I could remove mountains, and have not charity, I am nothing. 
And though I bestow all my goods to feed the poor, and though I 
give my body to be burned, and have not charity, it profiteth me 
nothing. Charity suffereth long,®* and is kind; charity envieth not; 
charity vaunteth not itself, is not puffed up, doth not behave itself 
unseemly, seeketh not her own, is not easily provoked, thinketh 
no evil; rejoicetli not in iniquity, but rejoiceth in the truth; beareth 
all things, believeth all things, hopeth all things, endureth all 

31. lam trying to spare you (trouble 34. i.e., this is not a command, but a 

in the flesh). suggestion. 

32. cither, “man’s life is short” or, 35. daughter. 

“the time before the Second Coming 36. to a Christian, 

is short.” 37. unmarried. 

33. shape, form. 38. love. 

^ ' 39. is long-suffering, patient. ‘ 
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things. Charity never faileth: but whether there be prophecies, they 
shall fail; whether there be tongues, they shall cease; whether there 
be knowledge, it shall vanish away. For we know in part, and we 
prophesy in part. But when that which is perfect is come, then that 
which is in part shall be done away. When I was a child, I spoke 
as a child, I understood as a child, I thought as a child: but when I 
became a man, I put away childish things. For now we see through 
a glass, darkly;^^ but then face to face: now I know in part; but 
then shall I know even as also I am known. And now abideth faith, 
hope, charity, these three; but the greatest of these is charity. 


15. Moreover, brethren, I declare unto you the gospel which I 
preached unto you, which also ye have received, and wherein ye 
stand; by which also yc are saved, if ye keep in memory what I 
preached unto you, unless ye have believed in vain. For I delivered 
unto you first of all that which I also received, how that Christ died 
for our sins according to the scriptures;^^ and that he was buried, 
and that he rose again the third day according to the scriptures: 
and that he was seen of Cephas,'*^ then of the twelve after that, 
he was seen of above five hundred brethren at once; of whom the 
greater part remain unto this present, but some are fallen asleep.-** 
After that, he was seen of james;^® then of all the apostles. And 
last of all he was seen of me also,*® as of one born out of due time. 
For I am the least of the apostles, that am not meet to be called 
an apostle, because I persecuted the church of God. But by the 
grace of God I am what I am: and his grace which was bestowed 
upon me was not in vain; but I laboured more abundantly than 
they all: yet not I, but the grace of God which was with me. There- 
fore whether it were I or they, so we preach, and so ye believed. 
Now if Christ be preached that he rose from the dead, how say 
some among you that there is no resurrection of the dead? But if 
there be no resurrection of the dead, then is Christ not risen: and 
if Christ be not risen, then is our preaching vain, and your faith is 
also vain. Yea, and we are found false witnesses of God; because we 
have testified of God that he raised up Christ: whom he raised not 
up, if so be that the dead rise not. For if the dead rise not, then is 


40. “darkly,” because ancient mirrors 
were made not of glass but of 
bronze. 

41. the Old Testament prophecies. 

42. Peter. Sec Luke 24:34. 

43. the Apostles. See Luke 24:36 ff. 

44. dead. 

45. the brother of Jesus. 

46. For an account of this see Acts 
9. Paul (or Saul, as he was called 
before bis conversion), engaged in per- 


secuting the Christians, was on the road 
to Damascus when “suddenly there 
shined round about him a light from 
heaven: and he fell to the earth, and 
heard a voice saying unto him, Saul, 
Saul, why persecutest thou me? And he 
said, Who art thou. Lord? And the 
Lord said, I am Jesus whom thou per- 
secutest.” Paul went on to Damascus, 
and instead of persecuting the Chris- 
tians, preached the gospel of Christ. 
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not Christ raised: and if Christ be not raised, your faith is vain; ye 
are yet in your sms. Then they also which are fallen asleep in 
Christ are perished. If in this life only we have hope in Christ, we 
are of all men most miserable. But now is Christ risen from the 
dead, and become the firstfruits*^ of them that slept. For since by 
man came death, by man came also the resurrection of the dead. 
For as in Adam all die, even so in Christ shall all be made alive. 
But every man in his own order: Christ the firstfruits; afterward 
they that are Christ’s at his coming. Then cometh the end, when 
he shall have delivered up the kingdom to God, even the Father; 
when he shall have put down all rule and all authority and power. 
For he must reign, till he hath put all enemies under his feet. The 
last enemy that shall be destroyed is death. For he hath put all 
things under his feet. But when he saith all things are put under 
him, it is manifest that he is excepted, which did put all things 
under him. And when all things shall be subdued unto him, then 
shall the Son also himself be subject unto him that put all things 
under him, that God may be all in all. Else what shall they do 
which are baptized for the dead,*® if the dead rise not at all? why 
are they then baptized for the dead? and why stand we in jeop- 
ardy*® every hour? J protest by your rejoicing which J have in Christ 
Jesus our Lord, I die daily. If after the manner, of men I have 
fought with beasts at Ephesus,®® what advantageth it me, if the 
dead rise not? let us eat and drink; for to-morrow, we die. Be not 
deceived: evil communications corrupt good mai|ners. Awake to 
righteousness, and sin not; for some have not the knowledge of 
God: I speak this to your shame. But some man will say. How are 
the dead raised up? and with what body do they come? Thou fool, 
that which thou sowest is not quickened,®^ except .it die: and that 
which thou sowest, thou sowest not that body that shall be, but 
bare grain, it may chance®^ of wheat, or of some other grain: but 
God giveth it a body as it hath pleased him, and to every seed his 
own body. All flesh is not the same flesh: but there is one kind of 
flesh of men, another flesh of beasts, another of fishes, and another 
of birds. There are also celestial bodies, and bodies terrestrial: but 
the glory of the celestial is one, and the glory of the terrestrial is 
another. There is one glory of the sun, and another glory of the 
moon, and another glory of the stars: for one star differeth from 

47. the symbolic promise of resur- risk of persecution and death, if there 

rcction for them all. is to be no resurrection? To be a 

48. The phrase is obscure and has Christian is to “die daily 

been the subject of much controversy. SO. Christians were often, in the later 
It is a reference to some form of persecutions, made to fight wild beasts 

baptism (perhaps peculiar to Corinth) in the arena. But there is no record of 

which implied belief in the resur- this happening to Paul; the phrase must 

rection of the dead. If there is no be another metaphor for the dangers 

resurrection, the ceremony is meaning- which surrounded him. 
less. 51. brought to life. 

49. in danger. Why run the constant 52. perhaps. 
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another star in glory. So also is the resurrection of the dead. It is 
sown in corruption; it is raised in incorruption; it is sown in dis- 
honour; it is raised in glory; it is sown in weakness; it is raised in 
power: it is sown a natural body: it is raised a spiritual body. There 
is a natural body, and there is a spiritual body. And so it is writ- 
ten,®® The first man Adam was made a living soul; the last Adam 
was made a quickening spirit. Howbeit that was not first which is 
spiritual, but that which is natural; and afterward that which is 
spiritual. The first man is of the earth, earthy: the second man is 
the Lord from heaven. As is the earthy, such are they also that are 
earthy: and as is the heavenly, such are they also that are heavenly. 
And as we have borne the image of the earthy, we shall also bear 
the image of the heavenly. Now this I say, brethren, that flesh and 
blood cannot inherit the kingdom of God; neither doth corruption 
inherit incorruption. Behold, I shew you a mystery; we shall not all 
sleep, but we shall all be changed, in a moment, in the twinkling 
of an eye, at the last trump: for the trumpet shall sound, and the 
dead shall be raised incorruptible, and we shall be changed. For 
this corruptible must put on incorruption, and this mortal must put 
on immortality. So when this corruptible shall have put on incor- 
ruption, and this mortal shall have put on immortality, then shall 
be brought to pass the saying that is written,®^ Death is swallowed 
up in victory. O death, where is thy sting? O grave, where is thy 
victory? The sting of death is sin; and the strength of sin is the law. 
But thanks be to God, which giveth us the victory through our 
Lord Jesus Christ. Therefore, my beloved brethren, be ye steadfast, 
immovable, always abounding in the work of the Lord, forasmuch 
as ye know that your labour is not in vain in the Lord. 

S3. See Genesis 2:7. 54. See Isaiah 25:8. 


PETRONIUS 

(died 65 A.D.) 

Satyricon* 

The Banquet of Trimalchio 

[The narrator, Encolpius, is a penniless vagabond who is a stu- 
dent of rhetoric under a master named Agamemnon. His close as- 
sociates are Ascyltos, a fellow student, and Giton, a handsome boy 
who has no particular occupation. After some disreputable and very 
tiring adventures they are invited, as pupils of Agamemnon, to a 

♦ Probably written during the princi- of the publishers from the Loeb Classical 
pate of Nero (S4--68 a.d.). Our selcc- Library edition of Petronius, translated 
tion is one of the best-known parts of by M. Hescltine. 
the work and is reprinted by permission 
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banquet. The scene of the story is an unidentified city in southern 
Italy, the time probably about 50 a.d.] 

We were making some melancholy plans for avoiding the coming 
storm, ^ when one of Agamemnon's servants came up as we stood 
hesitating, and said, ''Do you not know at whose house it is to-day? 
Trimalchio,® a very rich man, who has a clock"* and a uniformed 
trumpeter^ in his dining-room, to keep telling him how much of his 
life is lost and gone.” We forgot our troubles and hurried into our 
clothes, and told Giton, who till now had been waiting on us very 
willingly, to follow us to the baths.® We began to take a stroll in 
evening dress to pass the time, or rather to joke and mix with the 
groups of players, when all at once we saw a bald old man in a red- 
dish shirt playing at ball with some long-haired boys. It was not the 
boys that attracted our notice, though they deserved it, but the old 
gentleman, who was in his house-shoes, busily engaged with a green 
ball. He never picked it up if it touched the ground. A slave stood 
by with a bagful and supplied them to the players. We also observed 
a new feature in the game. Two eunuchs were standing at different 
points in the group. One held a silver jordan, one counted the balls, 
not as they flew from hand to hand in the rigour of the game, but 
when they dropped to the ground. We were amazed at such a dis- 
play, and then Menclaus® ran up and said, “This is the man who 
will give you places at his table: indeed what you see is the overture 
to his dinner.” Mcnclaiis had just finished when Trimalchio cracked 
his fingers. One eunuch came up at this signal and held the jordan 
for him as he played. He relieved himself and called for a basin, 
dipped in his hands and wiped them on a boy's head. 

I cannot linger over details. Wc went into the bath. We stayed 
till we ran with sweat, and then at once passed through into the 
cold water. Trimalchio was now anointed all over and rubbed down, 
not with towels, but with blankets of the softest wool. Three 
masseurs sat there drinking Falcrnian wine^ under his eyes. They 
quarrelled and spilt a quantity. Trimalchio said they were drinking 
his health. Then he was rolled up in a scarlet woollen coat and put 
in a litter. Four runners decked with medals went before him, and 
a hand-cart on which his favourite rode. This was a wrinkled blear- 
eyed boy uglier than his master Trimalchio. As he was being driven 
off, a musician with a tiny pair of pipes arrived, and played the 
whole way as though he were whispering secrets in his ear. 

1. a repetition of the unsavory in- 5. a public institution. Th^ were 
cidents they have just been through. magnificent buildings, containing not 

2. The name means “triply unpleas- only baths of many types and tempera- 

ant” or “triply powerful.” tures, but places for conversation and 

3. at this time a rare and expensive games and even libraries. 

article. 6. appropriately enough, Agamem- 

4. to sound off every hour on the non’s assistant in instruction. 

hour. 7. a famous wine from Campania, the 

district south of Rome. 
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We followed, lost in wonder, and came with Agamemnon to the 
door. A notice was fastened on the doorpost: “no slave to go 

OUT OF DOORS EXCEPT BY THE MASTER'S ORDERS. PENALTY, ONE 

HUNDRED STRIPES.” Just at the entrance stood a porter in green 
clothes, with a cherry-coloured belt, shelling peas in a silver dish. 
A golden cage hung in the doorway, and a spotted magpie in it 
greeted visitors. I was gazing at all this, when I nearly fell back- 
wards and broke my leg. For on the left hand as you went in, not 
far from the porter's office, a great dog on a chain was painted on 
the wall, and over him was written in large letters “beware of 
THE DOG.” My friends laughed at me, but I plucked up courage 
and went on to examine the whole wall. It had a picture of a slave- 
market on it, with the persons' names. Trimalchio was there with 
long hair, holding a Mercury's staff.® Minerva® had him by the hand 
and was leading him into Rome. Then the painstaking artist had 
given a faithful picture of his whole career with explanations: how 
he had learned to keep Recounts, and how at last he had been made 
steward. At the point where the wall-space gave out, Mercury had 
taken him by the chin, and was whirling him up to his high official 
throne.^®. . . 

I began to ask the porter what pictures they had in the hall. “The 
Iliad and the Odyssey,” he said, “and the gladiator's show given by 
Laenas.” I could not take the whole multiplicacity in at once. . . . 

We now went through to the dining-room. . . . We sat down, 
and boys from Alexandria poured water cooled with snow over our 
hands. Others followed and knelt down at our feet, and proceeded 
with great skill to pare our hangnails. Even this unpleasant duty 
did not silence them, but they kept singing at their work. I wanted 
to find out whether the whole household could sing, so I asked 
for a drink. A ready slave repeated my order in a chant not less 
shrill. They all did the same if they were asked to hand anything. 
It was more like an actor's dance than a gentleman's dining-room. 
But some rich and tasty whets for the appetite were brought on; for 
every one had now sat down except Trimalchio, who had the first 
place kept for him in the new style.^^ A donkey in Corinthian 
bronze stood on the side-board, with panniers holding olives, white 
in one side, black in the other. Two dishes hid the donkey; Trimal- 
chio’s name and their weight in silver was engraved on their edges. 
There were also dormice rolled in honey and poppy-seed, and sup- 
ported on little bridges soldered to the plate. Then there were hot 
sausages laid on a silver grill, and under the grill damsons and seeds 
of pomegranate. 

8. Mercury (Hermes) was a tricks- worship of the emperor, and entitled to 
ter, and the patron god of businessmen. sit on a throne at public functions. 

9. the Roman counterpart of Athene. 11. a new and fashionable order of 

10. Trimalchio was a priest of the seating at a banquet. 
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While we were engaged with these delicacies, Trimalchio was 
conducted in to the sound of music, propped on the tiniest of pil- 
lows. A laugh escaped the unwary. His head was shaven and peered 
out of a scarlet cloak, and over the heavy clothes on his neck he had 
put on a napkin with a broad stripe and fringes hanging from it all 
round. On the little finger of his left hand he had an enormous gilt 
ring, and on the top joint of the next finger a smaller ring which 
appeared to me to be entirely gold, but was really set all round with 
iron cut out in little stars. Not content with this display of wealth, 
he bared his right arm, where a golden braeelet shone, and an ivory 
bangle clasped with a plate of bright metal. Then he said, as he 
picked his teeth with a silver quill, “It was not convenient for me 
to come to dinner yet, my friends, but I gave up all my own pleas- 
ure; I did not like to stay away any longer and keep you waiting. 
But you will not mind if I finish my game?'' A boy followed him 
with a table of terebinth wood^- and crystal pieces, and I noticed 
the prettiest thing possible. Instead of blaek and white counters 
they used gold and silver coins. Trimalchio kept passing every kind 
of remark as he played, and wc were still busy with the hors 
d'oeuvres, when a tray was brought in with a basket on it, in which 
there was a hen made of wood, spreading out her wings as they do 
when they arc sitting. The music grew loud: two slaves at once came 
up and began to hunt in the straw. Peahen's eggs were pulled out 
and handed to the guests. Trimalchio turned his head to look, and 
said, “I gave orders, my friends, that peahen's egg$ should be put 
under a common hen. And upon my oath I am afraid they are hard- 
set by now. But we will try whether they are still fresh enough to 
suck.” We took our spoons, half-a-pound in ‘Weight at least, 
and hammered at the eggs, which were balls of fine meal. I 
was on the point of throwing away iny portion* I thought a pea- 
chick had already formed. But hearing a practised diner say, “What 
treasure have we here?” I poked through the shell with my finger, 
and found a fat becafico^^ rolled up in spiced yolk of egg. 

Trimalchio had now stopped his game, and asked for all the same 
dishes, and in a loud voice invited any of us, who wished, to take 
a second glass of mead.^^ Suddenly the music gave the sign, and 
the light dishes were swept away by a troop of singing servants. An 
entrde-dish happened to fall in the rush, and a boy picked it up 
from the ground. Trimalchio saw him, and directed that he should 
be punished by a box on the ear, and made to throw down the dish 
again. A chairman followed and began to sweep out the silver with 
a broom among the other rubbish. Then two long-haired Ethiopians 
with little wineskins, just like the men who scatter sand in an am- 

12. a ve^ hard wood which takes 13. fig-pecker (a bird), 

a high polish and is very expensive 14. This particular mixture consisted 

(like everything Trimalchio has). of four parts of wine to one of honey. 
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phitheatrc,^® came in and gave us wine to wash our hands in, for 
no one offered us water. 

We complimented our host on his arrangements. ''Mars loves a 
fair field/' said he, "and so I gave orders that every one should have 
a separate table. In that way these filthy slaves will not make us so 
hot by crowding past us." 

Just then some glass jars carefully fastened with gypsum were 
brought on, with labels tied to their necks, inscribed, "Falernian of 
Opimius's vintage,^* loo years in bottle." As we were poring over 
the labels Trimalchio clapped his hands and cried, "Ah me, so wine 
lives longer than miserable man. So let us be merry. Wine is life. 
I put on real wine of Opimius's year. I produced some inferior stuff 
yesterday, and there was a much finer set of people to dinner." As 
we drank and admired each luxury in detail, a slave brought in a 
silver skeleton, made so that its limbs and spine could be moved 
and bent in every direction. He put it down once or twice on the 
table so that the supple joints showed several attitudes, and Trimal- 
chio said appropriately: "Alas for us poor mortals, all that poor man 
is is nothing. So we shall all be, after tlie world below takes us 
away. Let us live then while it goes well with us."^^ 

Aiter we had praised this outburst a dish followed, not at all of 
the size we expected; but its novelty drew every eye to it. . . . 

After this dish Trimalchio got up and retired. With the tyrant 
away wc had our freedom, and we began to draw the conversation 
of our neighbours. Dama began after calling for bumpers: "Day is 
nothing. Night is on you before you can turn round. Then there is 
no better plan than going straight out of bed to dinner. It is pre- 
cious cold. I could scarcely get warm in a bath. But a hot drink is 
as good as an overcoat. I have taken some deep drinks and I am 
quite soaked. The wine has gone to my head." 

Selcucus took up the tale and said: "I do not wash every day; 
the bathman pulls you to pieces like a fuller,^® the water bites, and 
the heart of man melts away daily. But when I have put down some 
draughts of mead I let the cold go to the devil. Besides, I could not 
wash; I was at a funeral to-day. A fine fellow, the excellent Chrysan- 
thus, has breathed his last. It was but the other day he greeted me. 
I feel as if I were speaking with him now. Dear, dear, how we 
bladders of wind strut about. We are meaner than flies; flies have 
their virtues, we arc nothing but bubbles. And what would have 
happened if he had not tried the fasting cure? No water touched 

15. after a gladiatorial contest, to ab- consul’s name began, Trimalchio’s wine 

sorb the blood. is the oldest possible. 

16. The wine was labeled with the 17. These platitudes are delivered in 

name of the man who was consul in the verse. 

year it was bottled. Opimius was consul IS. cleaner of clothes. The fullers 

in 121 BX. Since it was in this year that used very strong solvents, 
tbt custom of dating the wine by the 
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his lips for five days, not a morsel of bread. Yet he went over to 
the majority.^* The doctors killed him — no, it was his unhappy 
dcstinjr, a doctor is nothing but a sop to conscience. Still, he 
was carried out in fine style on a bier covered with a good pall. The 
mourning was very good too— he had freed a number of slaves — 
even though his own wife was very grudging over her tears. I dare- 
say he did not treat her particularly kindly. But women one and all 
are a set of vultures. It is no use doing anyone a kindness; it is all 
the same as if you put your kindness in a well. But an old love 
pinches like a crab.” 

He was a bore, and Phileros shouted out: '‘Oh, let us remember 
the living. He has got his deserts; he lived decently and died de- 
cently. \^at has he got to grumble at? He started with twopence, 
and he was always ready to pick a halfpenny out of the dirt with 
his teeth. So he grew and grew like a honey-comb. Upon my word, 
I believe he left a clear hundred thousand, and all in hard cash. 
Still, I have eaten the dog's tongue, I must speak the truth. He had 
a rough mouth, and talked continually, and was more of a discord 
than a man. His brother was a fine fellow, stood by his friends, 
open-handed and kept a good table. To begin with, he caught a 
Tartar:^® but his first vintage set him on his feet: he used to get 
any price he asked for his wine. And what made him hold up his 
head was that he came into an estate out of which he got more 
than had been left to him. And that blockhead,^! in a fit of passion 
with his brother, left the family property away to some nobody or 
other. He that flies from his own family has far to travel. But he 
had some eaves-dropping slaves who did for him. A man who is 
always ready to believe what is told him will never do well, espe- 
cially a business man. Still no doubt he enjoyed himself every day 
of his hfe. Blessed is he who gets the gift, not he for whom it is 
meant. He was a real Fortune's darling, lead turned gold in his 
hands. Yes, it is easy when everytliing goes fair and square. And 
how many years do you think he had on his shoulders? Seventy and 
more. But he was a tough old thing, carried his age well, as black as 
a crow, I had known him world without end, and he was still 
merry.** I really do not think he spared a single creature in his 
house. No, he was still a gay one, ready for anything. Well, I do 
not blame him: it is only his past pleasures he can take with him.” 

So said Phileros, but Ganymede broke in: "You go talking about 
things which are neitlier in heaven nor earth, and none of you care 
all the time how the price of food pinches. I swear I cannot get 
hold of a mouthful of bread to-day. And how the drought goes on. 
There has been a famine for a whole year now. Damn the magis- 

19. died. 21. Chrysanthus. 

20. His first business venture was a 22. lustful, 
failure. 



428 Petronius 


trates, who play ‘Scratch my back, and Til scratch yours,' in league 
with the bakers. So the little people come off badly; for the jaws 
of the upper classes are always keeping carnival. I do wish we had 
the bucks^s I found here when I first came out of Asia. That was 
life. If the flour was any but the finest, they beat those vampires-* 
into a jelly, until they put the fear of God into them. I remember 
Safinius: he used to live then by the old arch when I was a boy. He 
was more of a mustard-pot than a man: used to scorch the ground 
wherever he trod. Still he was straight; you could trust him, a true 
friend: you would not be afraid to play at inorra^s with him in the 
dark. How he used to dress them down in the senate-house, every 
one of them, never using roundabout phrases, making a straight- 
forward attack. And when he was pleading in the courts, his voice 
used to swell like a trumpet. Never any sweating or spitting: I 
imagine he had a touch of the Asiatic style.-® And how kindly he 
returned one's greeting, calling every one by name quite like one of 
ourselves. So at that time food was dirt-cheap. You could buy a 
larger loaf for twopence than you and your better half together 
could get through. One secs a bun bigger now. Lord, things arc 
worse every day. This town goes downhill like the calf's tail. But 
why do we put up with a magistrate not worth three pcpper-corns, 
who cares more about putting twopence in his purse than keeping 
us alive? He sits grinning at home, and pockets more money a day 
than other people have for a fortune. I happen to know where he 
came by a thousand in gold. If we had any spunk in us he would 
not be so pleased with himself. Nowadays people arc lions in their 
own houses, and foxes out of doors. I have already eaten my rags, 
and if these prices keep up, I shall have to sell my cottages. What- 
ever is to happen if neither the gods nor man will take pity on this 
town? As I hope to have joy of my children, I believe all these 
things come from Heaven. For no one now believes that the gods 
are gods. There is no fasting done, no one cares a button for 
religion: they all shut their eyes and count their own goods. In old 
days the mothers in their best robes used to climb the hill with bare 
feet and loose hair, pure in spirit, and pray Jupiter to send rain. 
Then it used promptly to rain by the bucket: it was now or never: 
and they all came home, wet as drowned rats. As it is, the gods arc 
gouty in the feet because we are sceptics. So our fields lie baking — " 

“Oh, don't be so gloomy," said Echion, the old clothes dealer. 
‘‘ ‘There's ups and there's downs/ as the country bumpkin said 

23. bold young bloods; the literal style which became fashionable in Rome 

meaning of the Latin is *^lions.’* in the first century b.c. Ganymede^s 

24. the bakers. standards can be gauged from his 

25. a game which requires the judgment that to refrain from sweating 

players to match the number of fingers and spitting while making a speech 
held out by the opponent. shows the influence of the “Asiatic 

26. an ornate and elaborate oratorical style.’’ 
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when he lost his spotted pig. What is not to-day, will be to-mor* 
row: so we trudge through life. I engage you could not name a 
better country to call one's own, if only the men in it had sense. 
It has its troubles now like others. We must not be too particular 
when there is a sky above us all. If you were anywhere else, you 
would say that roast pork walked in the streets here. Just think, we 
are soon to be given a superb spectacle lasting three days; not sim- 
ply a troupe of professional gladiators, but a large number of them 
freedmen. And our good Titus has a big imagination and is hot- 
blooded: it will be one thing or another, something real anyway. I 
know him very well, and he is all against half-measures. He will 
give you the finest blades, no running away, butchery done in the 
middle, where the whole audience can see it. And he has the 
wherewithal; he came into thirty million when his father came to 
grief. If he spends four hundred thousand, his estate will never 
feel it, and his name will live for ever. He has already collected 
some clowns, and a woman to fight from a chariot, and Glyco's 
steward,27 who was caught amusing Glyco's wife. You will see the 
crowd quarrel, jealous husbands against gallants. A twopenny-half- 
penny fellow like Glyco goes throwing his steward to the beasts, 
lie only gives himself away. It is not the slave's fault; he had to do 
as he was told. That filthy wife of his rather deserved to be tossed 
by the bull. But a man who cannot beat his donkey, beats the 
saddle. How did Glyco suppose that a sprig of Hetoogcncs's sow- 
ing-® would ever come to a good end? He was ond for paring the 
claws of a kite on the wing, and you do not gather figs from thistles. 
Glyco? why, Glyco has given away his own flesh and blood. He will 
be branded as long as he lives, and nothing but death will wipe it 
out. But a man must have his faults. My nose prophesies a good 
meal'-^® from Mammaea, twopence each for me and mine. If he 
docs, he will put Norbanus*^® quite in the shade. You know he will 
beat him hands down. After all, what has Norbanus ever done for 
us? He produced some decayed twopenny-halfpenny gladiators, who 
would have fallen flat if you breathed on them; I have seen better 
ruffians turned in to fight the wild beasts. He shed the blood of 
some mounted infantry that might have come off a lamp;^^ dung- 
hill cocks you would have called them: one a spavined mule, the 
other bandy-legged, and the holder of the bye,®® just one corpse 
instead of another, and hamstrung. One man, a Thracian, had some 
stuffing, but he too fought according to the rule of the schools.*^® 

27. a household slave. His master was banquets and gladiatorial shows to win 
permitted by law to condemn him to popular favor. 

fight wild beasts in the arena. 30. a well-known local lawyer. 

28. Presumably Hemogenes was the 31. as small as the gladiators pic- 

father of Glyco's wife. tured on lamp-covers. 

29. a public banquet, to be given by 32. a replacement. 

Mammaea. Candidates for office gave 33. i.e., halfheartedly; the profes- 
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In short, they were all flogged afterwards. How the great crowd 
roared at them, 'Lay it on'l They were mere runaways, to be sure. 
'Still,' says Norbanus, 'I did give you a treat.' Yes, and I clap my 
hands at you. Reckon it up, and I give you more than I got. One 
good turn deserves another. Now, Agamemnon, you look as if you 
were saying, 'What is this bore chattering for?' Only because you 
have the gift of tongues and do not speak. You do not come off our 
shelf, and so you make fun of the way wc poor men talk. We know 
you arc mad with much learning. But I tell you what; can I per- 
suade you to come down to my place some day and see my little 
property? We shall find something to eat, a chicken and eggs: it 
will be delightful, even though the weather tliis year has made 
everything grow at the wrong time: we shall find something to fill 
ourselves up with. My little boy is growing into a follower of yours 
already. lie can do simple division now; if he lives, you will have 
a little servant at your heels. Whenever he has any spare time, he 
never lifts his nose from the slate. He is clever, and comes of a good 
stock, even though he is too fond of birds. I killed three of his 
goldfinches just lately, and said a weasel had eaten them. But he 
has found some other hobby, and has taken to painting with great 
pleasure. He has made a hole in his Greek now, and begins to relish 
Latin finely, even though his master is conceited and will not stick 
to one thing at a time. The boy comes asking me to give him some 
writing to do, though he docs not want to work. I have another 
boy who is no scholar, but very inquiring, and can teach you more 
than he knows himself. So on holidays he generally comes home, 
and is quite pleased whatever you give him. I bought the child 
some books with red-letter headings in them a little time ago. I 
want him to have a smack of law in order to manage tlie property. 
Law has bread and butter in it. He has dipped quite deep enough 
into literature. If he is restless, I mean to have him learn a trade, a 
barber or an auctioneer, or at least a barrister,®* something that he 
can carry to tlie grave with him. So I drum it into him every day: 
'Mark my words, Primigenius, whatever you learn, you learn for 
your own good. Look at Phileros, the barrister: if he had not 
worked, he would not be keeping the wolf from the door to-day. It 
is not so long since he used to carry things round on his back and 
sell them, and now he makes a brave show even against Norbanus, 
Yes, education is a treasure, and culture never dies.' " 

Gossip of this kind was in the air, when Trimalchio came in 
mopping his brow, and washed his hands in scent After a short 
pause, he said, **You wfll excuse me, gentlemen? My bowels have 
not been working for several days. All the doctors are puzzled. Still, 

sional gladiators were no more anxious owners were to lose them, 
to get killed than their trainers and 34. lawyer. 
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I found pomegranate rind useful, and pinewood boiled in vinegar. I 
hope now my stomach will learn to observe its old decencies. Be- 
sides, I have such rumblings inside me you would think there was 
a bull there. So if any of you gentlemen wishes to retire there is no 
need to be shy about it. We were none of us born quite solid. I 
cannot imagine any torture like holding oneself in. The one thing 
Jupiter himself cannot forbid is that we should have relief. Why 
do you laugh, Fortunata; it is you who are always keeping me awake 
all night. Of course, as far as I am concerned, anyone may relieve 
liimsclf in the dining-room.'^* The doctors forbid retention. But if 
the matter is serious, everything is ready outside: water, towels, and 
all the other little comforts. Take my word for it, vapours go to 
the brain and make a disturbance throughout the body. I know 
many people have died this way, by refusing to admit the truth to 
themselves.'' We thanked him for his generosity and kindness, and 
then tried to suppress our laughter by drinking hard and fast. . . . 

Then he told them to fetch a cook at once, and without waiting 
for our opinion ordered the eldest pig to be killed, and said in a 
loud voice, “Which division of the household do you belong to?" 
'Fhc man said he came from the fortieth. “Were you purehased or 
born on the estate?" “Neither; I was left to you under Pansa's 
will." “Well then," said Trimalchio, “mind you serve this care- 
fully, or I will have you degraded to the messengers' division," So 
the cook was reminded of his master's power, and the dish that 
was to be carried him off to the kitchen.^® Trimalchio turned to us 
with a mild expression and said, “I will change the wane if you do 
not like it. You will have to give it its virtues. Under God's provi- 
dence, I do not have to buy it. Anything here which makes your 
mouths water is grown on a country estate of mine which I know 
nothing about as yet. I believe it is on the boundary of Terracina 
and Tarentum. Just now I want to join up all Sicily with properties 
of mine, so that if I take a fancy to go to Africa I shall travel 
through my own land. But do tell me, Agamemnon, what declama- 
tion^^ did you deliver in school to-day? Of course, I do not practise 
in court myself, but I learned literature for domestic purposes. And 
do not imagine that I despise learning. I have got two libraries, one 
Greek and one Latin. So give me an outline of your speech, if you 
love me." Then Agamemnon said: “A poor man and a rich man 
were once at enmity." “But what is a poor man?" Trimalchio re- 
plied. “Very clever," said Agamemnon, and went on expounding 
some problem or other. Trimalchio at once retorted: “If the thing 
really happened, there is no problem; if it never happened, it is all 

35. as Trimalchio did while playing 37. a full-dress speech on a con- 

ball. troversial or literary subject, made as a 

36. The pig that was to be killed school exercise. Compare St. Augustine’s 
preceded the cook back to the kitchen. account of his education (pp. 445-446). 
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nonsense/' We followed up this and other sallies with the most 
extravagant admiration. “Tell me, dear Agamemnon," said Trimal- 
chio, “do you know anything of the twelve labours of Hercules, or 
the story of Ulysses and how the Cyclops twisted his thumb with 
the tongs?®® I used to read these tilings in Homer when I was a 
boy. Yes, and I myself with my own eyes saw the Sibyl hanging 
in a cage; and when the boys cried at her: ‘Sibyl, Sibyl, what do you 
want?' 'I would that I were dead,' she used to answer." 

[Presents for the guests arc distributed with a slave announcing 
the nature of each gift and making in each case an atrocious pun 
on the name of the guest.] 

Wc laughed loud and long: there were any number of these 
jokes, which have now escaped my memory. 

Ascyltos let himself go completely, threw up his hands and made 
fun of everything, and laughed till he cried. This annoyed one of 
Trimalchio's fellow-frecdmcn, the man who was sitting next above 
me. “What are you laughing at, sheep's head?" he said. “Arc our 
host's good things not good enough for you? I suppose you are 
richer and used to better living? As I hope to have the spirits of 
this place on my side, if I had been sitting next him I should have 
put a stopper on his bleating by now. A nice young shaver to laugh 
at other people! Some vagabond fly-by-night not worth his salt. In 
fact, when I've done with him he won't know where to take refuge. 
Upon my word, I am not easily annoyed as a rule, but in rotten 
flesh worms will breed. He laughs. What has he got to laugh about? 
Did his father pay solid gold for him when he was a baby? A 
Roman knight,®® are you? Well, I am a king's son. Then why 
have you been a slave?' Because I went into service*® to please my- 
self, and preferred being a Roman citizen to going on paying taxes 
as a provincial.*^ And now I hope I live such a life that no one can 
jeer at me. I am a man among men; I walk about bare-headed; I 
owe nobody a brass farthing; I have never been in the Courts; no 
one has ever said to me in public, ‘Pay me what you owe me.' I 
have bought a few acres and collected a little capital; I have to feed 
twenty bellies and a dog; I ransomed my fellow slave to preserve 
her from indignities; I paid a thousand silver pennies for my own 
freedom; I was made a priest of Augustus*® and excused the fees; 
1 hope to die so that I need not blush in my grave. But are you so 
full of business that you have no time to look behind you? You can 

38. He refers to Odysseus' adventures 40. slavery. 

in the cave of the Cyclops (in Homer’s 41. as a tributary king in the provin- 

Odyssey^ Book IX). In spite of what ces; he continues his sarcasm, 
he says, he has never read Homer; he 42. The state religion was the wor> 
betrays a monstrous ignorance. ship of Augustus, the emperor. The 

39. a Roman class including all who oflice of priest might be sold or con- 

had property above a certain amount. ferred. 
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see the lice on others, but not the bugs on yourself. No one finds us 
comic but you: there is your schoolmaster, older and wiser than 
you: he likes us. You are a child just weaned, you cannot squeak 
out mu or ma, you are a clay-pot, a wash-leather in water, softer, 
not superior. If you are richer, then have two breakfasts and two 
dinners a day. I prefer my reputation to any riches. One word more. 
Who ever had to speak to me twice? I was a slave for forty years, 
and nobody knew whether I was a slave or free. I was a boy with 
long curls when I came to this place; they had not built the town- 
hall then. But I tried to please my master, a fine dignified gentle- 
man whose little finger was worth more than your whole body. And 
there were people in the house who put out a foot to trip me up 
here and there. But still — God bless my master! — I struggled 
through. These are real victories: being born free is as easy as say- 
ing, 'Come here.' But why do you stare at me now like a goat in a 
field of vetch?'’ 

At this remark Giton, who was standing by my feet, burst out 
with an unseemly laugh, which he had now been holding in for a 
long while. Ascyltos’s enemy noticed him, and turned his abuse on 
to the boy. ‘"What,” he said, ‘'are you laughing too, you curly- 
headed onion? A merry Saturnalia^^ indeed: what, have we De- 
cember here? Wlien did you pay five per cent on your freedom?^^ 
He doesn’t know what to do, the gallows-bird, the crows’-mcat. I 
will call down the wrath of Jupiter at once on you and the fellow 
who cannot keep you in order. As sure as I get my beUyful, I would 
have given you what you deserve now on the spot, but for my re- 
spect for my fellow-freedman. We are getting on splendidly, but 
those fellows arc fools, who don’t keep you in hand. Yes, like 
master, like man. I can scarcely hold myself in, and I am not 
naturally hot-tempered, but when I onee begin I do not care two- 
pence for my own mother. Depend upon it, I shall meet you some- 
where in public, you rat, you puff-ball. I will not grow an inch up 
or down until I have put your master’s head in a ncttle-bed, and I 
shall have no mercy on you, I can tell you, however much you may 
call upon Jupiter in Olympus. Those pretty eight-inch curls and 
that twopenny master of yours will be no use to you. Depend upon 
it, you will come under the harrow; if I know my own name you 
will not laugh any more, though you may have a gold beard like a 
god. I will bring down the wrath of Athena on you and the man 
who first made a minion^® of you. 

43. a December festival in honor of still a slave, since you don’t act like 
an ancient Italian deity at which the a free man.” 

normal order of everyday life was 45. The Latin word is very con- 
reversed and the slaves and children temptuous; it means literally ‘'a come- 
made fun of theit masters. here” and implies that Giton’s morals 

44. The freed slave had to pay five are no better than they should be (which 
per cent of his estimated value to the is the truth). 

treasury. The question means, “You are 
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‘'No, I never learned geometry, and criticism, and such like 
nonsense. But I know my tall letters, and I can do any sum into 
pounds, shillings, and pencc.^^ In fact, if you like, you and I will 
have a little bet. Come on, I put down the metal. Now I will show 
you that your father wasted the fees, even though you are a scholar 
in rhetoric. Look here: 


‘What part of us am I? I come far, I come wide. 
Now find mc.'^® 


I can tell you what part of us runs and does not move from its 
place; what grows out of us and grows smaller. Ah! you run about 
and look scared and hustled, like a mouse in a pot. So keep your 
mouth shut, or do not worry your betters who arc unaware of your 
existence; unless you think I have any respect for the boxwood 
rings^® you stoic from your young woman. May the God of grab''® 
be on my sidel Let us go on 'Change and borrow money: then you 
will see that my iron ring commands credit My word, a draggled 
fox is a fine creature! I hope I may never get rich and make a good 
end, and have the people swearing by my death, if 1 do not put on 
the black cap and hunt you down everywhere. It was a fine fellow 
who taught you to behave like this, too; a chattering ape, not a 
master. We had some real schooling, for the master used to say, 
‘Arc all your belongings safe? Go straight home, and don't stop 
to look round you; and mind you do not abuse your ciders. Count 
up all the wastrels, if you like; not one of them is worth twopence 
in the end.' Yes, I thank God for education; it made me what I 
am. . . . 

Meanwhile a priest's attendant®^ knocked at the dining-room 
door, and a man dressed in white for some festivity came in with a 
number of others. I was frightened by his solemn looks, and thought 
the mayor had arrived. So I tried to get up and plant my bare feet 
on the ground. Agamemnon laughed at my anxiety and said, “Con- 
trol yourself, you silly fool! It is Habinnas of the priests' college, 
a monumental mason with a reputation for making first-class tomb- 
stones." I was relieved by this news, and lay down in my place 
again, and watched Habinnas' entrance with great astonishment. 
He was quite drunk, and had put his hands on his wife's shoulders; 


46. the lettering of inscriptions on 
public monuments, which was naturally 
easier to read than the lettering of 
written books. About these smaller 
letters he makes no claim. 

47. dollars and cents. 

48. The freedman asks Giton three 
riddles as a proof of his superior in- 
tellect. There Is disagreement about the 
answers; the most probable set pro- 
posed is: to the first, the foot; to the 


second, the eye; and to the third, the 
hair. 

49. This part of his speech is ai> 
parently addressed to Ascyltos, who is 
wearing a gold ring. (Boxwood is 
yellow.) 

so. a goblin named Occupo (“grab”) 
who helps men engaged in business. 

51. an attendant of a priest of the 
state cult of Augustus. 
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he had several wreaths on, and ointment was running down his 
forehead into his eyes. He sat down in the chief magistrate’s place, 
and at once called for wine and hot water. Trimalchio was de- 
lighted at his good humour, and demanded a larger cup for himself, 
and asked him how he had been received. “Wc had everything 
there except you,'' was the reply, '‘for my eyes were here with you. 
Yes, it was really splendid. Scissa was having a funeral feast on the 
ninth®* day for her poor dear slave, whom she set free on his death- 
bed. And I believe she will have an enormous sum®® to pay the 
tax-collector, for they reckon that the dead man was worth fifty 
thousand. But anyhow it was a pleasant affair, even if wc did have 
to pour half our drinks over his lamented bones." “Ah," said 
Trimalchio, “but what did you have for dinner?" “I will tell you if 
I can," he said, “but my memory is in such a fine way that I often 
forget my own name. Well, first we had a pig crowned with a 
wine-cup, garnished with honey cakes, and liver very well done, 
and beetroot of course, and pure wholemeal bread, which I prefer 
to white myself; it puts strength into you, and is good for the 
bowels. The next dish was a cold tart, with excellent Spanish wine 
poured over warm honey. Indeed I ate a lot of the tart, and gave 
myself such a soaking of honey. Pease and lupines were handed, a 
choice of nuts and an apple each. I took two myself, and I have 
got them here tied up in my napkin: for if I do not bring some 
present back for my pet slavc-boy there will be trouble. Oh! yes, my 
wife reminds me. There was a piece of bear on a side dish. Scin- 
tilla®^ was rash enough to taste it, and nearly brought up her own 
inside. I ate over a pound myself, for it tasted like proper wild 
boar. What I say is this, since bears eat up us poor men, how much 
better right has a poor man to cat up a bear? To finish up with we 
had cheese mellowed in new wine, and snails all round, and pieces 
of tripe, and liver in little dishes, and eggs in caps, and turnip, and 
mustard, and a dish of forcemeat.®® But hold hard, Palamcdes.®® 
Pickled olives were brought round in a dish too, and some greedy 
creatures took three handfuls. For we had let the ham go. But tell 
me, Gaius, why is Fortunata not at dinner?'' “Do you not know her 
better?" said Trimalchio. “Until she has collected the silver, and 
divided the remains among the slaves, she will not let a drop of 
water pass her lips." “Oh," replied Habinnas, “but unless she is 
here I shall take myself off," and he was just getting up, when at a 
given signal all the slaves called “Fortunata" four times and morel 

52. the last day of the period of 55. The Latin has a strong ex- 
mourning for the dead. pression which means “a mess.^’ 

53. She would have to pay five per 56. obscure. Perhaps addressed to 

cent of his value (the tax was im- someone called Palamedcs who is try- 

^sed when a slave was freed). ing to interrupt him; or to himself, as 

54. his wife. a command to put an end to his list of 

dishes. 
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peius Trimalchio, freedman of Maecenas. The degree of Priest of 
Augustus was conferred upon him in his absence. He might have 
been attendant on any magistrate in Rome, but refused it. God 
fearing, gallant, constant, he started with very little and left thirty 
millions. He never listened to a philosopher. Fare thee well, Trimal- 
chio; and thou too, passer-by.' ” 

[After a visit to the baths, where Encolpius and his friends make 
an unsuccessful attempt to escape, the dinner is resumed.] 

After the good things were done, Trimalchio looked at the slaves 
and said, “Why have you not had dinner yet? Be off, and let some 
others come and wait." So another brigade appeared, and the old 
lot shouted, “Gaius, good-bye," and the new ones, “Hail! Gaius." 
After this, our jollity received its first shock; a rather comely boy 
came in among the fresh waiters, and Trimalchio took him and 
began to kiss him warmly. So Fortunata, to assert her rights at law, 
began to abuse Trimalchio, and called him a dirty disgrace for not 
behaving himself. At last she even added, “You hound." Her 
cursing annoyed Trimalchio, and he let fly a cup in her face. She 
shrieked as if her eye had been put out, and lifted her trembling 
hands to her face. Scintilla was frightened too, and shielded her 
quivering friend with her arms. Wliile an officious slave held a cool 
little jar to her cheek, Fortunata leaned over it and began to groan 
and cry. But Trimalchio said, “What is it all about? 'Fhis chorus- 
girl has no memory, yet I took her off the sale-platform and made 
her one of ourselves. But she puffs herself up like a frog, and will 
not spit for luck; a log she is, not a woman. But if you were born 
in a slum you cannot sleep in a palace. Damn my soul if I do not 
properly tame this shameless Cassandra. And I might have married 
ten million, wretched fool that I was! You know 1 am speaking the 
truth. Agatho, the perfumer of the rich woman next door, took me 
aside and said, *1 entreat you not to let your family die out.' But I, 
being a good chap, didn't wish to seem fickle, and so I have stuck 
the axe into my own leg. Very well, I will make you want to dig me 
up with your finger-nails. But you shall understand what you have 
done for yourself straight away. Habinnas, do not put any statue of 
her on my tomb, or I shall have nagging even when I am dead. And 
to show that I can do her a bad turn, I will not have her kiss me 
even when I am laid out." 

After this flash of lightning Habinnas began to implore him to 
moderate his wrath. “We all have our faults," he said, “we are men, 
not angels." Scintilla cried and said the same, called him Gaius 
gnd besought him by his guardian angel to unbend. Trimalchio no 
longer restrained his tears, and said, **Habinnas, please, as you hope 

62 . Compare this with the prophecy made to Scipio that he would be elected 
consul in his absence (p. 356). 
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to enjoy your money, spit in my face if I have done anything 
wrong. I kissed that excellent boy not because he is beautiful, but 
because he is excellent: he can do division and read books at sight, 
he has bought a suit of Thracian armour out of his day's wages, 
purchased a round-backed chair with his own money, and two 
ladles. Does he not deserve to be treated well by me? But Fortunata 
will not have it. Is that your feeling, my high-hcelcd hussy? I ad- 
vise you to chew wliat you have bitten off, you vulture, and not 
make me show my teeth, my little dear: otherwise you shall know 
what my anger is. Mark my words: when once my mind is made 
up, the thing is fixed with a ten-inch nail. But we will think of the 
living. Please make yourselves comfortable, gentlemen. I was once 
just what you are, but by my own merits I have come to this. A bit 
of sound sense is what makes men; the rest is all rubbish. 'I buy 
well and sell well': some people will tell you differently. I am burst- 
ing with happiness. What, you snorcr in bed, are you still whining? 
I will take care that you have something to whine over. Well, as I 
was just saying, self-denial has brought me into this fortune. When 
I came from Asia I was about as tall as this candle-stick. In fact I 
used to measure myself by it every day, and grease my lips from the 
lamp to grow a moustache the quicker. Still, I was my master's 
favourite for fourteen years. No disgrace in obeying your master's 
orders. Well, I used to amuse my mistress too. You know what I 
mean; I say no more, I am not a conceited man. Then, as the Gods 
willed, I became the real master of the house, and simply had his 
brains in my pocket. I need only add that I was joint residuary 
legatee with Caesar,®’* and came into an estate fit for a senator. But 
no one is satisfied with nothing. I conceived a passion for business. 
I will not keep you a iiioiiicnt — I built five ships^ got a cargo of 
wine — which was worth its weight in gold at the time — and sent 
them to Rome. You may think it was a put-up job; every one was 
wrecked, truth and no fairy-tales. Neptune®* gulped down thirty 
million in one day. Do you think I lost heart? Lord! no, I no more 
tasted my loss than if nothing had happened. I built some more, 
bigger, better and more expensive, so that no one could say I was 
not a brave man. You know, a huge ship has a certain security 
about her. I got another cargo of wine, bacon, beans, perfumes, 
and slaves. Fortunata did a noble thing at that time; she sold all 
her jewellery and all her clothes, and put a hundred gold pieces into 
my hand. They were the leaven of my fortune. What God wishes 
soon happens. I made a clear ten million on one voyage. I at once 
bought up all the estates which had belonged to my patron. I built 
a house, and bought slaves and cattle; whatever I touched grew 

63. an honor which he shared with peror in one’s will, 
many others, for it was customary (as 64. the Latin equivalent of Poseidon, 
a prudent measure to avoid confisca- the god of the sea. 
tion) to include a bequest to the em- 
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like a honey-comb. When I came to have more than the whole 
revenues of my own country,®* I threw up the game: I retired from 
active work and began to finance frcedinen. I was quite unwilling 
to go on with my work when I was encouraged by an astrologer 
who happened to come to our town, a little Greek called Serapa, 
who knew the secrets of the Gods. He told me things that I had 
forgotten myself; explained everything from needle and thread up- 
wards; knew my own inside, and only fell short of telling me what 
I had had for dinner the day before. You would have thought he 
had always lived with me. You remember, Habinnas? — I believe 
you were there? — ‘You fetched your wife from you know where. 
You arc not lucky in your friends. No one is ever as grateful to you 
as you deserve. You are a man of property. You are nourishing a 
viper in your bosom,' and, though I must not tell you this, that 
even now I had thirty years four months and two days left to live. 
Moreover I shall soon come into an estate. My oracle tells me so. 
If I could only extend my boundaries to Apulia®® I should have 
gone far enough for my lifetime. Meanwhile I built this house 
while Mercury watched over me. As you know, it was a tiny place; 
now it is a palace. It has four dining-rooms, twenty bedrooms, two 
marble colonnades, an upstairs dining-room, a bedroom where I 
sleep myself, this viper's boudoir, an excellent room for the porter; 
there is plenty of spare room for guests. In fact when Scaurus®^ 
came he preferred staying here to anywhere else, and he has a 
family place by the sea. There are plenty of other things which I 
will show you in a minute. Take my word for it: if you have a 
penny, that is what you are worth; by what a man hath shall he 
be reckoned. So your friend who was once a worm is now a king. 
Meanwhile, Stichus, bring me the grave-clothes in which I mean to 
be carried out. And some ointment, and a mouthful out of that jar 
which has to be poured over my bones." 

In a moment Stichus had fetched a white winding-sheet and 
dress into the dining-room and . . . [Trimalchio] asked us to feel 
whether they were made of good wool. Then he gave a little laugh 
and said, “Js4ind neither mouse nor moth corrupts them, Stichus; 
otherwise I will burn you alive. I want to be carried out in splen- 
dour, so that the whole crowd calls down blessings on me." He im- 
mediately opened a flask®® and anointed us all and said, “I hope I 
shall like this as well in the grave as I do on earth." Besides this he 
ordered wine to be poured into a bowl, and said, “Now you must 
imagine you have been asked to my funeral." 


65. the city in Asia from which he 
came* 

66. a district on the southeast coast 
of Italy. 


67. His name marks him as a mem- 
ber of an aristocratic Roman family. 

68. of nard, an expensive ointment 
which has been bought in advance for 
use at his funeral. 
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The thing was becoming perfectly sickening, when Trimalchio, 
now deep in the most vile drunkenness, had a new set of perform- 
ers, some trumpeters, brought into the dining-room, propped him- 
self on a heap of eushions, and stretehed himself on his death-bed, 
saying, ''Imagine that I am dead. Play something pretty.'' The 
trumpeters broke into a loud funeral mareh. One man especially, a 
slave of the undertaker who was the most decent man in the party, 
blew such a mighty blast that the whole neighborhood was roused. 
The watch,®® who were patrolling the streets close by, thought 
Trimalchio's house was alight, and suddenly burst in the door and 
began with water and axes to do their duty in creating a disturbance. 
My friends and I seized this most welcome opportunity, outwitted 
Agamemnon, and took to our heels as quickly as if there were a real 
fire. 

69. municipal police or fire brigade. 

ST. AUGUSTINE 

(354-430 A.D.) 

Confessions (Confessiones)* 

Book I ' 

... I know not whence I came into this c^ing life (shall I call 
it?) or living death. Then immediately did the comforts of Thy 
compassion take me up, as I heard (for I remember it not) from 
the parents of my flesh, out of whose substance Thou didst some- 
time fashion me. Thus there received me the comforts of woman's 
milk. For neither my mother nor my nurses stored their own breasts 
for me; but Thou didst bestow the food of my infancy through 
them, according to Thine ordinance, whereby Thou distributes! 
Thy riches through the hidden springs of all things. Thou also 
gavest me to desire no more than Thou gavest; and to my nurses 
willingly to give me what Thou gavest them. For they, with an 
heaven-taught affection, willingly gave me, what they abounded 
with from Thee. For this my good from them, was good for them. 
Nor, indeed, from them was it, but through them; for from Thee, O 
God, arc all good things, and from my God is all my health. This 
I since learned, Tliou, through these Tliy gifts, within me and with- 
out, proclaiming Tliysclf unto me. For then I knew but to suck; to 
repose in what pleased, and cry at what offended my flesh; nothing 
more. 

Afterwards I began to smile; first in sleep, then waking: for so it 
was told me of myself, and I believed it; for we see the like in other 

* Abridged. Written in 397 a.d. Translated by Edward B. Puscy. 



442 • St. Augustine 

infants, though of myself I remember it not. Thus, little by little, 
I beeame eonseious where I was; and to have a wish to express my 
wishes to those who could content them, and I could not; for the 
wishes were within me, and they without; nor could they by any 
sense of theirs enter within my spirit. So I flung about at random 
limbs and voice, making the few signs I could, and such as I could, 
like, though in truth very little like, what I wished. And when I was 
not obeyed, (my wishes being hurtful or unintelligible,) then I was 
indignant with my elders for not submitting to me, with those ow- 
ing me no service, for not serving me; and avenged myself on them 
by tears. Such have I learnt infants to be from observing them; 
and, that I was myself such, they, all unconscious, have shewn me 
better than my nurses who knew it. 

... I came to boyhood, or rather it came to me, displacing in- 
fancy. Nor did that depart, — (for whither went it?) — and yet it was 
no more. For I was no longer a speechless infant, but a speaking 
boy. This I remember; and have since observed how I learned to 
speak. It was not that my elders taught me words (as, soon after, 
other learning) in any set method; but I, longing by cries and 
broken accents and various motions of my limbs to express my 
thoughts, that so I might have my will, and yet unable to express 
all I willed, or to whom I willed, did myself, by the understanding 
which Thou, my God, gavest me, practise the sounds in my mem- 
ory. When they named any thing, and as they spoke turned to- 
wards it, I saw and remembered that they called what they would 
point out, by the name they uttered. And that they meant this 
thing and no other, was plain from the motion of their body, the 
natural language, as it were, of all nations, expressed by the counte- 
nance, glances of the eye, gestures of the limbs, and tones of the 
voice, indicating the affections of the mind, as it pursues, possesses, 
rejects, or shuns. And thus by constantly hearing words, as they 
occurred in various sentences, I realized gradually for what they 
stood; and having broken in my mouth to these signs, I thereby 
gave utterance to my will. Thus I exchanged with those about me 
these current signs of our wills, and so launched deeper into the 
stormy intercourse of human life, yet depending on parental au- 
thority and the beck of elders. 

O God my God, what miseries and mockeries did I now expe- 
rience, when obedience to my teachers was proposed to me, as 
proper in a boy, in order that in this world I might prosper, and 
excel in tongue-science,^ which should serve to the praise of men, 
and to deceitful riches. Next I was put to school to get learning, in 
which I (poor wretch) knew not what use there was; and yet, if 

1. the study of rhetoric, which was the passport to eminence in public life. 
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idle in learning, I was beaten. For this was judged right by our 
forefathers; and many, passing the same eourse before us, framed 
for us weary paths, through which we were fain to pass; multiplying 
toil and grief upon the sons of Adam. But, Lord, we found that 
men called upon Thee, and we learnt from them to think of Thee 
(according to our powers) as of some great One, who, though hid- 
den from our senses, couklst hear and help us. For so I began, as a 
boy, to pray to I’hcc, my aid and refuge; and broke the fetters of 
my tongue to call on Thee, praying Thee, though small, yet with no 
small earnestness, that I might not be beaten at school. And when 
Thou heardest me not, {not thereby giving me over to folly,-) my 
elders, yea, my very parents, who yet wished me no ill, mocked my 
stripes, my tlicn great and grievous ill. 

Is there. Lord, any of soul so great, and cleaving to Thee with so 
intense affection, (for a sort of stupidity will in a way do it); but 
is there any one, who, from cleaving devoutly to I’hcc, is endued 
with so great a spirit, that he can think as lightly of the racks and 
hooks and other torments,^ (against which, throughout all lands, 
men call on Thee with extreme dread,) mocking at those by whom 
tiicy arc feared most bitterly, as our parents mocked the torments 
which we suffered in boyhood from our masters? For we feared not 
our torments less; nor prayed we less to Thee to escape them. And 
yet we sinned, in writing or reading or studyii^ less than was ex- 
acted of us. For we wanted not, 0 Lord, memory or capacity, 
whereof Thy will gave enough for our age; but Our sole delight was 
play; and for this we were punished by those who yet themselves 
were doing the like. But elder folks' idleness is called “business"; 
that of boys, being really the same, is punished by those elders; and 
none commiserates cither boys or men. P"or will any of sound discre- 
tion approve of my being beaten as a boy, because, by playing at 
ball, I made less progress in studies which I was to learn, only that, 
as a man, I might play more unbesecmingly? And what else did he, 
who beat me? who, if worsted in some trifling discussion with his 
fellow-teachers, was more embittered and jealous than I, when 
beaten at ball by a play-fellow? . . . 

In boyhood itself, however, (so much less dreaded for me than 
youth,) I loved not study, and hated to be forced to it. Yet I was 
forced; and this was well done towards me, but I did not well; for, 
unless forced, I had not learnt. But no one docth well against his 
will, even though what he doth, be well. Yet neither did they well 

2. Augustine recognizes the necessity his early years over again, who would 
of this rigorous training; that he never not shudder and choose death?” 
forgot its harshness is clear from his 3. racks and hooks and other tor- 
remark in the City of God, Book XXI, merits: the instruments of public execu- 
Section 14: “If a choice were given tion. 
him between suffering death and living 
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who forced me, but what was well came to me from Thee, my God. 
For they were regardless how I should employ what they forced me 
to learn, except to satiate the insatiate desires of a wealthy beggary, 
and a shameful glory. But Thou, by whom the very hairs of our 
head are numbered, didst use for my good the error of all who urged 
me to learn; and my own, who would not learn. Thou didst use for 
my punishment — a fit penalty for one, so small a boy and so great a 
sinner. So by those who did not well, Thou didst well for me; and 
by my own sin Thou didst justly punish me. For Thou hast com- 
manded, and so it is, that every inordinate affection should be its 
own punishment. 

But why did I so much hate the Greek, ^ which I studied as a 
boy? I do not yet fully know. For the Latin I loved; not what my 
first masters, but what the so-called grammarians® taught me. For 
those first lessons, reading, writing, and arithmetic, I thought as 
great a burden and penalty as any Greek. And yet whence was this 
too, but from the sin and vanity of this life, because I was flesh, 
and a breath that passeth away and cometh not again? For those 
first lessons were better certainly, because more certain; by them I 
obtained, and still retain, the power of reading what I find written, 
and myself writing what I will; whereas in the others, I was forced 
to learn the wanderings of one Aeneas,® forgetful of my own, and 
to weep for dead Dido, because she killed herself for love; the while, 
with dry eyes, I endured my miserable self dying among these 
things, far from Thee, O God my life. 

For what more miserable than a miserable being who commiser- 
ates not himself; weeping the death of Dido^ for love to Aeneas, but 
weeping not his own death for want of love to Thee, O God. Thou 
light of my heart, Thou bread of my inmost soul. Thou Power who 
givest vigour to my mind, who quickenest my thoughts, I loved 
Thee not. I committed fornication® against Thee, and all around 
me thus fornicating there echoed ‘‘Well done! well done!'' for the 
friendship of this world is fornication against Thee; and “Well 
done! well done!” echoes on till one is ashamed not to be thus a 
man. And all this I wept not, I who wept for Dido slain, and “seek- 
ing by the sword a stroke and wound extreme,"'® myself seeking the 
while a worse extreme, the extremest and lowest of Thy creatures, 
having forsaken Thee, earth passing into the earth. And if forbid to 
read all this, I was grieved that I might not read what grieved me. 

4. important not only for gaining S. the teachers in the grammar 

knowledge of Greek literature but also school (see below), who taught the 

because it was the official language of students how to read the poets, his- 

tbe Eastern half of the Roman Empire. torians, and orators, and exercised them 

Augustine never really mastered Greek, in textual and literary criticism, 
though his remark elsewhere that he had 6. the third book of Virgil’s Aeneid, 

acquired so little Greek that it amounted 7. See Book IV of the Aeneid. 

to practically none, is overmodest. 8. metaphorically in this instance. 

9. See the Aeneid, Book VI, 1. 457# 
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Madness like this is thought a higher and a richer learning, than 
that by which I learned to read and write. 

But now, my God, cry Thou aloud in my soul; and let Thy truth 
tell me, '‘Not so, not so. Far better was that first study.'' For, lo, 
I would readily forget the wanderings of Aeneas and all the rest, 
rather than how to read and write. But over the entrance of the 
Grammar School is a curtain^® drawn! true; yet is this not so much 
an emblem of anything recondite, as a cloak of error. Let not those, 
whom I no longer fear, cry out against me, while I confess to Thee, 
my God, whatever my soul will, and acquiesce in the condemnation 
of my evil ways, that I may love Thy good ways. Let not either 
buyers or sellers of grammar-learning cry out against me. For if I 
question them whether it be true, that Aeneas came on a time to 
Carthage, as the Poet tells, the less learned will reply that they know 
not, the more learned that he never did.^^ But should I ask with 
what letters the name “Aeneas" is written, every one who has learnt 
this will answer me aright, as to the signs which men have conven- 
tionally settled. If, again, I should ask, which might be forgotten 
with least detriment to the concerns of life, reading and writing or 
these poetic fictions? who does not foresee, what all must answer 
who have not wholly forgotten themselves? I sinned, then, when as 
a boy I preferred those empty to those more pjofitable studies, or 
rather loved the one and hated the other. "0»e and one, two;" 
"two and two, four;" this was to me a hateful sing-song: the wooden 
horse lined with armed men, and the burning of Troy, and 
"Creusa's shade and sad similitude,"^ 2 ^^rc the choice spectacle of 
my vanity. . . . 

Bear with me, my God, while I say something of my wit. Thy 
gift, and on what dotages I wasted it. For a task was set me, 
troublesome enough to my soul, upon terms of praise or shame, and 
fear of blows, to speak the words of Juno,^® as she raged and 
mourned that she could not 

This Trojan prince from Latium turn. 

Which words I had heard that Juno never uttered; but we were 
forced to go astray in the footsteps of these poetic fictions, and to 
say in prose the sort of thing whieh he expressed in verse. And his 
speaking was most applauded, in whom the passions of rage and 

10 . School was often held in a build- Juno’s angry speech in the Aeneid, 

ing open on one side and curtained off Book 1. (She complains that her 
from the street. enemies, the Trojans under Aeneas, are 

11. Augustine’s point is that the on their way to their destined goal in 

historical truth of the poet’s story may Italy in spite of her resolution to pre- 
be doubted, but the spelling of Aeneas’ vent them.) Rhetorical exercises such as 
name is certain. this were common in the schools, since 

12. Aeneid, Book II, I. 772. they served the double purpose of 

15. Augustine was assigned the task teaching literature and rhetorical com- 

of delivering a prose paraphrase of position at the same time. 



446 • St. Augustine 

grief were most pre-eminent, and clothed in the most fitting lan- 
guage, maintaining the dignity of the character. What is it to me, 

0 my true life, my God, that my declamation was applauded above 
so many of my own age and class? Is not all this smoke and wind? 
And was there nothing else whereon to exercise my wit and tongue? 
Thy praises. Lord, Thy praises might have stayed the yet tender 
shoot of my heart by the prop of Thy Scriptures; so had it not 
trailed away amid these empty trifles, a defiled prey for the fowls 
of the air. For in more ways than one do men sacrifice to the re- 
bellious angels. . . . 

Book II 

I will now call to mind my past foulness, and the carnal 
corruptions of my soul: not because 1 love them, but that I may 
love Thee, O my God. For love of I’hy love I do it; reviewing 
my most wicked ways in the very bitterness of my remembrance, 
that Thou mayest grow sweet unto me; (Thou sweetness never 
failing, Thou blissful and assured sweetness;) and gathering me 
again out of that my dissipation, wherein I was torn piecemeal, 
while turned from I’hce, the One Good, I lost myself among a 
multiplicity of things. For I even burnt in my youth heretofore, to 
be satiated in things below; and I dared to grow wild again, with 
these various and shadowy loves: iny beauty consumed away, and I 
stank in Thine eyes; pleasing myself, and desirous to please in the 
eyes of men. 

And what was it that I delighted in, but to love, and be beloved? 
but I kept not the measure of love, of mind to mind, friendship's 
bright boundary; but out of the muddy concupiscence of the flesh, 
and the bubblings of youth, mists fumed up which beclouded and 
overcast my heart, that I could not discern the clear brightness of 
love, from the fog of lustfulncss. Both did confusedly boil in me, 
and hurried my unstayed youth over the precipice of unholy desires, 
and sunk inc in a gulf of flagitiousnesses. Thy wrath had gathered 
over me, and I knew it not. I was grown deaf by the clanking of the 
chain of my mortality, the punishment of the pride of my soul, and 

1 strayed further from Thee, and Thou lettest me alone, and I was 
tossed about, and wasted, and dissipated, and I boiled over in my 
fornications, and Thou heldcst Thy peace, O Thou my tardy joy! 
Thou then heldcst Thy peace, and I wandered further and further 
from Thee, into more and more fruitless seed-plots of sorrows, with 
a proud dcjcctedness, and a restless weariness. . . . 

Where was I, and how far was I exiled from the delights of Thy 
house in that sixteenth year of the age of my flesh, when the mad- 
ness of lust (to which human shamelessness giveth free license, 
though unlicensed by Thy laws) took the rule over me, and I re- 
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signed myself wholly to it? My friends meanwhile took no care by 
marriage to save my fall; their only care was that I should learn to 
speak excellently, and be a persuasive orator. . . . 

Theft is punished by Thy law, O Lord, and the law written in 
the hearts of men, which iniquity itself effaces not. For what thief 
will abide a thief? not even a rich thief, one stealing through want. 
Yet I lusted to thieve, and did it, compelled by no poverty except 
want of righteousness and indeed contempt for it, and an over- 
abundance of wickedness. For I stoic that, of which I had enough, 
and much better. Nor cared I to enjoy what I stole, but joyed in 
the theft and sin itself. A pear tree there was near our vineyard, 
laden with fruit, tempting neither for colour nor taste. To shake 
and rob this, some wild young fellows of us went, late one night, 
(having according to our pestilent custom prolonged our sports in 
the streets till then,) and took huge loads, not for our eating, but 
to fling to the very hogs, having only tasted them. And this, but to 
do, what we liked only, because it was misliked. Behold my heart, 
O God, behold my heart, which Thou hadst pity upon in the bot- 
tom of the bottomless pit. Now, behold let my heart tell Thee, 
what it sought there, that I should be gratuitously evil, having no 
temptation to ill, but the ill itself. It was foul, and I loved it; I 
loved to perish, I loved mine own fault, not that for which I was 
faulty, but my fault itself. Foul soul, falling from Thy firmament to 
utter destruction; not seeking aught through the shame but tlie 
shame itself! . . • 


Book III 

To Carthage^ I came, where there sang all around me in my cars 
a cauldron of unholy loves. I loved not yet, yet I loved to love, and 
out of a dccp-scatcd want, I hated myself for wanting not. I sought 
what I might love, in love with loving, and safety I hated, and a 
way without snares. For within me was a famine of that inward 
food, Thyself, my God; yet, through that famine 1 was not hun- 
gered; but was without all longing for incorruptible sustenance, not 
because filled therewith, but the more empty, the more I loathed it. 
For this cause my soul was sickly and full of sores, it miserably cast 
itself forth, desiring to be scraped by the touch of objects of sense. 
Yet if these had not a soul, they would not be objects of love. To 
love them, and to be beloved, was sweet to me; but more, when I 
obtained to enjoy the person I loved. I defiled, therefore, the spring 
of friendship with the filth of concupiscence, and I beclouded its 
brightness with the hell of lustfulness; and thus foul and unseemly, 
I would fain, through exceeding vanity, be fine and courtly. I fell 
headlong then into the love, wherein I longed to be ensnared. My 

1. the capital city of the province, where Augustine went to study rhetoric. 
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God, my Mercy, with how much gall didst thou out of thy great 
goodness besprinkle for me that sweetness? For I was both beloved, 
and secretly arrived at the bond of enjoying; and was with joy 
fettered with sorrow-bringing bonds, that I might be scourged with 
the iron burning rods of jealousy, and suspicions, and fears, and 
angers, and quarrels. 

Stage-plays also carried me away, full of images of my miseries, 
and of fuel to my fire. Why is it, that man desires to be made sad, 
beholding doleful and tragical things, which yet himself would by 
no means suffer? yet he desires as a spectator to feel sorrow at them, 
and this very sorrow is his pleasure. What is this but a miserable 
madness? for a man is the more affected with these actions, the less 
free he is from such affections. Howsoever, when he suffers in his 
own person, it is usually called misery: when he compassionates 
others, then it is mercy. But what sort of compassion is this for 
feigned and scenical passions? for the auditor is not called on to 
relieve, but only to grieve: and he applauds the actor of these fic- 
tions the more, the more he grieves. And if the calamities of those 
persons (whether of old times, or mere fiction) be so acted, that 
the spectator is not moved to tears, he goes away disgusted and 
criticising; but if he be moved to passion, he stays intent, and weeps 
for joy. . . . 

Those studies^ also, which were accounted commendable, had a 
view to excelling in the courts of litigation; the more bepraised, the 
craftier. Such is men’s blindness, gloiying even in their blindness. 
And now I was chiefs in the rhetoric school, whereat I joyed 
proudly, and I swelled with arrogancy, though (Lord, Thou know- 
cst) far quieter and altogether removed from the subvertings of 
those "‘Subverters”^ (for this ill-omened and devilish name, was the 
very badge of gallantry) among whom 1 Ined, with a shameless 
shame that I was not even as they. With them I lived, and was 
sometimes delighted with their friendship, whose doings I ever did 
abhor, i.e. their “subvertings,” wherewith they wantonly persecuted 
the modesty of strangers, which they disturbed by a gratuitous jeer- 
ing, feeding thereon their malicious mirth. Nothing can be liker the 
very actions of devils than these. What then could they be more 
truly called than *'subvertcrs?” themselves subverted and altogether 
perverted first, the deceiving spirits secretly deriding and seducing 
them, wherein themselves delight to jeer at, and deceive others. 

Among such as these, in that unsettled age of mine, learned I 
books of eloquence, wherein I desired to be eminent, out of a 
damnable and vain glorious end, a joy in human vanity. In the 
ordinary course of study, I fell upon a certain book of Cicero, whose 

2 . rhetorical studies. 4. a group of students who prided 

i. the best student themselves on their wild actions and 

indiscipline. 
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speech® almost all admire, not so his heart. This book of his con- 
tains an exhortation to philosophy, and is called ''Hortensius*'^ 
But this book altered my affections, and turned my prayers to Thy- 
self, O Lord; and made me have other purposes and desires. Every 
vain hope at once became worthless to me; and I longed with an 
incredibly burning desire for an immortality of wisdom, and began 
now to arise, that I might return to Thee. For not to sharpen my 
tongue, (which thing I seemed to be purchasing with my mother's 
allowances, in that my nineteenth year, my father being dead two 
years before,) not to sharpen my tongue did I employ that book; 
nor did it infuse into me its style, but its matter. . . . 

I resolved then to bend my mind to the holy Scriptures, that 1 
might see what they were. But behold, I see a thing not understood 
by the proud, nor laid open to children, lowly in access, in its re- 
cesses lofty, and veiled with mysteries; and I was not such as could 
enter into it, or stoop my neck to follow its steps. For not as I now 
speak, did I feel when I turned to those Scriptures; but they seemed 
to me unworthy to be compared to the stateliness of Cicero, for my 
swelling pride shrunk from their lowliness, nor could my sharp 
wit pierce the interior thereof. Yet were they such as would grow 
up in a little one. But I disdained to be a little cme; and, swoln with 
pride, took myself to be a great one. 

[At Carthage, Augustine was converted to the doctrines of the 
Manichccs, a sect of which he remained a member for the next nine 
years. The founder of this religion was the Babylonian Mani (or 
Manes), who was crucified in the third century a.d. His doctrines 
consisted of an amalgam of various beliefs (some borrowed from 
Christianity), out of which his followers constructed a complicated 
and somewhat contradictory system. Its most important feature was 
the stress laid on Evil as an independent power, engaged in a strug- 
gle with the power of Good. This conception had the effect of re- 
lieving the individual of any feeling of responsibility for his evil 
actions — they were manifestations of an outside power working in 
him. The members of the sect were divided into two classes, the 
Elect and the Hearers; the Elect were forbidden to eat meat. The 
Manichees were exceedingly powerful in the fourth century, and 
they remained a serious obstacle to the progress of Christianity for 
many years afterward.] 

Book IV 

For this space of nine years then (from my nineteenth year, to 
my eight and twentieth) we lived seduced and seducing, deceived 

5. style. ponent of philosophy with an impas- 

6. Only fragments of this dialogue re- sioned defense of the intellectual life, 
main. In it Cicero replies to an op- 
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and deceiving, in divers lusts; openly, by sciences which they call 
liberal;^ secretly, with a false named religion; here proud, there 
superstitious, every where vain! Here, hunting after the emptiness 
of popular praise, down even to theatrical applauses,^ and poetic 
prizes, and strifes for grassy garlands, ^ and the follies of shows, and 
the intemperance of desires. There, desiring to be cleansed from 
these defilements, by carrying food to those who were called ‘‘elect’" 
and “holy,” out of which, in the workhouse of their stomachs, they 
should forge for us Angels and Gods, by whom wc might be 
cleansed.* These things did I follow, and practise with my friends, 
deceived by me, and with me. . . . 

In those years I taught rhetoric, and, overcome by cupidity, made 
sale of loquacity to overcome by. Yet I preferred (Lord, Tliou 
knowest) honest scholars, (as they are accounted,) and these I, 
without artifice, taught artifices, not to be practised against the life 
of the guiltless, though sometimes for the life of the guilty. And 
Thou, O God, from afar perccivedst me stumbling in that slippery 
course, and amid much smoke sending out some sparks of faithful- 
ness, which I shewed in that my guidance of such as loved vanityy 
and sought after lyings myself their companion. In those years I had 
one, — not in that which is called lawful marriage, but whom I had 
found out in a wayward passion, void of understanding; yet but 
one, remaining faithful even to her; in whom I in my own case 
experienced, what difference there is betwixt the self-restraint of the 
marriage-covenant, for the sake of issue, and the bargain of a lustful 
love, where children arc born against their parents’ will, although, 
once born,® they constrain love. . . . 

In those years when I first began to teach rhetoric in my native 
town, I had made one my friend, but too dear to me, from a eommu- 
nity of pursuits, of mine own age, and, as myself, in the first open- 
ing flower of youth. He had grown up of a child with me, and wc 
had been both school-fellows, and play-fellows. But he was not yet 
my friend as afterwards, nor even then, as true friendship is; for 
true it cannot be, unless in such as Thou cementest together, cleav- 
ing unto Thee, by that love which is shed abroad in our hearts by 
the Holy Ghost, which is given unto us. Yet was it but too sweet, 
ripened by the warmth of kindred studies: for, from the true faith 
(which he as a youth had not soundly and thoroughly imbibed,) I 
had warped him also to those superstitious and pernicious fables, for 

1. the rhetorical and literary studies to contain elements of Light, which 

which Augustine pursued. were liberated when the vegetables were 

2. at rhetorical eontests held in the eaten by the Elect. 

theater. 5. The liaison referred to in this 

3. the prize for the winner of the passage resulted in the birth of a son, 

contest. Adeodatus, who later accompanied 

4. Certain vegetables were supposed Augustine to Italy. 
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which my mother® bewailed me. With me he now erred in mind, 
nor could my soul be witliout him. But behold Thou wert close 
on the steps of Thy fugitives, at once God of vengeance, and 
Fountain of mercies, turning us to Thyself by wonderful means; 
Thou tookest that man out of this life, when he had scarce filled 
up one whole year of my friendship, sweet to me a])ovc all sweet- 
ness of that my life. 

Who can recount all Thy praises, which he hath felt in his one 
self? What diddest Thou then, my God, and how unsearchable is 
the abyss of Thy judgments? For long, sore sick of a fever, he lay 
senseless in a death-sweat; and his recovery being despaired of, he 
was baptized,^ unknowing; myself meanwhile little regarding, and 
presuming that his soul would retain rather what it had received of 
me, not what was wrought on his unconscious body. But it proved 
far otherwise: for he was refreshed, and restored. Forthwith, as soon 
as I could speak with him, (and I could, so soon as he was able, for 
I never left him, and wc hung but too much upon each other,) I 
essayed to jest with him, as though he would jest with me at that 
baptism which he had received, when utterly absent in mind and 
feeling, but had now understood that he had feceived. But he so 
shrunk from mc\ as from an enemy; and with a wonderful and sud- 
den freedom bade me, as I would continue his friend, forbear such 
language to him. I, all astonished and amazed, suppressed all my 
emotions till he should grow well, and his^ health were strong 
enough for me to deal with him, as I would. But he was taken away 
from my phrensy, that with Thee he might be preserved for my 
comfort; a few days after, in my absence, he was attacked again by 
the fever, and so departed. 

At this grief my heart was utterly darkened; and whatever I be- 
held was death. My native country was a tonnent to me, and my 
father's house a strange unhappiness; and whatever I had shared 
with him, wanting him, became a distraeting torture. Mine eyes 
sought him every where, but he was not granted them; and I hated 
all places, for that they had not him; nor could they now tell me, 
‘‘he is coming," as when he was alive and absent. I became a great 
riddle to myself, and I asked my soul, why she was so sad, and why 
she disquieted me sorely: but she knew not what to answer me. And 
if I said. Trust in God, she very rightly obeyed me not; because 
that most dear friend, whom she had lost, was, being man, both 
truer and better, than that phantasm she was bid to trust in. Only 
tears were sweet to me, for they succeeded my friend, in the dearest 
of my affections. . . . 

6. Augustine’s mother, Monica, was 7. as a Christian; the Manichees 
a Christian, and lamented her son’s did not use this rite. 

Manichaean beliefs. 
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Book V 

. . . Thou didst deal with me, that I should be persuaded to go 
to Rome, and to teach there rather, what I was teaching at Car- 
thage. And how I was persuaded to this, I will not neglect to 
confess to Thee: because herein also the deepest recesses of Thy 
wisdom and Thy most present mercy to us, must be considered and 
confessed. I did not wish therefore to go to Rome, because higher 
gains and higher dignities were warranted me by my friends who 
persuaded me to this, (though even these things had at that time 
an influence over my mind,) but my chief and almost only rea- 
son was, that I heard that young men studied there more peace- 
fully, and were kept quiet under a restraint of more regular disci- 
pline; so that they did not, at their pleasures, petulantly rush into 
the school of one, whose pupils they were not, nor were even ad- 
mitted without his permission. Whereas at Carthage, there reigns 
among the scholars a most disgraceful and unruly licence. They 
burst in audaciously, and with gestures almost frantic, disturb all 
order which any one hath established for the good of his scholars. 
Divers outrages they commit, with a wonderful stolidity, punishable 
by law, did not custom uphold them; that custom shewing them to 
be the more miserable, in that they now do as lawful, what by Thy 
eternal law shall never be lawful; and they think they do it unpun- 
ished, whereas they are punished with the very blindness whereby 
they do it, and suffer incomparably worse than what they do. The 
manners then which, when a student, I would not make my own, I 
was fain, as a teacher, to endure in others: and so I was well pleased 
to go where, all that knew it, assured me that the like was not done. 
But Thou, my refuge and my portion in the land of the livings that 
I might change my earthly dwelling for the salvation of my soul, 
at Carthage didst goad me, that I might thereby be torn from it; 
and at Rome didst proffer me allurements, whereby I might be 
drawn thither, by men in love with a dying life, the one doing fran- 
tic, the other promising vain, things; and, to correct my steps, didst 
secretly use their and my own perverseness. For both they who 
disturbed my quiet, were blinded with a disgraceful phrenzy, and 
they who invited me elsewhere, savoured of earth. And I, who here 
detested real misery, was there seeking unreal happiness. 

But why I went hence, and went thither, Thou knewest, O God, 
yet shewedst it neither to me, nor to my mother, who grievously 
bewailed my journey, and followed me as far as the sea. But I de- 
ceived her, holding me by force, that cither she might keep me 
back, or go with me, and I feigned that I had a friend whom I 
could not leave, till he had a fair wind to sail. And I lied to my 
mother, and such a mother, and escaped: for this also hast Thou 
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mercifully forgiven me, preserving me, thus full of execrable defile- 
ments, from the waters of the sea, for the water of Thy Grace; 
whereby when I was cleansed, the streams of my mother’s eyes 
should be dried, with which for me she daily watered the ground 
under her face. And yet refusing to return without me, I scarcely 
persuaded her to stay that night in a place hard by our ship, where 
was an Oratory^ in memory of the blessed Cyprian. 2 That night I 
privily departed, but she was not behind in weeping and prayer. 
And what, O Lord, was she with so many tears asking of Thee, but 
that Thou wouldest not suffer me to sail? But Thou, in the depth 
of Thy counsels and liearing the main point of her desire, regardcst 
not what she then asked, that Thou rnightest make me what she 
ever asked. The wind blew and swelled our sails, and withdrew the 
shore from our sight; and she on the morrow was there, frantic with 
sorrow, and with complaints and groans filled Thine ears, who didst 
then disregard them; whilst through my desires, Thou wert hurrying 
me to end all desire, and the earthly part of her affection to me was 
chastened by the allotted seourge of sorrows. For she loved my 
being with her, as mothers do, but much more than many; and she 
knew not how great joy Thou wert about to work for her out of my 
absence. She knew not; therefore did she weep and wail, and by 
this agony there appeared in her the inheritance of Eve, with sonow 
seeking, what in sorrow she had brought forth. And yet, after ac- 
cusing my treachery and hardheartedness, she bttook herself again 
to intercede to Thee for me, went to her wonted place, and I to 
Rome. . . . 

But now despairing to make proficiency in that false doctrine,® 
even those things (with which if I should find no better, I had re- 
solved to rest contented) I now held more laxly and carelessly. For 
there half arose a thought in me, that those philosophers, whom 
they call Academics,* were wiser than the rest, for that they held, 
men ought to doubt every thing, and laid down that no truth can 
be comprehended by man: for so, not then understanding even 
their meaning, I also was clearly convinced that they thought, as 
they are commonly reported.® Yet did I freely and openly discourage 
that host® of mine from that over-eonfidence which I perceived him 
to have in those fables, which the books of Manichaeus are full of. 
Yet I lived in more familiar friendship with them, than with others 
who were not of this heresy. Nor did I maintain it with my ancient 

1 . chapel. Cicero’s work on the subject. 

2. bishop of Carthage, beheaded dur- 5. Augustine then thought the Aca- 

ing a persecution of the Christians in demic position more simple than it was; 
258 A.D. it is still a matter of controversy how 

3. the doctrine of the Manichees. far they carried their skeptical attitude. 

4. members of a Greek philosophical 6. The man in whose house Augustine 

school which questioned the validity of was living was a member of the Mani- 

all belief. Augustine probably became chaean community in Rome, 
acquainted with their position through 
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eagerness; still my intimacy with that sect (Rome secretly harbour- 
ing many of them) made me slower to seek any other way: espe- 
cially since I despaired of finding the truth, from which they had 
turned me aside, in Thy Church, O Lord of heaven and earth. 
Creator of all things visible and invisible. . . . 

I began then diligently to practise that for which I came to 
Rome, to teach rhetoric; and first, to gather some to my house, to 
whom, and through whom, I had begun to be known; when lo, I 
found other offences committed in Rome, to which I was not ex- 
posed in Africa. True, those ‘‘subvertings’" by profligate young men, 
were not here practised, as was told me: but on a sudden, said they, 
to avoid paying their master's stipend, a number of youths plot 
together, and remove to another; — ^breakers of faith, who for love 
of money hold justice cheap. . . . 

When therefore they of Milan*^ had sent to Rome to the prefect 
of the city, to furnish them with a rhetoric reader for their city, 
and send him at the public expense, I made application (through 
those very persons, intoxicated with Manichacan vanities, to be 
freed I was to go, neither of us however knowing it) that Sym- 
machus, then prefect of the city, would try me by setting me some 
subject,® and so send me. To Milan I came, to Ambrose® the 
Bishop, known to the whole world as among the best of men. Thy 
devout servant; whose eloquent discourse did then plentifully dis- 
pense unto Thy people the flour of Thy wheat, the gladness of Thy 
oil, and the sober inebriation of Tliy wine. To him was I unknow- 
ing led by Thee, that by him I might knowingly be led to Thee. 
That man of God received me as a father, and shewed me an Epis- 
copal kindness^® on my coming. Thenceforth I began to love him, 
at first indeed not as a teacher of the truth, (which I utterly de- 
spaired of in Thy Church,) but as a person kind towards myself. 
And I listened diligently to him preaching to the people, not with 
that intent I ought, but, as it were, trying his eloquence, whether 
it answered the fame thereof, or flowed fuller or lower than was re- 
ported; and I hung on his words attentively; but of the matter I 
was as a careless and scornful looker-on; and I was delighted with 
the sweetness of his discourse, more recondite, yet in manner, less 
winning and harmonious, than that of Faustus. Of the matter, 
however, there was no comparison; for the one was wandering 

7. a city in the north of Italy, which emperor Theodosius, and forced him to 
because it was nearer to the frontiers beg for God’s pardon in the church at 

was growing in importance and was soon Milan for having put the inhabitants of 

to replace Rome as the capital, in prac- Thessalonica to the sword, 
nee, of the Western Empire. 10. In the First Epistle to Timothy, 

$. on which to deliver an exhibition Paul lists the qualifications of a 

speech. bishop; he must, among other things, 

9. the leading personality among the be “given to hospitality, apt to teach.^ 

Christians of the West. Not many years (I Timothy 3:2.) 
after this he defied the power of the 
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amid Manichaean delusions, the other teaching salvation most 
soundly. But salvation is far from sinners, such as I then stood be- 
fore him; and yet was I drawing nearer by little and little, and un- 
consciously. 

For though I took no pains to learn what he spake, but only to 
hear how he spake; (for that empty care alone was left me, despair- 
ing of a way open for man, to Thee,) yet together with the words 
which I would choose, came also into my mind the things which 
I would refuse; for I could not separate them. And while I opened 
my heart to admit *‘how eloquently he spake, there also entered 
“how truly he spake;" but this by degrees. For first, these things also 
had now begun to appear to me capable of defence; and the Catho- 
lic faith, for which I had thought nothing could be said against the 
Manichees' objections, 1 now thought might be maintained without 
shamelessness; especially after I had heard one or two places of the 
Old I’cstament resolved, and ofttiiiics “in a figure , which when 
I understood literally, I was slain spiritually. Very many places then 
of those books having been explained, 1 now blamed my despair, 
in believing, that no answer could be given to such as hated and 
scoffed at the Law and the Prophets. Yet did I not therefore then 
sec, that the Catholic way was to be held, because it also could find 
learned maintainers, who could at large and with some shew of 
reason answer objections; nor that what I held was therefore to be 
condemned, because both sides could be maintained. For the Catho- 
lic cause seemed to me in such sort not vanquished, as still not as 
yet to be victorious. 

Hereupon I earnestly bent my mind, to see if in any way I could 
by any certain proof convict the Manichees of falsehood. Could I 
once have conceived a spiritual substance, ^2 ^]\ their strong holds 
had been beaten down, and cast utterly out of my mind; but I could 
not. Notwithstanding, concerning the frame of this world, and the 
whole of nature, which the senses of the flesh can reach to, as I 
more and more considered and compared things, I judged the 
tenets of most of the philosophers to have been much more prob- 
able. So then after the manner of the Academics (as they arc sup- 
posed) doubting of every thing, and wavering between all, I settled 
so far, that the Manichees were to be abandoned; judging that, even 
while doubting, I might not continue in that sect, to which I al- 
ready preferred some of the philosophers; to which philosophers not- 
withstanding, for that they were without the saving Name of Christ, 
I utterly refused to commit the cure of my sick soul. I determined 

11. Ambrose was famous for his so far found impossible to answer was 

allegorical explanations of difficult pas- their objection to the concept of an in- 
sages in the Scriptures. finite god who took on a corporeal na- 

12. One of the Manichaean criticisms ture. 
of Christian doctrine which Augustine 
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therefore so long to be a Catechumen'^ the Catholic Church, to 
which I had been commended by my parents, till something cer- 
tain should dawn upon me, whither I might steer my course. 

Book VI 

. . . My mother had now come to me, resolute through piety, 
following me over sea and land, in all perils confiding in ITiee. For 
in perils of the sea, she comforted the very mariners, (by whom 
passengers unacquainted with the deep, use rather to be comforted 
when troubled, ) assuring them of a safe arrival, because Thou hadst 
by a vision assured her thereof. She found me in grievous peril, 
through despair of ever finding truth. But when I had discovered 
to her, that I was now no longer a Manichee, though not yet a 
Catholic Christian, she was not overjoyed, as at something unex- 
pected; although she was now assured concerning that part of my 
misery, for which she bewailed me as one dead. . . . 

Nor did I yet groan in my prayers, that Thou wouldest help 
me; but my spirit was wholly intent on learning, and restless to 
dispute. And Ambrose himself, as the world counts happy, I es- 
teemed a happy man, whom personages so great held in such 
honour; only his celibacy seemed to me a painful course. But what 
hope he bore within him, what struggles he had against the tempta- 
tions which beset his very excellencies, or what comfort in adversi- 
ties, and what sweet joys Thy Bread had for the hidden mouth of 
his spirit, when chewing the cud thereof, I neither could conjecture, 
nor had experienced. Nor did he know the tides of my feelings, or 
the abyss of my danger. For I could not ask of him, what I would 
as I would, being shut out both from his car and speech by multi- 
tudes of busy people, whose weaknesses he served. With whom 
when he was not taken up, (which was but a little time,) he was 
cither refreshing his body with the sustenance absolutely necessary, 
or his mind with reading. But when he was reading, his eye glided 
over the pages, and his heart searched out the sense, but his voice 
and tongue were at rest. Oft-times when we had come, (for no man 
was forbidden to enter, nor was it his wont that any who came 
should be announced to him,) we saw him thus reading to himself, 
and never otherwise; and having long sat silent, (for who durst 
intrude on one so intent?) we were fain to depart, conjecturing, 
that in the small interval, which he obtained, free from the din of 
others" business, for the recruiting of his mind, he was loath to be 
taken oflF; and perchance he dreaded lest if the author he read 
should deliver any thing obscurely, some attentive or perplexed 
hearer should desire him to expound it, or to discuss some of the 

13. one who is preparing himself for baptism. 
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harder questions; so that his time being thus spent, he could not 
turn over so many volumes as he desired; although the preserving 
of his voice (which a very little speaking would weaken) might be 
the truer reason for his reading to himself. But with what intent 
soever he did it, certainly in such a man it was good. . . . 

I panted after honours, gains, marriage; and Thou deridest me. 
In these desires I underwent most bitter crosses, Thou being the 
more gracious, the less Thou siiffcredst aught to grow sweet to me, 
which was not Thou. Behold my heart, C) Lord, who wouldest I 
should remember all this, and eonfess to Thee. Let my soul cleave 
unto Thee, now that Thou hast freed it from that fast-holding bird- 
lime of death. How wretched was it! and Thou didst irritate the 
feeling of its wound, that forsaking all else, it might be converted 
unto Thee, who art above all, and without whom all things would 
be nothing; be converted, and be healed. How miserable was I then, 
and how didst I’hou deal with me, to make me feel my misery on 
that day, when I was preparing to recite a panegyric of tlie Em- 
peror,^ wherein I was to utter many a lie, and lying, was to be 
applauded by those who knew I lied, and my heart was panting 
with these anxieties, and boiling with the feverishness of consuming 
thoughts. For, passing through one of the streets of Milan, I ob- 
served a poor beggar, then, I suppose, with a ffill belly, joking and 
joyous: and I sighed and spoke to the friends ^ around me, of the 
many sorrows of our phrenzies; for that by all $uch efforts of ours, 
as those wherein I then toiled, dragging along, under the goading 
of desire, the burthen of my own wretchedness, and, by dragging, 
augmenting it, we yet looked to arrive only at that very joyousness, 
wdiithcr that beggar-man had arrived before us, who should never 
perchance attain it. For what he had obtained by means of a few' 
begged pence, the same was 1 plotting for by many a toilsome turn- 
ing and winding; the joy of a temporary felicity. For he verily had 
not the true joy; but yet I wath those my ambitious designs was 
seeking one much less true. And certainly he was joyous, I anxious; 
he void of care, I full of fears. But should any ask me, had I rather 
be merry or fearful? I would answer, merry. Again, if he asked had 
I rather be such as he was, or what I then was? I should choose to 
be myself, though worn with cares and fears; but out of wrong 
judgement; for, was it the truth? Vox I ought not to prefer myself to 
him, because more learned than he, seeing I had no joy therein, but 
sought to please men by it; and that not to instruct, but simply to 
please. Wherefore also Thou didst break my bones with the staff of 
thy correction. . . . 

Continual effort was made to have me married. I wooed, I was 

1, probably the young Valentinian, whose court was at Milan. 
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promised, chiefly through my mother’s pains, that so once married, 
the health-giving baptism might cleanse mc,^ towards which she 
rejoiced that I was being daily fitted, and observed that her prayers, 
and Thy promises, were being fulfilled in my faith. At which time 
verily, both at my request and her own longing, with strong cries 
of heart she daily begged of I'hee, that Thou wouldcst by a vision 
discover unto her something concerning my future marriage; Thou 
never wouldest. She saw indeed certain vain and phantastic things, 
such as the energy of the human spirit, busied thereon, brought to- 
gether; and these she told me of, not with that confidence she was 
wont, when Thou shewedst her any thing, but slighting them. For 
she could, she said, through a certain feeling, which in words she 
could not express, discern betwixt Thy revelations and the dreams 
of her own soul. Yet the matter was pressed on, and a maiden asked 
in marriage, two years under the fit age;® and, as pleasing, was 
waited for. 

And many of us friends conferring about, and detesting the tur- 
bulent turmoils of human life, had debated and now almost re- 
solved on living apart from business and the bustle of men; and this 
was to be thus obtained; we were to bring whatever we might sever- 
ally procure, and make one household of all; so that through the 
truth of our friendship nothing should belong especially to any; 
but the whole thus derived from all, should as a whole belong 
to each, and all to all. We thought there might be some ten persons 
in this society; some of whom were very rich, especially Romanianus 
our townsman, from childhood a very familiar friend of mine, 
whom the grievous perplexities of his affairs had brought up to 
court; who was the most earnest for this project; and therein was his 
voice of great weight, because his ample estate far exceeded any of 
the rest. Wc had settled also, that two annual oEcers, as it were, 
should provide all things necessary, the rest being undisturbed. But 
when we began to consider whether the wives, which some of us 
already had, others hoped to have, would allow this, all that plan, 
which was being so well moulded, fell to pieces in our hands, was 
utterly dashed and cast aside. Thence wc betook us to sighs, and 
groans, and our steps to follow the broad and beaten ways of the 
world; for many thoughts were in our heart, but Thy counsel stand- 
eth for ever. Out of which counsel Thou didst deride ours, and pre- 
paredst Tliine own; purposing to give us meat in due season, and to 
open Thy hand, and to fill our souls with blessing. 

Meanwhile my sins were being multiplied, and my concubine 
being tom from my side as a hindrance to my marriage, my heart 
whidi clave unto her was tom and wounded and bleeding. And she 

2. He could not be baptized while 
living in sin with bis mistress. 


S. The legal age was twelve years. 
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returned to Afric, vowing unto Thee never to know any other man, 
leaving with me my son by hen But unhappy I, who could not 
imitate a very woman, impatient of delay, inasmuch as not till after 
two years was I to obtain her I sought, not being so much a lover 
of marriage, as a slave to lust, procured another, though no wife, 
that so by the servitude of an enduring custom, the disease of my 
soul might be kept up and carried on in its vigor or even aug- 
mented, into the dominion of marriage. Nor was that my wound 
cured, which had been made by the cutting away of the former, but 
after inflammation and most acute pain, it mortified, and my pains 
became less acute, but more desperate. . . . 

[Book VII is an account of the intellectual difficulties which still 
stood in the way of his full conversion to the Church, and of the 
solution of those difficulties to which he finally came. Augustine 
tells how he rejected astrology and accepted the concept of free 
will, but was still puzzled by the problem of evil. He finally realized 
that evil is not an independent entity, existing in opposition to 
God (as the Manichees taught), but something negative, the ab- 
sence of good, ''not a substance but a perversity of the will turned 
away to lower things from the highest substance.'' The resolution 
of liis intellectual difficulties did not bring him the Christian virtue 
of humility; this he learned through the writings of the Apostle 
Paul. 

The opening chapters of Book VIII tell how, influenced by the 
examples of other conversions, he began to desire to become not 
simply a member of the Church, but one dedicated to the service of 
God, which meant that he would have to live a life of chastity. This 
was for him the most difficult break with secular life: "I had now 
found the pearl of great price," he says, "and I ought to have sold 
all I had and bought it. But still I hesitated."] 

Book VIII 

. . . Tlius soul-sick was I, and tormented, accusing myself much 
more severely than my wont, rolling and turning me in my chain, 
till that were wholly broken, whereby I now was but just, but still 
was, held. And Thou, O Lord, pressedst upon me in my inward 
parts by a severe mercy, redoubling the lashes of fear and shame, 
lest I should again give way, and not bursting that same slight re- 
maining tie, it should recover strength, and bind me the faster. For 
I said within myself, "Be it done now, be it done now." And as I 
spake, I all but enacted it. I all but did it, and did it not: yet sunk 
not back to my former state, but kept my stand hard by, and took 
breath. And I essayed again, and wanted somewhat less of it, and 
somewhat less, and all but touched and laid hold of it; and yet 
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came not at it, nor touched, nor laid hold of it: hesitating to die 
to death and to live to life: and the worse whereto I was inured, 
prevailed more with me than the better, whereto I was unused: and 
the very moment wherein I was to become other than I was, the 
nearer it approached me, the greater horror did it strike into me; yet 
did it not strike me back, nor turned me away, but held me in 
suspense. 

The very toys of toys, and vanities of vanities, my aneient mis- 
tresses, still held me; they plucked my fleshly garment, and whis- 
pered softly, “Dost thou cast us off? and from that moment shall 
we no more be with thee for ever? and from that moment shall not 
this or that be lawful for thee for ever?’' And what was it which 
they suggested in that I said, “this or that," what did they suggest, 

0 my God? Let Thy mercy turn it away from the soul of Thy 
servant. What defilements did they suggest! what shame! And now 

1 much less than half heard them, and not openly shewing them- 
selves and contradicting me, but muttering as it were behind my 
back, and privily plucking me, as 1 was departing, but to look back 
on them. Yet they did retard me, so that I hesitated to burst and 
shake myself free from them, and to spring over whither I was 
called; a violent habit saying to me, “Thinkest thou, thou canst 
live without them?" 

But now it spake very faintly. For on that side whither I had set 
my face, and whither I trembled to go, there appeared unto me the 
chaste dignity of Continency, serene, yet not rclaxcdly gay, honestly 
alluring me to come, and doubt not; and stretching forth to receive 
and embrace me, her holy hands full of multitudes of good exam- 
ples. There were so many young men and maidens here, a multi- 
tude of youth and every age, grave widows and aged virgins; and 
Continence herself in all, not barren, but a fruitful mother of chil- 
dren of joys, by Thee her Husband, O Lord. And she smiled on me 
with a persuasive mockery, as would she say, “Canst not thou what 
these youths, what these maidens can? or can they either in them- 
selves, and not rather in the Lord their God? Tlie Lord their God 
gave me unto them. Why standest thou in thyself, and so standcst 
not? Cast thyself upon Him, fear not He will not withdraw Himself 
that thou shouldest fall; cast thyself fearlessly upon Him, He will 
receive, and will heal thee." And I blushed exceedingly, for that I 
yet heard the muttering of those toys, and hung in suspense. And 
she again seemed to say, “Stop thine ears against those thy unclean 
members on the earth, that they may be mortified. They tell thee of 
delights, but not as doth the law of the Lord thy God. This contro- 
versy in my heart was self against self only. But Alypius^ sitting 


1. a student of Augustine’s at Car- with him, followed him to Rome and 

thage; he had Joined the Manichees Milan, and now shared the desires and 



Confessions • 461 

close by my side, in silence waited the issue of my unwonted cmo- 
tion. 

But when a deep consideration had from the secret bottom of 
my soul drawn together and heaped up all my misery in the sight 
of my heart; there arose a mighty storm, bringing a mighty shower 
of tears. Which that I might pour forth wholly, in its natural ex- 
pressions, I rose from Alypius: solitude was suggested to me as fitter 
for the business of weeping; so I retired so far that even his presence 
could not be a burthen to me. Thus was it then with me, and he 
perceived something of it; for something I suppose I had spoken, 
wherein the tones of my voice appeared choked with weeping, and 
so had risen up. He then remained where we were sitting, most ex- 
tremely astonished. I cast myself down I know not how, under a 
certain fig-tree, giving full vent to my tears; and the floods of mine 
eyes gushed out, an acceptable sacrifice to Thee, And, not indeed 
in these words, yet to this purpose, spake I much unto Thee: And 
Thou, O Lord, how long? how long. Lord, wilt Thou be angry, for 
ever? Remember not our former iniquities, for I felt that I was held 
by them. I sent up these sorrowful words; How long? how long? 
to-morrow, and to-morrow? Wliy not now? why is there not this 
hour an end to my unclcanness? 

So was I speaking, and weeping in the most' bitter contrition of 
my heart, when, lo! I heard from a neighbouring house a voice, as 
of boy or girl, I know not, chanting, and oft repeating, ‘Take up 
and read; Take up and read.'' Instantly, my countenance altered, I 
began to think most intently, whether children were wont in any 
kind of play to sing such words: nor could I remember ever to have 
heard the like. So checking the torrent of my tears, I arose; inter- 
preting it to be no other than a command from God, to open the 
book, and read the first chapter I should find. For I had heard of 
Antony, 2 that coming in during the reading of the Gospel, he re- 
ceived the admonition, as if what was being read, was spoken to 
him; Go, sell all that thou hast, and give to the poor, and thou shalt 
have treasure in heaven, and come and follow me.® And by such 
oracle he was forthwith converted unto Thee. Eagerly then I re- 
turned to the place where Alypius was sitting; for there had I laid 
the volume of the Apostle,^ when I arose thence. I seized, opened, 
and in silence read that section, on which my eyes first fell: Not in 
rioting and drunkenness, not in chambering and wantonness, not in 
strife and envying: but put ye on the Lord Jesus Christ, and make 
not provision for the flesh, ^ in concupiscence. No further would I 

doubts which he felt. Alypius Anally be- system of monastic life, 
came a bishop in North Africa. 3. Luke 18:22. 

2. the Egyptian saint whose absti- 4. Paul, 
nence and self-control are still prover- 5. Romans 13:13-14. 
bial; he was one of the founders of the 
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read; nor needed I: for instantly at the end of this sentence, by a 
light as it were of serenity infused into my heart, all the darkness of 
doubt vanished away. 

Then putting my finger between, or some other mark, I shut the 
volume, and with a calmed countenance made it known to Alypius. 
And what was wrought in him, which I knew not, he thus shewed 
me. He asked to see what I had read: I shewed him; and he looked 
even further than I had read, and I knew not what followed. This 
followed, him that is weak in the faith, receive; which he applied 
to himself, and disclosed to me. And by this admonition was he 
strengthened; and by a good resolution and purpose, and most 
corresponding to his character, wherein he did always very far dif- 
fer from me, for the better, without any turbulent delay he joined 
me. Thence wc go into my mother; we tell her; she rejoiceth: we 
relate in order how it took place; she leaps for joy, and triumpheth, 
and blesscth Thee, Who art able to do above that which we ask or 
think; for she perceived that Thou hadst given her more for me, 
than she was wont to beg by her pitiful and most sorrowful groan- 
ings. For Thou convertedst me unto I’hysclf, so that I sought 
neither wife, nor any hope of this world, standing in that rule of 
faith, where Thou hadst shewed me unto her in a vision,® so many 
years before. And Thou didst convert her mourning into joy, much 
more plentiful than she had desired, and in a much more precious 
and purer way than she erst required, by having grandchildren of 
my body. 

Book IX 

, • . And I resolved in Thy sight, not tumultuously to tear, but 
gently to withdraw, the service of my tongue from the marts of lip- 
labour: that the young, no students in Thy law, nor in Thy peace, 
but in lying dotages and law-skirmishes, should no longer buy at my 
mouth arms for their madness. And very seasonably, it now wanted 
but very few days unto the Vacation of the Vintage,^ and I re- 
solved to endure them, then in a regular way to take my leave, and 
having been purchased by Thee, no more to return for sale. Our 
purpose then was known to Thee; but to men, other than our own 
friends, was it not known. For we had agreed among ourselves not 
to let it out abroad to any; although to us, now ascending from the 
valley of tears, and singing that song of degrees. Thou hadst given 
sharp arrows, and destroying coals against the subtile tongue, which 
as though advising for us, would thwart, and would out of love 
devour us, as it doth its meat. . . . 

6. At Carthage, when Augustine was that he was standing on the same rule 
still a Manichee, Monica had dreamed as herself. 

that she was standing on a wooden 1. This holiday lasted from the end 
rule weeping for her son, and then saw of August to the middle of October. 
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Moreover, it had at first troubled me, that in this very summer 
my lungs began to give way, amid too great literary labour,* and to 
breathe deeply with difficulty, and by the pain in my chest to shew 
that they were injured, and to refuse any full or lengthened speak- 
ing; this had troubled me, for it almost constrained me of neces- 
sity, to lay down that burthen of teaching, or, if I could be cured 
and recover, at least to intermit it. But when the full wish for 
leisure, that I might see how that Thou art the Lord, arose, and 
was fixed, in me; my God, Thou knowest, I began even to rejoice 
that I had this secondary, and that no feigned, excuse, which might 
something moderate the offence taken by those, who for their sons' 
sake, wished me never to have the freedom of Thy sons. Full then 
of such joy, I endured till that interval of time were run; it may 
have been some twenty days, yet they were endured manfully; en- 
dured, for the covetousness which aforetime bore a part of this 
heavy business, had left me, and I remained alone, and had been 
overwhelmed, had not patience taken its place. Pcrchancc, some of 
Thy servants, my brethren, may say, that I sinned in this, that with 
a heart fully set on Thy service, I suffered myself to sit even one 
hour in the chair of lies. Nor would I be contentious. But hast 
not Thou, O most merciful Lord, pardoned and remitted this sin 
also, with my other most horrible and deadly sins, in the holy 
water? . . . 

Now was the day come, wherein I was in deed to be freed of my 
Rhetoric Professorship, whereof in thought I was already freed. 
And it was done. Thou didst rescue my tongue, whence 'I’hou 
hadst before rescued my heart. And I blessed I’hee, rejoicing; re- 
tiring with all mine to the villa.* What I there did in writing, 
which was now enlisted in Thy service, though still, in this breath- 
ing-time as it were, panting from the school of pride, my books may 
witness,^ as well what I debated with others, as what with myself 
alone, before Thee: what with Nebridius, who was absent, my 
Epistles* bear witness. . . . 

The vintage-vacation ended, I gave notice to the Milanese to 
provide their scholars with another master to sell words to them; 
for that I had both made choice to serve Thee, and through my 
difficulty of breathing and pain in my chest, was not equal to the 
Professorship. And by letters I signified to Thy Prelate, the holy 
man Ambrose, my former errors and present desires, begging his 
advice what of Thy Scriptures I had best read, to become readier 

2. since he not only lectured but also 4. While at Cassiciacum, Augustine 

read aloud, as is suggested by his com- wrote a book attacking the Academic 
ments on Ambrose’s silent reading philosophers, a book on the happy life, 
(Book VI). and another entitled De ordim, a trea- 

3. at Cassiciacum, in the country, tisc on divine providence. 

placed at his disposal by a friend. 5. His letters to Nebridius are still 

eKtant. 
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and fitter for receiving so great grace. He recommended Isaiah the 
Prophet: I believe, because he above the rest is a more clear fore- 
shewer of the Gospel and of the calling of the Gentiles. But I, not 
understanding the first lesson in him, and imagining the whole to 
be like it, laid it by, to be resumed when better practised in our 
Lord's own words. 

Thence, when the time was come, wherein I was to give in my 
name,* we left the country and returned to Milan. It pleased 
Alypius also to be with me born again in Thee, being already 
clothed with the humility befitting Thy Sacraments; and a most 
valiant tamer of the body, so as, with unwonted venture, to wear 
the frozen ground of Italy with his bare feet. We joined with us 
the boy Adeodatus, born after the flesh, of my sin. Excellently 
hadst Thou made him. He was not quite fifteen, and in wit sur- 
passed many grave and learned men. I confess unto Thee Thy 
gifts, O Lord my God, Creator of all, and abundantly able to re- 
form our deformities: for I had no part in that boy, but the sin. 
For that we brought him up in Thy discipline, it was Thou, none 
else, had inspired us with it. I confess unto Thee Thy gifts. There 
is a book of ours entitled The Master; it is a dialogue between him 
and me. Thou knowest, that all there ascribed to the person con- 
versing with me, were his ideas, in his sixteenth year. Much be- 
sides, and yet more admirable, I found in him. That talent struck 
awe into me. And who but Thou could be the workmaster of such 
wonders? Soon didst Thou take his life from the earth: and I now 
remember him without anxiety, fearing nothing for his childhood 
or youth, or his whole self. Him wc joined with us, our contem- 
porary in grace, to be brought up in Thy discipline; and we were 
baptized, and anxiety for our past life vanished from us. Nor was I 
sated in those days with the wondrous sweetness of considering the 
depth of Thy counsels concerning the salvation of mankind. How 
did I weep, in Thy Hymns and Canticles, touched to the quick by 
the voices of Thy sweet-attuned Church! The voices flowed into 
mine ears, and the Truth distilled into my heart, whence the affec- 
tions of my devotion overflowed, and tears ran down, and happy 
was I therein. 

Not long had the Church of Milan begun to use this kind of 
consolation and exhortation, the brethren zealously joining with 
harmony of voice and hearts. For it was a year, or not much more, 
that Justina, mother to the Emperor Valentinian, a child, per- 
secuted Thy servant Ambrose, in favour of her heresy, to which 
she was seduced by the Arians.^ The devout people kept watch in 
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the Church, ready to die with their Bishop Thy servant. There my 
mother Thy handmaid, bearing a chief part of those anxieties and 
watchings, lived for prayer. We, yet unwarmed by the heat of Thy 
Spirit, still were stirred up by the sight of the amazed and dis- 
quieted city. Then it was first instituted that after the manner of 
the Eastern Churches,® Hymns and Psalms should be sung, lest the 
people should wax faint through the tediousness of sorrow: and 
from that day to this the custom is retained, divers, yea, almost all 
Thy congregations, throughout other parts of the world, following 
herein. 

Then didst Thou by a vision discover to Thy forenamed Bishop, 
where the bodies of Gervasius and Protasius the martyrs lay hid, 
(whom Thou hadst in 'Fhy secret treasim' stored uncorrupted so 
many years,) whence Thou mightest seasonably produce them to 
repress the fury of a woman, but an Empress. For when they were 
discovered and dug up, and with due honour translated to the 
Ambrosian Basilica, not only they who were vexed with unclean 
spirits (the devils confessing themselves) were cured, but a cer- 
tain man, who had for many years been blind, a citizen, and well 
known to the city, asking and hearing the reason of the people's 
confused joy, sprang forth, desiring his guide to lead him thither. 
Led thither, he begged to be allowed to toudi with his handker- 
chief the bier of Thy saints, whose death is precious in Thy sight. 
Which when he had done, and put to his eyes, they were forth- 
with opened. Ihcncc did the fame spread, thence Thy praises 
glowed, shone; thence the mind of that enemy,^^^ though not turned 
to tlie soundness of believing, was yet turned back from her fury 
of persecuting. Thanks to Thee, O my God. Whence and whither 
hast Thou thus led my remembrance, that I should confess these 
things also unto Thee? which great though they be, I had passed 
by in forgetfulness. And yet then, when the odour of Thy oint- 
ments was so fragrant, did wc not run after Thee. Therefore did I 
more weep among the singing of Thy Hymns, formerly sighing after 
Thee, and at length breathing in Thee, as far as the breath may 
enter into this our house of grass. 

Thou that makest men to dwell of one mind in one house, didst 
join with us Euodius also, a young man of our own city. Who being 
an officer of Court,i^ was before us converted to Thee and baptized; 
and quitting his secular warfare, girded himself to Thine. We were 
together, about to dwell together in our devout purpose. We sought 
where we might serve Thee most usefully, and were together re- 

Arian heresy remained as a serious prob- Eastern half of the empire. They 
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turning to Africa: whitherward being as far as Ostia, niy mother 
departed this life. Much I omit, as hastening much. Receive my 
confessions and thanksgivings, O my God, for innumerable things 
whereof I am silent. But I will not omit whatsoever my soul would 
bring forth concerning that Thy handmaid, who brought me forth, 
both in the flesh, that I might be born to this temporal light, and 
in heart, that I might be born to Light eternal. Not her gifts, but 
^rhine in her, would I speak of; for neither did she make nor ed- 
ucate herself. Thou createdst her; nor did her father and mother 
know what a one should come from them. And the sceptre of Thy 
Christ, the discipline of Thine only Son, in a Christian house, a 
good member of Thy Church, educated her in Thy fear. Yet for 
her good discipline, was she wont to commend not so much her 
mother's diligence, as that of a certain decrepit maid-servant, who 
had carried her father when a child, as little ones used to be car- 
ried at the backs of elder girls. For which reason, and for her great 
age, and excellent conversation, was she, in that Christian family, 
well respected by its heads. Whence also the charge of her master's 
daughters was entrusted to her, to which she gave diligent heed, 
restraining them earnestly, when necessary, with a holy severity, 
and teaching them with a grave discretion, k’or, except at those 
hours wherein they were most temperately fed at their parents' 
table, she would not suffer them, though parched with thirst, to 
drink even water; preventing an evil custom, and adding this 
wholesome advice; ^Tc drink water now, because you have not wine 
in your power; but when you come to be married, and be made 
mistresses of cellars and cupboards, you will scorn water, but the 
custom of drinking will abide." By this method of instruction, and 
the authority she had, she refrained the greediness of childhood, 
and moulded their very thirst to such an excellent moderation, 
that what they should not, that they would not. 

And yet (as Thy handmaid told me her son) there had crept 
upon her a love of wine. For when (as the manner was) she, as 
though a sober maiden, was bidden by her parents to draw wine out 
of the hogshead, holding the vessel under the opening, before she 
poured the wine into the flagon, she sipped a little with the tip of 
her lips; for more her instinctive feelings refused. For this she did, 
not out of any desire of drink, but out of the exuberance of youth, 
whereby it boils over in mirthful freaks, which in youthful spirits 
are wont to be kept under by the gravity of their elders. And thus by 
adding to that little, daily littles, (for whoso despiseth little things^ 
shall fall by little and little^) she had fallen into such a habit, as 
greedily to drink off her little cup brimfuli almost of wine. Where 
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was then that discreet old woman, and that her earnest counter- 
manding? Would aught avail against a secret disease, if Thy heal- 
ing hand, O Lord, watched not over us? Father, mother, and 
governors absent, I’liou present, who createdst, who eallest, who 
also by those set over us, workest something towards the salvation 
of our souls, what didst Tliou then, O my God? how didst Thou 
cure her? how heal her? didst Thou not out of another soul bring 
forth a hard and a sharp taunt, like a lancet out of Thy secret 
store, and with one touch remove all that foul stuE? For a maid- 
servant with whom she used to go to the cellar, falling to words (as 
it happens) with her little mistress, when alone with her, taunted 
her with this fault, with most bitter insult, calling her wine-bibber. 
With which taunt she, stung to the quick, saw the foulness of her 
fault, and instantly condemned and forsook it. As flattering friends 
pervert, so reproachful enemies mostly correct. Yet not what by 
them Ihou docst, but what themselves purposed, dost Thou repay 
them. For she in her anger sought to vex her young mistress, not to 
amend her; and did it in private, cither for that the time and place 
of the quarrel so found them; or lest herself also should have anger, 
for discovering it thus late. But I’hou, Lord, Governor of all in 
heaven and earth, who turncst to Thy purposes the deepest cur- 
rents, and the ruled turbulence of the tide of times, didst by the 
very unhealthiness of one soul, heal another; lest any, when he ob- 
serves this, should ascribe it to his own power^ even when another, 
whom he wished to be reformed, is reformed through words of his. 

Brought up thus modestly and soberly, and made subject rather 
by Thee to her parents, than by her parents to I’hee, so soon as 
she was of marriageable age, being bestowed upon a husband, she 
served him as her lord; and did her diligence to win him unto Thee, 
preaching Thee unto him by her conversation; by which I’hou 
ornamentedst her, making her reverently amiable, and admirable 
unto her husband. And she so endured the wronging of her bed, 
as never to have any quarrel with her husband thereon. For she 
looked for Thy mercy upon him, that believing in Thee, he might 
be made chaste. But besides this, he was fervid, as in his aficctions, 
so in anger: but she had learnt, not to resist an angry husband, 
not in deed only, but not even in word. Only when he was 
smoothed and tranquil, and in a temper to receive it, she would 
give an account of her actions, if haply he had overhastily taken 
ofience. In a word, while many matrons, who had milder husbands, 
yet bore even in their faces marks of shame, would in familiar talk 
blame their husbands' lives, she would blame their tongues, giving 
them, as in jest, earnest advice; ‘That from the time they heard 
the marriage writings read to them, they should account them as 
indentures, whereby they were made servants; and so, remember- 
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ing their condition, ought not to set themselves up against their 
lords/' And when they, knowing what a choleric husband she en- 
dured, marvelled, that it had never been heard, nor by any token 
perceived, that Patricius had beaten his wife, or that there had 
been any domestic difference between them, even for one day, and 
confidentially asking the reason, she taught them her practice above 
mentioned. Those wives who observed it found the good, and re- 
turned thanks; those who observed it not, found no relief, and 
suffered. 

Her mother-in-law also, at first by whisperings of evil servants 
incensed against her, she so overcame by observance and persevering 
endurance and meekness, that she^^ of her own accord discovered 
to her son the meddling tongues, whereby the domestic peace 
betwixt her and her daughter-in-law had been disturbed, asking 
him to correct them. Then, when in compliance with his mother, 
and for the well-ordering of the family, and the harmony of its 
members, he had with stripes corrected those discovered, at her 
will who had discovered them, she promised the like reward to 
any who, to please her, should speak ill of her daughter-in-law to 
her: and none now venturing, they lived together with a remark- 
able sweetness of mutual kindness. 

I’his great gift also Thou bestowedst, O my God, my mercy, 
upon that good handmaid of Thine, in whose womb Tliou 
createdst me, that between any disagreeing and discordant parties 
where she was able, she shev/cd herself such a peacemaker, that 
hearing on both sides most bitter things, such as swelling and in- 
digested cholcr uses to break out into, when the crudities of 
enmities are breathed out in sour discourses to a present friend 
against an absent enemy, she never would disclose aught of the 
one unto the other, but what might tend to their reconcilement. 
A small good this might appear to me, did I not to my grief know 
numberless persons, who through some horrible and wide-spreading 
contagion of sin, not only disclose to persons mutually angered 
things said in anger, but add withal things never spoken, whereas 
to humane humanity, it ought to seem a light thing, not to foment 
or increase ill will by ill words, unless one study withal by good 
words to quench it. Such was she. Thyself, her most inward In- 
structor, teaching her in the school of the heart. 

Finally, her own husband, towards the very end of his earthly 
life, did she gain unto Thee; nor had she to complain of that in 
him as a believer, which before he was a believer she had borne 
from him. She was also the servant of thy servants; whosoever of 
them knew her, did in her much praise and honour and love Thee; 
for that through the witness of the fruits of a holy conversation 
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they perceived Thy presence in her heart. For she had been the 
wife of one many had requited her parents, had governed her house 
piously, was well reported of for good works, had brought up chiU 
dren,^^ so often travailing in birth of them, as she saw them swerv- 
ing from Thee. Lastly, of all of us Thy servants, O Lord, (whom 
on occasion of Thy own gift Thou suff crest to speak,) us, who 
before her sleeping in Thee lived united^® together, having received 
the grace of Thy baptism, did she so take care of, as though she 
had been mother of us all; so served us, as though she had been 
child to us all. 

The day now approaching whereon she was to depart this life, 
(which day Thou well knewest, wc knew not,) it came to pass, 
Thyself, as I believe, by Thy secret ways so ordering it, that she 
and I stood alone, leaning in a certain window, which looked into 
the garden of the house where we now lay, at Ostia; where re- 
moved from the din of men, we were recovering from the fatigues 
of a long journey, for the voyage. We were discoursing then to- 
gether, alone, very sweetly; and forgetting those things which are 
behind, and reaching forth unto those things which are before, we 
were enquiring between ourselves in the presence of the Truth, 
which Thou art, of what sort the eternal life of the saints was to 
be, which eye hath not seen, nor ear heard^ nor hath it entered 
into the heart of man. But yet wc gasped with the mouth of our 
heart, after those heavenly streams of Thy fountain, the fountain 
of life, which is with Thee; that being bedewed thence according to 
our capacity, wc might in some sort meditate upon so high a 
mystery. 

And when our discourse was brought to that point, that the very 
highest delight of the earthly senses, in the very purest material 
light, was, in respect of the sweetness of that life, not only not 
worthy of comparison, but not even of mention; we raising up 
ourselves with a more glowing affection towards the Being itself^® 
did by degrees pass through all things bodily, even the very heaven, 
whence sun and moon, and stars shine upon the earth; yea, we 
were soaring higher yet, by inward musing, and discourse, and ad- 
miring of Thy works; and wc came to our own souls, and went 
beyond them, that we might arrive at that region of never-failing 
plenty, where Thou feedest Israel for ever with the food of truth, 
and where life is the Wisdom by whom all these things are made, 
and what have been, and what shall be, and she is not made, but 
is, as she hath been, and so shall she be ever; yea rather, to ‘'have 
been,'" and “hereafter to be," are not in her, but only “to be," 
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seeing she is eternal. For to “have been,” and to “be hereafter,” 
are not eternal. And while we were discoursing and panting after 
her, we slightly touched on her with the whole effort of our heart; 
and we sighed, and there we leave bound the first fruits of the 
Spirit; and returned to vocal expressions of our mouth, where the 
word spoken has beginning and end. And what is like unto Thy 
Word, our Lord, who endureth in Himself without becoming old, 
and maketh all things new? 

We were saying then: If to any the tumult of the flesh were 
hushed, hushed the images of earth, and waters, and air, hushed 
also the poles of heaven, yea the very soul be hushed to herself, and 
by not thinking on self surmount self, hushed all dreams and 
imaginary revelations, every tongue and every sign, and whatsoever 
exists only in transition, since if any could hear, all these say. We 
made not ourselves, but He made us that abideth for ever — If then 
having uttered this, they too should be hushed, having roused only 
our ears to Him who made them, and He alone speak, not by them, 
but by Himself, that we may hear His Word, not through any 
tongue of flesh, nor Angel's voice, nor sound of thunder, nor in the 
dark riddle of a similitude, but, might hear Wliom in these things 
we love, might hear Ilis Very Self without these, (as we two now 
strained ourselves, and in swift thought touched on that Eternal 
Wisdom, which abideth over all;) — could this be continued on, 
and other visions of kind far unlike be withdrawn, and this one 
ravish, and absorb, and wrap up its beholder amid these inward 
joys, so that life might be for ever like that one moment of under- 
standing which now we sighed after; were not this. Enter into thy 
Masters joy?^^ And when shall that be? When we shall all rise 
again, though we shall not all be changed? 

Such things was I speaking, and even if not in this very manner, 
and these same words, yet. Lord, Thou knowest, that in that 
day when we were speaking of these things, and this world with all 
its delights became, as we sj^ake, contemptible to us, my mother 
said, *'Son, for mine own part I have no further delight in any thing 
in this life. Wliat I do here any longer, and to what end I am 
here, I know not, now that my hopes in this world are accom- 
plished, One thing there was, for which I desired to linger for a 
while in this life, that I might see thee a Catholic Christian before 
I died. My God hath done this for me more abundantly, that I 
should now see thee, despising earthly happiness, become His serv- 
ant; what do I here?"' 

What answer I made her unto these things, I remember not. 
For scarce five days after, or not much more, she fell sick of a 
fever; and in that sickness one day she fell into a swoon, and was 
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for a while withdrawn from these visible things. We hastened round 
her; but she was soon brought back to her senses; and looking on 
me and my brother standing by her, said to us enquiringly, ‘Where 
was I?"' And then looking fixedly on us, with grief amazed; ‘‘Here,'* 
saith she, “shall you bury your mother.” I held my peace and re- 
frained weeping; but my brother spake something, wishing for her, 
as the happier lot, that she might die, not in a strange place, but in 
her own land. Whereat, she with anxious look, checking him with 
her eyes, for that he still savoured such things^ and then looking 
upon me; “Behold,” saith she, “what he saith:” and soon after to 
us both, “Lay,” she saith, ‘'this body any where; let not the care 
for that any way disquiet you: this only I request, that you would 
remember me at the Lord's altar, wherever you be.” And having 
delivered this sentiment in what words she could, she held her 
peace, being exercised by her growing sickness. 

But I, considcTing Thy gifts, Thou unseen God, which Thou 
instillcst into the hearts of Thy faithful ones, whence wondrous 
fruits do spring, did rejoice and give thanks to Thee, recalling what 
I before knew, how careful and anxious she had ever been, as to her 
place of burial, which she had provided and prepared for herself 
by the body of her husband. For because they had lived in great 
harmony together; she also wished (so little can the human mind 
cml^race things divine) to have this addition to that happiness, 
and to have it remembered among men, that after her pilgrimage 
beyond the seas, what was earthly of this united pair had been per- 
mitted to be united beneath the same earth. But when this empti- 
ness had through the fulness of I'hy goodness begun to cease in 
her heart, I knew not, and rejoiced admiring what she had so dis- 
closed to me; though indeed in that our discourse also in the 
window, when she said, “What do I here any longer?” there ap- 
peared no desire of dying in her own country. I heard afterwards 
also, that when we were now at Ostia, she with a mother's con- 
fidence, when I was absent, one day discoursed with certain of my 
friends about the contempt of this life, and the blessing of death: 
and when they were amazed at such courage which Thou hadst 
given to a woman, and asked, “Whether she were not afraid to 
leave her body so far from her own city?” she replied, “Nothing is 
far to God; nor was it to be feared lest at the end of the world. 
He should not recognize whence He were to raise me up.” On the 
ninth day then of her sickness, and the fifty-sixth year of her age, 
and the three and thirtieth of mine, was that religious and holy 
soul freed from the body. 

I closed her eyes; and there flowed a mighty sorrow into my 
heart, which was overflowing into tears; mine eyes at the same 
time, by the violent command of my mind, drank up their fountain 
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wholly dry; and woe was me in such a strife! But when she breathed 
her last, the boy Adeodatus burst out into a loud lament; then, 
checked by us all, held his peace. In like manner also a childish 
feeling in me, which was, through my heart's youthful voice, find- 
ing its vent in weeping, was checked and silenced. For we thought 
it not fitting to solemnize that funeral with tearful lament, and 
groanings: for thereby do they for the most part express grief for 
the departed, as though unhappy, or altogether dead; whereas she 
was neither unhappy in her death, nor altogether dead. Of this, we 
were assured on good grounds, the testimony of her good con- 
versation and her faith unfeigned. 

What then was it which did grievously pain me within, but a 
fresh wound wrought through the sudden wrench of that most 
sweet and dear custom of living together? I joyed indeed in her 
testimony, when, in that her last sickness, mingling her endear- 
ments with my acts of duty, she called me '‘dutiful," and men- 
tioned, with great affection of love, that she never had heard any 
harsh or reproachful sound uttered by my mouth against her. But 
yet, O my God, Who inadest us, what comparison is there be- 
twixt that honour that I paid to her, and her slavery for me? Being 
then forsaken of so great comfort in her, my soul was wounded, 
and that life rent asunder as it were, which, of hers and mine to- 
gether, had been made but one. 

The boy then being stilled from weeping, Euodius took up the 
Psalter, and began to sing, our whole house answering him, the 
Psalm, I will sing of mercy and judgment to Thee, O Lord,^^ But 
hearing what we were doing, many brethren and religious women 
came together; and whilst they (whose office it was) made ready 
for the burial, as the manner is, I (in a part of the house, where I 
might properly), together with those who thought not fit to leave 
me, discoursed upon something fitting the time; and by this balm 
of truth, assuaged that torment, known to Thee, they unknowing 
and listening intently, and conceiving me to be without all sense 
of sorrow. But in Thy ears, where none of them heard, I blamed 
the weakness of my feelings, and refrained my flood of grief, which 
gave way a little unto me; but again came, as with a tide, yet not 
$0 as to burst out into tears, nor to a change of countenance; still I 
knew what I was keeping down in my heart. And being very much 
displeased, that these human things had such power over me, which 
in tile due order and appointment of our natural condition, must 
needs come to pass, with a new grief I grieved for my grief, and 
was thus worn by a double sorrow. 

And behold, the corpse was carried to the burial; we went and 
returned without tears. For neither in those prayers which we 
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poured forth unto Thee, when the sacrifice of our ransom^® was 
offered for her, when now the corpse was by the grave’s side, as the 
manner there is, previous to its being laid therein, did I weep even 
during those prayers; yet was I the whole day in secret heavily sad, 
and with troubled mind prayed I’hcc, as I could, to heal my sorrow, 
yet Thou didst not; impressing, I believe, upon my memory by 
this one instance, how strong is the bond of all habit, even upon 
a soul, which now feeds upon no deceiving Word. It seemed also 
good to me to go and bathe, having heard that the bath had its 
name (balneum) from the Greek ^akavdovy for that it drives sad- 
ness from the mind.-® And this also I confess unto Thy mercy. 
Father of the fatherlesSy that I bathed, and was the same as before 
I bathed. For the bitterness of sorrow could not exsude out of my 
heart. Then I slept, and woke up again, and found my grief not a 
little softened; and as I was alone in my bed, I remembered those 
true verses of Thy Ambrose. For Thou art the 

Maker of all, the Lord, 

And Ruler of the height. 

Who, robing day in light, hast poured 
Soft slumbers o’er the night, 

That to our limbs the power 
Of toil may be renew’d, 

And hearts be rais’d that sink and cower. 

And sorrows be subdu’d; 

And then by little and little I recovered my former thoughts of 
Thy handmaid, her holy conversation towards Thee, her holy ten- 
derness and observance towards us, whereof I was suddenly de- 
prived: and I was minded to weep in Thy sight, for her and for 
myself, in her behalf and in my own. And I gave way to the tears 
which I before restrained, to overflow as much as they desired; 
reposing my heart upon them; and it found rest in them, for it was 
in Thy ears, not in those of man, who would have scornfully in- 
terpreted my weeping. And now. Lord, in writing I confess it unto 
Thee. Read it, who will, and interpret it, how he will: and if he 
finds sin therein, that I wept my mother for a small portion of an 
hour, (the mother who for the time was dead to mine eyes, who 
had for many years wept for me, that I might live in Thine eyes,) 
let him not deride me; but rather, if he be one of large charity, let 
him weep himself for my sins unto Thee, the Father of all the 
brethren of Thy Christ. 

But now, with a heart cured of that wound, wherein it might 
seem blameworthy for an earthly feeling, I pour out unto Thee, our 
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God, in behalf of that Thy handmaid, a far different kind of tears, 
flowing from a spirit shaken by the thouglits of the dangers of every 
soul that dieth in Adam. And although she having been quickened 
in Christ, even before her release from the flesh, had lived to the 
praise of Thy name for her faith and conversation; yet dare I not 
say that from what time Thou regeneratedst her by baptism, no 
word issued from her mouth against Thy Commandment. Thy Son, 
the Truth, hath said. Whosoever shall say unto his brother, Thou 
fool, shall be in danger of hell fire. And woe be even unto the com- 
mendable life of men, if, laying aside mercy, I’hou shouldcst 
examine it. But because Thou art not extreme in inquiring after 
sins, we confidently hope to find some place with Thee. But who- 
soever reckons up his real merits to Thee, what reckons he up to 
Thee, but Thine own gifts? O that men would know themselves to 
be men; and that he that glorieth, would glory in the Lord. 

I therefore, O my Praise and my Life, God of my heart, laving 
aside for a while her good deeds, for which I give thanks to Thee 
with joy, do now beseech I'hcc for the sins of my mother. Hearken 
unto me, I entreat Thee, by the Medicine of our wounds. Who 
hung upon the tree, and now sitting at Thy right hand maketh 
intercession to Thee for us. I know that she dealt mercifully, and 
from her heart forgave her debtors their debts, do Thou also for^ 
give her debts, whatever she may hav'c contracted in so many years, 
since the water of salvation. Forgive her. Lord, forgive, I beseech 
Thee; enter not into judgment with her. Let Thy mercy be exalted 
above Thy justice, since Thy words arc true, and Thou hast 
promised mercy unto the merciful; which Thou gavest them to be, 
who wilt have mercy on whom Thou wilt have mercy; and wilt 
have compassion, on whom Thou hast had compassion. 

And, I believe, Thou hast already done what I ask; but accept, O 
Lord, the free-will offerings of my mouth. For she, the day of her 
dissolution now at hand, took no thought to have her body sump- 
tuously wound up, or embalmed with spices; nor desired she a 
choice monument, or to be buried in her own land. These things 
she enjoined us not; but desired only to have her name com- 
memorated at Thy Altar, which she had served without inter- 
mission of one day: whence she knew that holy sacrifice to be 
dispensed, by which the hand-writing that was against us, is blotted 
out; through which the enemy was triumphed over, who summing 
up our offences, and seeking what to lay to our charge, found 
nothing in Him, in Whom we conquer. Who shall restore to Him 
the innocent blood? Who repay Him the price wherewith He 
bought us, and so take us from Him? Unto the Sacrament of 
which our ransom, Thy handmaid bound her soul by the bond of 
faith. Let none sever her from Thy protection: let neither the lion 
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nor the dragon interpose himself by force or fraud. For she will not 
answer that she owes nothing, lest she be convicted and seized by 
the crafty accuser: but she will answer, that her sins are forgiven 
her by Him, to Whom none can repay that price, which He, Who 
owed nothing, paid for us. 

May she rest then in peace with the husband, before and after 
whom she had never any; whom she obeyed, with patience bringing 
forth fruit unto Thee, that she might win him also unto Thee. And 
inspire, O Lord my God, inspire Thy servants my brethren, Thy 
sons my masters, whom with voice, and heart, and pen I serve, 
that so many as shall read these Confessions, may at Tliy Altar re- 
member Monniea Thy handmaid, with Patricius, her sometimes 
husband, by whose bodies Thou broughtest me into this life, how, I 
know not. May they with devout affection remember my parents 
in this transitory liglit, my brethren under Thee our Father in our 
Catholie Mother, and iny fellow citi/ens in that eternal Jerusalem, 
which Thy pilgrim people sigheth after from their Exodus, even 
unto their return thither. That so, my mother's last request of me, 
may tlirougli my confessions, more than through my prayers, be, 
through the prayers of many, more abundantly fulfilled to her. 
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The period of the Middle Ages 
— approximately 500-1500 a.d. 
— encompasses a thousand years 
of European history distin- 
guished by the unique fusion of 
a Heroic-Age society with Greco- 
Roman culture and Chris- 
tian religion. The era is fairly 
well marked off by the emer- 
gence and disappearance of cer- 
tain massive forces. It begins 
with the collapse of the Roman 
Empire in Western Europe, a 
development coincident with 
and partly occasioned by the 
settlement of Germanic peoples 
within the territory of the em- 
pire. It ends with the discovery 
of the Western Hemisphere, the 
invention of the printing press, 
the consolidation of strong na- 
tional states, the break in reli- 
gious unity brought about by the 
Protestant Reformation, and the 
renewal — after a lapse of nearly 
a thousand years — of direct con- 
tact with Greek art, thought. 


and literature. The medieval cen- 
turies created, or at least re- 
fashioned, and bequeathed to us 
such institutional patterns as the 
Christian church; the monarchi- 
cal state; the town and village; 
the traditional European social 
order — the ‘‘lords spiritual,'' the 
“lords temporal," with the hier- 
archy of nobility and gentry 
ranging from duke to knight, 
and the third, or bourgeois, es- 
tate; the university; the system 
and logical method of Scholastic 
philosophy; Romanesque and 
Gothic architecture; and a rich 
variety of literary forms. 

The literature of the earlier 
Middle Ages reflects directly and 
clearly the life and civilization 
of a Heroic Age. The dominant 
figure is the fighting king or 
eWeftain; the favorite pursuit is 
war; the characteristic goals are 
power, wealth, and glory; and 
the primary virtues, accordingly, 
are valor and loyalty. The liter- 
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ary pattern is based on actuality, 
of which it presents a kind of 
idealization. In early Germanic 
and Celtic society the king ruled 
a small, essentially tribal nation; 
he and his companions in battle 
constituted a formal or informal 
noble class controlling the life 
of the people. The poems of 
such a society naturally tell 
chiefly of the fights of great 
champions, though also of the 
druids or other counselors who 
advised them and of the min- 
strels who entertained them. 

Tlic proportions and the em- 
phasis are much the same in the 
literature of the Irish, the Scan- 
dinavians, the French of the 
twelfth century, the Germans of 
the thirteenth. To be sure, the 
Irish and Scandinavian stories 
were fashioned before the influ- 
ence of Christianity was felt, or 
apart from it. They portray the 
old, pagan ethics and way of life. 
ITie Icelandic family sagas show 
the Heroic Age in its less spee- 
tacular aspects: the champion is 
still a fighter, like Hrafnkel, but 
he is also engaged in the more 
prosaic activity of farming or 
trading. And he does not stand 
alone, for there are many men 
with the same ambitions and not 
a few with equal powers, Tlior- 
geir and Thorkel, for instance. 
In Iceland in the tenth century 
any free man might theoretically 
become a Heroic-Age figure, Tlie 
hero of the Song of Roland, a 
twelfth-century French work, 
combines the fighting chieftain, 
serving his king, with the devout 
Crusader; and Archbishop Tur- 
pin is both spiritual adviser and 
fighting champion. 

In the literature of the four- 
teenth century, the warrior plays 


a smaller role and is assimilated 
to the more extensive pattern of 
later medieval civilization, lliiis 
in Dante’s Heaven only one of 
the nine celestial spheres — Mars 
— is occupied by great men-at- 
arms, all devout Christians, of 
course. Chaucers Knight and 
Squire arc only two among 
twenty-nine pilgrims on their 
way to Canterbury. The Knight 
is devoted to truth and honor, 
generosity, and courteous con- 
duct, while his son, along with 
other virtues appropriate to a 
young soldier, possesses those of 
a courtly lover. The fighting 
champion of the Heroic Age lias 
become the ''officer and gentle- 
man'' of the modern world. 

Tliis gradual assimilation of 
the Celtic and Germanic hero 
to a civilization in which Chris- 
tianity ordered the Greco- 
Roman culture to new ends was 
made possible by the religious 
unity and authority of Western 
Europe. 'Fhc medieval millen- 
nium was indeed an age of faith, 
though it was far from being an 
age of religious passivity or iner- 
tia. Tlie first half of the period 
was occupied in winning the 
new peoples of Europe to Chris- 
tianity. When this had been ac- 
complished, the Crusades began 
— a scries of holy wars intended 
to rescue Palestine from pagan 
occupation and, in general, to 
defeat and cither destroy or con- 
vert the pagans, chiefly Moham- 
medans. But the Greek and 
Arabic learning and philosophy 
which these non-Christian peo- 
ple introduced into Europe in 
the twelfth and thirteenth cen- 
turies demanded an intellectual 
alertness. The sharpness of the 
Crusader's sword had to be 



matched by the acumen of the 
Scliolastic philosopher; one of 
the ehief works of St. Thomas 
Aquinas is a summation of prin- 
ciples in defense of Christianity 
“against the pagans^' (his Sixm- 
ma contra Gentiles), Medieval 
Christianity could never afford 
to take itself for granted. For 
the first four centuries after 
Christ the new religion was ag- 
gressively on the defensive; there- 
after it had to be actively on the 
offensive in both the practical 
and the ideological spheres. 
Nevertheless, in Western Europe 
itself the combination of theo- 
logical unity and ecclesiastical 
authority was a phenomenon un- 
matched cither before or after 
the Middle Agc*s. The Roman 
Empire had provided political 
unity, law, and order, to assure 
the success of secular pursuits. 
Beyond that, it had left moral 
and spiritual problems to be 
handled by the individual, singly 
or in voluntary or ethnic groups. 
In medieval Europe political dis- 
unity was at something like a 
maximum; but under the leader- 
ship and direction of the Church 
there was achieved a remarkable 
unanimity of spiritual, moral, 
and intellectual attitudes and 
ideals. 

The community of European 
culture in this period was such 
that the productions of individ- 
ual countries look like regional 
manifestations of a central nu- 
clear force. Generally speaking, 
students and scholars moved 
freely from land to land; monks, 
abbots, and bishops might be 
sent from the eountry of their 
birth to serve or preside in dis- 
tant places; artists and poets 
wandered widely either in the 
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train of or in search of patrons. 
Besides his native tongue, the 
educated man might be expected 
to speak and write the common 
“standard" language of Europe 
— Latin. In an age when the 
political state was relatively 
weak, a man's strongest loyalties 
were to an individual, a feudal 
lord, for example; to a code, 
such as the code of chivalry; to 
an order — of monks or friars or 
knights; or simply to the Church 
itself, if, like so many medieval 
men of intellectual interests, he 
was a cleric of some sort. 

These ties — except for the 
feudal, and sometimes including 
that also — were international in 
nature. In such a cultural atmos- 
phere the themes and subjects 
and techniques of art and litera- 
ture circulated freely throughout 
Europe. The Gothic architecture 
of a building is a more central 
aspect of it than the fact that it 
was designed and built by an 
English, a French, a German, or 
an Italian school of builders. 
Christianity itself furnished a 
common subject matter for 
painters, sculptors, and count- 
less others skilled in the graphic 
and plastic arts; the biblical 
stories and scenes had the same 
meaning in every country. The 
stories of Charlemagne, Roland, 
and Arthur, of Aeneas, of Troy 
and Thebes, were European lit- 
erary property. Tliey were han- 
dled and rehandled, copied, 
translated, adapted, expanded, 
condensed, and in general appro- 
priated by innumerable authors, 
writing in various languages, 
with no thought of property 
rights or misgivings about plagi- 
arism. There were no copyright 
regulations and no author’s roy- 
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alties to motivate insistence on 
individuality of authorship; there 
was comparatively little concern 
about the identity of the artist. 
Many medieval poems and tales 
are anonymous, including some 
of the greatest. 

The submergence of the artist 
in his work is accounted for in 
part, at least, by the medieval 
system of human values. The 
dominant hierarchy of values — 
we have seen that it did not 
dominate universally, especially 
in the literature of northern Eu- 
rope — was based on the Chris- 
tian view of man. Man, in this 
conception, is a creature of God, 
toward whom he is inevitably 
oriented but from whom he is 
separated by the world in which 
he must live his earthly, mortal 
life. Human civilization under 
Christian direction may be re- 
garded as ideally designed — even 
if not actually so functioning — 
to assist man on his way to 
union with God. This is the 
criterion for the ultimate ap- 
praisal of all the institutions of 
society and all the patterns of 
culture. Hence derive the scale, 
the order, the hierarchical cate- 
gories of medieval life and 
thought. Since the spiritual side 
of man transcends tne material, 
the saint becomes the ideal. The 
saint is one whose life is most 
fully subdued, assimilated, and 
ordered to the spiritual. On 
earth he may be a hermit, like 
Cuthbert; a reformer of monas- 
teries, like Bernard; a philoso- 
pher and a theologian, like 
Aquinas; a king, like Louis IX 
of France; or a humble man in 
private life, like the acrobat in 
the story ‘‘Our Lady's Tumbler." 
Since communion with God— 


the essential aspect of bliss in 
heaven — is an experience of the 
soul, the contemplative life, 
which prepares for the mystical 
communion, is superior to any 
form of the active life. Hence 
the monk — by virtue of his vo- 
cation — has an advantage over 
the secular priest, just as the 
priest is, other things being 
equal, in a position spiritually 
more desirable than that of the 
layman. As a wliole, medieval 
literature is a study in human 
life judged according to this scale 
of values. The scale is repre- 
sented clearly in Dante's Divine 
Comedy. Secular-value patterns 
are assimilated to it, for instance 
in the Song of Roland; or it may 
be taken for granted without 
much emphasis, as in Chaucer's 
works. But it is always there, 
whether below or above the sur- 
face. For the modern reader it 
supplies a focus for the adequate 
reading and understanding of 
most of the literature of the 
Middle Ages. 

THE SAGA OF HRAFNKEL 
PRIEST OF FREY 

Aside from the poems of the 
Edda, the greatest literary 
achievement of medieval Scan- 
dinavia was the prose saga. 
Taken as a whole, the sagas con- 
stitute one of the finest bodies 
of literature in Europe or in the 
world. The Saga of Burnt Njal, 
The Laxdaela Saga, and The 
Saga of Gisli Son of Sur arc 
worthy of comparison with the 
best novels of later centuries. 
The saga was originally a form 
of oral literature. Some — called 
lying sagas— told and heard 
as candid pieces of fiction. 
Others, including most of the 



best, were founded to a consider- 
able extent on fact; this was es- 
pecially true of the family sagas. 
The Saga of Hrafnkel, which 
was for a long time regarded as 
one of these, is now considered 
as the work of a highly gifted 
writer of fiction. Tlie events re- 
counted in the best of the sagas 
occurred between the late ninth 
and the early eleventh century, 
'rhe narratives deal primarily 
with the great families living in 
Iceland in the generations im- 
mediately following its discovery 
and settlement, chiefly by Nor- 
wegians. The date of the extant 
written texts may be anywhere 
from the late twelfth to the four- 
teenth century. 

The story of Hrafnkel is a 
good example of the shorter saga. 
It is the straightforward account 
of a proud man who suffers an 
unexpected defeat, quietly re- 
builds his strength, profiting in- 
cidentally by the lesson of expe- 
rience, and then crushes his ene- 
mies by a sudden but wcll-calcu- 
latcd stroke. The tone is calm, 
deliberate, unpretentious. The 
incidents are related quietly, ob- 
jectively, with no romantic play- 
ing up of ''adventure.*' Neces- 
sary preliminary information is 
given economically and then the 
action begins without fanfare. 
Dialogue and description are al- 
ways a functional part of the 
action. There is no moralizing 
or psychologizing; characteriza- 
tion, accomplished through ac- 
tion, is objective; villains and 
plumed knights are alike absent. 
The author gets his effect by 
rigorous omission — ^by concen- 
tration upon the essentials. 

The best sagas tell us just 
enough about each character 
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and each action to enable us to 
appraise the one correctly in the 
light of the other. Since there 
are no caricatures and no real 
scoundrels in The Saga of 
Hrafnkel, the story includes no 
merely frivolous or unqualifiedly 
evil acts. The killing and other 
violent deeds which occur are 
not performed either by highway 
robbers or by psychopathic char- 
acters. The society in which they 
take place is different in some 
respects from any with which we 
arc familiar. The teachings of 
Christianity played little or no 
part in tenth-century Iceland; 
the new religion was not 
adopted, even formally, until the 
year looo. On the other hand, 
there was a very precise code of 
law (transmitted orally), mostly 
derived frqm Norw^ay but elabo- 
rated somewhat in Iceland. Be- 
hind the letter of the law there 
was the unformulated tradition 
of ethics and mores. All of the 
people portrayed in the saga 
probably subscribed to this same 
traditional body of ethics and 
laws. Tliey disagreed only about 
concrete cases; but that led to 
difficulties and conflicts, which 
are reflected in the events of the 
saga. For, though Iceland had 
adequate legislative machinery 
in the form of the annual 
Thing, it had no proper execu- 
tive force with which to carry 
out its laws or to assure fair trial 
of cases in court. Thus, within 
the range of customary prin- 
ciples of conduct, every powerful 
man was obliged to be, to some 
degree, a law unto himself. 

There is no little irony in the 
course of events related in the 
saga. At the outset Hrafnkel is 
arrogant and overbearing; Tlior- 
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kel, an enterprising man from 
the other end of the country, is 
motivated by the wish to take 
him down a peg. But although 
Hrafnkel deserves his unfavor- 
able reputation in general, in 
this particular instance he has 
acted with at least some degree 
of consideration for others. He 
has killed Einar reluctantly, out 
of a serious regard for his oath 
to Frey, his favorite god — and 
only after Einar violates his ex- 
press order and disregards his 
solemn warning. Then, contrary 
to his habit, he offers a compen- 
sation regarded as decidedly gen- 
erous by everyone, including 
Sam — ^by everyone, that is, ex- 
cept old Thorbjorn. Thorbjorn's 
insistence on a more formal set- 
tlement is not motivated by love 
or respect for his dead son; it is 
clearly the stubbornness of a 
man with an inferioritv’ com- 
plex. 

Sam is a man who has oppor- 
tunities thrust upon him to 
which he is not quite equal. Not 
devoid of shrewdness, common 
sense, and ambition to a degree, 
he lacks the imagination and the 
daring of a great chief; given the 
chance, he cannot reach the 
level of a Hrafnkel, a Thorgeir, 
or a Thorkel. We respect his in- 
telligence when he demurs at 
starting the suit, his final ac- 
ceptance of it out of regard for 
"rhorbjom, and his perseverance 
— contrasted with Thorbjorn's 
desire to surrender — when the 
outlook is unfavorable. But he 
does not seem to realize the dan- 
ger, as well as the futility, of 
winning an unexecuted verdict 
against Hrafnkel; Thorgeir and 
Thorkel point it out to him. 
When he spares the life of 


Hrafnkel we are tempted to ap- 
prove his humanity. But he fails 
to sec that such a middle course 
is dangerous. Lacking the ruth- 
Jessness to kill Hrafnkel, he also 
lacks the magnanimity to treat 
him with real generosity — ad- 
mittedly something not to be 
expected in that world — and the 
foresight to estimate the future 
strength of his foe. The judg- 
ment of the author, and of the 
saga age, is represented by the 
final contempt and pity with 
which Thorgeir and Thorkel re- 
gard him. 

THE SONG OF ROLAND 

With some literal inaccuracy, 
but with substantial truth, it 
has been said that French litera- 
tuie begins with the Song of 
Roland {Chanson de Roland). 
Certainly it is the first great nar- 
rative poem in that language. Of 
unknown authorship and date, 
it was apparently composed in 
the decade or decades after the 
year iioo. Imbued with the 
spirit of the First Crusade, it 
seems to reproduce some details 
of the campaigns and expedi- 
tions to capture and hold the 
Holy Land for Christendom. 
The story it tells was developed 
from a historical incident in the 
career of Charlemagne (Charles 
the Great). As the Emperor was 
returning from a successful war 
in northern Spain, the Gascons 
attacked his baggage train and 
rear guard in the mountain 
passes of the Pyrenees. The rear 
guard perished, including Ro- 
land, the prefect of the Breton 
March. These events occurred in 
the year 778. Our poet of the 
twelfth century has transformed 
them — somewhat as Geoffrey of 



Monmouth, Chretien dc Troyes, 
and Malory transformed inci- 
dents involving the probably also 
historical Arthur, his exploits, 
and the deeds of his warriors. 
'Fhc Charles of the Roland, a 
magnificent figure, is white- 
haired and venerable, and not 
without a touch of the miracu- 
lous: though still valiant in 
fight, he is reputed among the 
enemy to be two hundred years 
old, or more. He is served espe- 
cially by a choice band of lead- 
ers, the twelve peers, of whom 
the chief is Roland, his nephew 
— a relationship that in Heroic 
narratn’c intensifies either loy- 
alty or disloyalty. The enemy, 
too, has been changed. Not a 
few border Gascons or Basques, 
but enormous Saracen armies 
fight against Roland and the 
Kiiipcror. 'I’hus we have a holy 
war; all the motives of a Crusade 
are invoked in this struggle of 
Christians against Mohamme- 
dans. Keeping the Emperor as 
the central background figure, 
the poet has concentrated his 
efforts on Roland as the hero, 
the central foreground character. 
Close beside him stand Olivier, 
the wise and faithful friend, and 
Ganelon, whose hatred of Ro- 
land leads him to treason against 
Charles. 

The world of the poem is an 
idealization of feudal .society in 
the early twelfth century. This 
society was headed by proud 
barons — a hereditary nobility — 
whose independent spirit found 
liberal scope in valiant action, 
fierce devotion, and bitter per- 
sonal antagonism. A man was 
esteemed for his prowess in bat- 
tle, for his loyalty to his king or 
other feudal chief, and for his 
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wisdom, as theportrait of Olivier 
reminds us. The action of the 
poem is infused with a warm 
glow of patriotic feeling — not 
the flag-waving variety, but a 
cherishing love of the home- 
land, “sweet France.'' It might 
be called regional rather than 
political patriotism, for in a 
feudal regime a man's binding 
obligations are to his lord rather 
than to the country as a whole. 
Yet the larger issue enters, in a 
special way: in the second half 
of the poem, Ganelon is finally 
condemned and punished be- 
cause in compassing the destruc- 
tion of Roland he has injured 
the king and the French nation: 
the poet denies Ganelon's claim 
that these are separable things. 

The present volume includes 
only the first half of the poem, 
considerably abridged. But this 
portion hks a satisfactory com- 
pleteness. Wc sec the anger of 
Ganelon at Roland, out of 
which grows his treachery and 
the attack of the Saracens; the 
valor of Roland, and the rest, in 
battle; and their heroic death. 
I’hc second half of the poem 
relates the vengeance taken by 
Cliarles against the Saracens — 
in two separate battles — and the 
trial and execution of Ganelon. 
Although the Song of Roland 
was the work, and probably the 
written work, of a well-educated 
man, during the period imme- 
diately following its composi- 
tion it was sung or chanted. It 
is divided into strophes averag- 
ing fourteen lines, each of ten 
(or eleven) syllables. 

It is easy to see why modern 
French readers and critics as- 
sign the Roland a high place in 
their national literature. Inher- 
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ent in its structure and texture 
are the qualities especially es- 
teemed in the French literary 
tradition — clarity of focus, lucid- 
ity in exposition and narration, 
definite design, and mastery of 
technical detail. In the poem as 
a whole — even in our abridg- 
ment of a part — scale and pro- 
portion are evident. The succes- 
sion of quarrels, treachery, and 
battles is only the raw material 
out of which the poet has built 
a highly wrought work of art. 
The emphasis on action — on 
what Roland, Ganelon, and 
Olivier do and say — ^lias been 
recognized since Aristotle as the 
right method for a poet. But 
mere action is the formula of 
the adventure story. The great- 
literature standard requires that 
the action have significance. 
This significance the author of 
the Roland has provided in rich 
and ordered variety. The acts of 
the hero, of his friend, and of 
his foe are presented as part of 
the total character of each; they 
grow out of the whole man, in- 
cluding his temperament and 
personality. But they are also 
presented against an ethical and 
social background. Every act, 
every decision, bears a relation 
to the feudal code of conduct, 
of right and wrong, and hence 
is an indication of human good 
or evil. Courage rather than 
cowardice, loyalty rather than 
treachery, judgment rather tlian 
folly — a belief in these criteria 
is implicit or explicit in the 
presentation of each action. And 
they apply to the outermost 
frame within which the poet has 
placed the specific events of the 
narrative — the contest bct^\'ecn 
Christianity and paganism. For 


to the author and his audience 
the Christian cause is just, the 
Saracen, unjust. Roland, fight- 
ing for the crusading Emperor, 
is right; Canelon, aiding the 
heathen enemy against his 
brothcr-in-arms, is doubly wrong. 

The man who brings about 
the death of Roland and twenty 
thousand Franks is no mean and 
petty villain. The husband of 
the Emperor's sister and the 
stepfather of Roland, he holds 
a very high place in Charles's 
council. Nor does he lack the 
ability or the personality to sus- 
tain this position. He has no 
hesitation in speaking against 
Roland in the first discussion of 
the Saracen proposals; his nomi- 
nation as envoy to King Marsil 
is readily accepted by Charles; 
and his success in his treachery 
is a brilliant feat. For in order 
to accomplish it he must first 
provoke the now peacefully in- 
clined Marsil to wrath and then 
turn this anger against Roland. 
To this end he takes a calcu- 
lated risk for the sake of a cal- 
culated — but far from guaran- 
teed — result. Insulting Marsil 
deliberately, in the name of the 
Emperor, he makes himself the 
first target of the Saracen king's 
fury and definitely endangers his 
own life. Luckily for him, the 
king's hand is stayed; and the 
Saracen nobles applaud Cane- 
Ion's magnificent courage. The 
rest is comparatively easy — 
though everything now depends 
on Canelon's success in getting 
Roland placed in command of 
the rear guard. That he succeeds 
is the more credible because it 
was Roland who previously nom- 
inated Canelon for the embassy: 
Roland and Charles may be ex- 



pected to act, as in fact they do, 
on the principle that turn about 
is fair play. 

To the twelfth-century poet 
and his audience of proud 
knights the question of motive 
in Ganelon's hatred of Roland 
doubtless presented little diffi- 
eulty. Indeed, if Ganelon had 
not resorted to treason, a ten- 
able defense of his attitude 
could be established. For it may 
well be that he is honestly op- 
posed to the policy of relentless 
war against the Saracens. His 
speech at the first council, urg- 
ing acceptance of Marsil's pro- 
posals, wins the support of the 
wise counselor Naimes, and car- 
ries the day. An advocate of 
peace would obviously regard 
the uncompromising spokesman 
of the war party — Roland — as 
his opponent. Later, talking 
with the Saracen envoy Blan- 
candrin, Ganelon plausibly rep- 
resents Roland as the chief ob- 
stacle to pacific relations be- 
tween the two peoples. To be 
sure, Ganelon is now plotting 
against Roland; but that should 
not blind us to the possibility 
that he honestly differs with 
Roland about this question of 
the Emperor's foreign policy. 
When we have said this, and 
when we have recognized the 
faults in Roland's personality 
that might normally vex another 
powerful, but less powerful, 
courtier, we have said all tliat 
can be said in defense of Gane- 
lon. His acts put him quite be- 
yond the possibility of moral 
justification. But justifying him 
is one thing; understanding him 
is quite another, and this the 
author has enabled us to do. 

In Roland the poet has cre- 
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ated one of the great heroes of 
European literature. Like Achil- 
les, Aeneas, and Hamlet, he is 
the embodiment of a definite 
ideal of humanity. The ideal 
that Roland incarnates is that of 
feudal chivalry. Roland exhibits 
in superlative degree the traits 
and attitudes which feudal soci- 
ety and institutions sought to 
produce in a whole class. He is a 
supremely valiant fighter, a com- 
pletely faithful vassal, and a 
warmly affectionate friend; and, 
since his creator lived in the 
early twelfth century, his fervent 
Christianity bears the Crusader's 
stamp. His words to his friend 
Olivier before the battle epito- 
mize his vocation as he sees it: 

For his lord the vassal bears heat 
and cold, 

Toil and peril endures for him, 
Risks in service both life and 
limb. 

For mighty blows let our arms 
be string. 

Lest songs of scorn be against 
us sung. 

With the Christian is good, with 
the heathen ill: 

No dastard part shall ye see me 
fill. 

This is the code of a man of 
action, of one to whom action 
appears as duty. Neither here nor 
elsewhere in the poem is Roland 
touched by any sense of the 
lacrimae rerum^ and of the 
''doubtful doom of human kind" 
that haunts Aeneas. Nor has he 
ever dreamt of most of the 
things in Hamlet's philosophy. 
In assurance and self-reliance he 
is much closer to Achilles, ex- 
cept that Achilles fought essen- 
tially for himself— certainly not 
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for Agamemnon! In Roland the 
man is wholly assimilated to the 
vassal. Tlie ceiling above him is 
lower, the pattern he follows is 
more limited, than those of 
Achilles, Aeneas, and Hamlet; 
yet within his pattern Roland 
achieves perfection, as they do 
in theirs. 

Roland's feats in battle re- 
quire no analysis; they are bright 
and glorious; they outshine the 
great deeds of his noble com- 
rades. This superiority is no 
more than the p>oet has led us 
to expect. It is the hero's weak- 
ness — weakness counterpoised to 
his greatness — that gives the 
poem depth and produces the 
tension that commands our in- 
terest. Roland's defect has 
been called the excess of his 
special virtue — confidence, cour- 
age, bravery; if assurance out- 
strips prudence, then bravery be- 
comes recklessness, which can 
bring disaster upon the hero and 
those for whom he is respon- 
sible. The author carefully shows 
us that Roland has no habit or 
instinct of caution to match his 
marvelous courage. Charles notes 
the vindictive manner in which 
Ganelon proposes Roland for the 
rear guard, and though at a loss 
to divine its meaning, is moved 
to assign half his entire army to 
Roland. But Roland either has 
not noticed the gleam of triumph 
in Ganelon’s eye, or, if he has, 
loftily disregards it and firmly 
refuses to take more than twenty 
thousand men, a relatively small 
force. 

So far Roland has done noth- 
ing definitely wrong, though he 
has revealed a certain lack of 
perception and of intuitive pru- 
dence. But he does do wrong 


when, surprised by an army of a 
hundred thousand Saracens, he 
refuses to blow the horn that 
would summon Charles to the 
rescue. The error is emphasized 
by the repetition in Olivier's ef- 
fort to persuade him, and the 
relationship between Roland's re- 
fusal and his rashness of character 
is made apparent both through 
his answers and through the con- 
trast with Olivier. Roland fears 
that asking for help would make 
him look foolish among the 
Franks — instead, he will slay the 
foe himself; he will not leave his 
kin at home open to reproach 
because of him; if, as Olivier 
says, the rear guard is hopelessly 
outnumbered, then death is bet- 
ter than disgrace. Actually, Ro- 
land is confident of victory de- 
spite the odds. His judgment is 
not equal to his daring. As the 
poet sums it up, “Roland is dar- 
ing and Olivier wise.” 

Hence catastrophe ensues. But 
it is catastrophe redeemed by 
glorious heroism, as well as self- 
sacrificing penitence. When, de- 
spite tremendous exploits by the 
Franks, especially by Roland, all 
but a handful of the rear guard 
have been slain, Roland wishes to 
sound the horn to let the Em- 
peror know what has happened. 
But now Olivier dissents on the 
ground of honor: Roland had 
refused to summon Charles to a 
rescue, and it would be shameful 
to summon him now only to 
witness a disaster. The repeti- 
tions in this scene balance those 
of the earlier one. Though the 
question is decided by Arch- 
bishop Turpin, the argument 
has embittered Olivier against 
Roland. Hence it is that when, 
blinded by hi$ own blood, Olivier 
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later strikes Roland, his comrade 
has to ask whether the blow was 
intentional. Roland’s humility 
here is a part of his penitence, a 
enitence never put into words 
lit sublimely revealed in deeds. 
Exhausted by battle as he is, his 
superhuman and repeated blasts 
on the horn burst his temples. 
The angels and archangels who 
receive his soul in Paradise are 
functional symbols of his final 
triumph in defeat. The poet docs 
not remit the penalty of Ro- 
land’s error, which is paid by his 
death. But his victory combines 
an epic with a tragic conclusion; 
atonement and redemption, not 
merely death, is the end, as it is 
in another profoundly Clinstian 
poem of action, Milton’s Sam- 
non Agonistes. 

THE STORY OF AIJCASSIN 
AND NICOLETTE 

Aucassin and Nicolette {Aucas- 
sin et Nicolete) is perhaps the 
most charming literary work of 
the entire Middle Ages. Its au- 
thor is unknown, but it is written 
in the language in use in north- 
ern hrance in the twelfth cen- 
tury or thereabouts. The alterna- 
tion of prose and verse in 
Aucassin is somewhat unusual; 
perhaps the prose passages were 
intended to be read aloud or re- 
cited and the poems sung by an 
entertainer, amateur or profes- 
sional. It has been suggested that 
the work belonged to the reper- 
tory of a company or pair of 
traveling minstrels, who per- 
formed or acted it much as a 
play. If this was the case, it must 
have been presented in places 
like the castle of Count Garin 
de Beaucaire in the story, for 
there was apparently no secular 


theater — or opera — during the 
Middle Ages. 

The remarkable achievement 
of Aucassin is the masterly use 
of familiar elements of diverse 
kinds to produce a unique re- 
sult. A wide variety of incidents, 
motifs, and themes has been 
woven into a unified pattern de- 
signed and sustained with pre- 
cision. It partly resembles sev- 
eral of the recognized types of 
narrative: the folk tale, the ro- 
mance, the adventure story; and 
it recalls a number of familiar 
themes: the love of prince and 
pauper, the child of royalty in 
disguise, the conversion of the 
heathen. The repetition of state- 
ments in nearly identical phras- 
ing, especially in the dialogue of 
the early prose sections, offers 
the assurance and the emphasis 
that repetition provides in the 
fairy tale. And the beauty of 
Nicolette is so surpassing that we 
may be tempted to suspect that 
she is a supernatural creature — 
until we find the ignorant shep- 
herds making exactly that mis- 
take. The escapes, the traveling 
to strange lands, the separation 
by capture and shipwreck, the 
hardships, all these are the mate- 
rials of the romans d'aventure 
(tales of adventure). But here 
they are handled with a brevity 
and deftness that make them 
incidental to the central theme; 
vivid or comic, strange or poig- 
nant, none of them delays us 
long. Nor do the other motifs, 
mentioned above, ever dominate 
the narrative or determine the 
real structure of the work. 

Aucassin and Nicolette is, of 
course, a love story. But the 
treatment differs considerably 
from that customary in the 
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romans d* amour (tales of love). 
In these the lady is often hostile, 
at least ostensibly, or, at best, 
unaware of her lover's pangs; 
she has to be won; frequently 
she is capricious and gives her 
knight a hard time — he must 
conquer the lady's affection as 
well as the numerous and weary- 
ing external obstacles that keep 
them apart. But Nicolette is as 
much in love as Aucassin, and 
more ingenious and enterprising; 
both are utterly candid, direct, 
and steadily devoted to each 
other. The specific dangers and 
the devices employed to elude 
them, the castles, dungeons, es- 
capes by a window into a garden 
and through a moat — these are 
traditional. But tlic atmosphere 
in which they arc related is not: 
the warm night of early summer, 
saturated with moonlight and 
nightingales, the lyric joy of the 
two lovers. The work is built, 
by rigid selection, from elements 
of the real life of the time, a 
time when there actually were 
moats, dungeons, sentinels, pa- 
rental authority, chattel slaves, 
fierce counts carrying on private 
wars — not to insist on Saracens 
or uncouth shepherds in the 
woodland. Hence, perhaps, the 
freshness and spontaneity, the 
naturally springing gaiety and 
joy. Hence, too, the stress, with- 
out impairment of tone, on the 
picturesque and the humorous in 
a world from which the processes 
of moral judgment have been 
largely expunged. Action is 
straightforward and decisive. At 
one point Aucassin is taken pris- 
oner by his father's enemies be- 
fore he realizes what has hap- 
pened; when he becomes aware 
of his situation, he lays about 


him manfully, captures the en- 
emy count, and so puts an end 
to a twenty years' war! The same 
absoluteness and directness are 
expressed in Aucassin's famous 
reply to the viscount of the 
town, who warns him that he 
may be sent to hell for loving 
Nicolette. He wants to go there, 
says Aucassin, along with the 
lively knights, the gay, sweet 
ladies, and the musicians and 
poets; that is, he belongs with 
those who take delight in the 
joys and beauties of human life. 
A heaven filled with the ugly, 
the weak, the miserable, and 
those who deny nature in the 
name of religion would not suit 
him at all. This is exuberance, 
of course, not atheism; the ex- 
travagance of Aiicassin's words 
is a part of his character and a 
feature of his world. 

The work is a kind of gospel 
of the religion of love, a reli- 
gion that exacts a complete de- 
votion and bestows a complete 
happiness. Yet tlierc is some 
question about the tone which 
the author intended to give it 
for his day and generation. Pre- 
cisely because motivation and 
action are so absolute, so neat, 
and so pat, some modern stu- 
dents of medieval French liter- 
ature believe that it is a parody 
or satire. They may well be 
right. But the modern reader, 
unburdened by lengthy metrical 
romances of chivalric adventure 
and courtly love conducted by 
means of stereotyped characters 
and formula situations, need not 
worry too much about the ques- 
tion. Aucassin and Nicolette is 
a delight whether regarded sim- 
ply as a story or as a vehicle for 
literary satire. 



'‘OUR LADY^S TUMBLER” 

One of the great creative and 
spiritual forces of the ‘*high 
Middle Ages,” the twelfth and 
thirteenth centuries, was the de- 
votion to the Virgin Mary. Her 
life on earth and in heaven was 
the subject of innumerable 
works of art — paintings, poems, 
stained-glass windows. Some of 
the finest hymns of the Church 
were centered upon her, the 
“Ave, maris Stella'' and the 
''Stabat mater,” for instance. 
Great cathedrals were dedicated 
to her — all the “Notre Dame” 
churches of Europe, Paris and 
Chartres among them, are hers. 
But her maternal figure touched 
the life of the individual man 
and woman in a still more in- 
timate way. She was the merci- 
ful and patient friend of man; 
she interceded for him with her 
divine Son and with the Father. 
She, the Queen of Heaven, was 
man’s advocate with God. Many 
a humble-spirited Christian felt 
that he could approach the 
Deity only through her kind and 
womanly mediation. 

This was the background 
from which arose stories like 
''Our Lady’s Tumbler." They 
are called Miracles of Our Lady, 
and each tells of some special 
kindness shown by Mary to a 
pious, penitent, or devout man 
or woman. Our story reveals a 
vocation of holiness in a very 
unlikely person and tells of the 
even more surprising way in 
which this vocation was fulfilled. 

Any man in the medieval cen- 
turies, like any man today, 
might, of course, grow weary of 
the world. In the Middle Ages 
he was then likely to enter a 
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monastery and become a monk. 
The tumbler in our story has 
made such a decision — without 
stopping to determine whether 
he is fitted for the mode of life 
he has chosen. He is a skillful 
and trained acrobat and dancer, 
still at the height of his powers; 
but, like most medieval acrobats, 
he has never learned to read and 
write. Hence he is unable to 
chant the hymns and litanies 
which divide — and fill — the day 
and night for the rest of the 
monks. The discovery of his ap- 
parent unfitness is a great shock. 
He prays fervently to Mary for 
help. Then, wandering about the 
church, he finds himself near 
an altar above which is an image 
of Mary. The bell sounding for 
Mass suddenly inspires him with 
a possible answer to his dif- 
ficulty. 

Perhaps; we can best appraise 
the tumbler by considering the 
things he might have done. He 
could, for instance, have asked 
to be taught to read and write; 
this would have involved a long 
delay. Or he might have sub- 
mitted himself entirely to menial 
work in the monastery. The 
humility of either of these 
courses would doubtless have 
been a virtue; for many, one of 
them was probably the right 
solution. But these alternatives 
simply do not occur to the tum- 
bler. He is, first and foremost — 
and wholly, no doubt, as he sees 
himself — an acrobat. 

So he will be an acrobat for 
Mary. The remarkable thing 
about his decision is its com- 
bination of unconscious self- 
confidence with quite genuine 
humility. At one and the same 
moment he offers himself with 
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professional pride as Mary's 
‘'gleeman/' or entertainer, yet is 
distressed by the thought that 
he may not be able to please her. 
But he throws himself into the 
effort with tremendous exertion. 
Though the sweat pours from 
him he keeps on. 

Finally, Mary comes — from 
above the altar and from heaven 
— to fan and cool her exhausted 
acrobat. But it is not he who 
sees her; it is the abbot and an- 
other monk. Hence the appear- 
ance of Mary is no hallucination 
of the tumbler; overcome by his 
exertions, he is not even aware 
of it. She has come, attended by 
angels, to reward and give rec- 
ognition to his devotion. Its 
completeness and its purity — ^as 
an act of love — raise him to the 
plane of saintliness; or, rather, 
the quality of his love and serv- 
ice reveals the holiness of his 
soul. 

DANTE, 

THE DIVINE COMEDY 

The greatest poem of the 
Middle Ages, called by its au- 
thor a comedy and designated 
by later centuries the Divine 
Comedy (Divina comrnedia), 
was written in the early four- 
teenth century. Tlic poet, Dante 
Alighieri, born in Florence in 
1265, was exiled from his native 
city in 1302 for political reasons 
and died at Ravenna in 1321. 
The poem is in many ways both 
the supreme and the centrally 
representative expression of 
medieval man in imaginative 
literature. But to appreciate the 
poem adequately in this light a 
reader must know it in its en- 
tirety. The present volume con- 
tains just a fourth of the total 


work, which is an organic whole 
designed with the utmost sym- 
metry. Hence it will be best to 
look rapidly at the general plan 
and then concentrate on the 
part of the poem presented in 
this book. 

The three great divisions of 
the poem, Hell (Inferno), Pur- 
gatory (Purgatorio) , and Para- 
dise (Paradiso) are of identical 
length; each of the last two has 
thirty-three cantos, and the first, 
the Hell, has thirty-four; but the 
opening canto is a prologue to 
the entire poem. The total, one 
hundred, is the square of ten, 
regarded in the thought of the 
time as a perfect number. The 
three divisions correspond in 
number to the Trinity. Nine, the 
square of three, figures centrally 
in the interior structure of each 
of the three divisions. In Hell, 
the lost souls arc arranged in 
three main groups, and occupy 
nine circles. Most of the circles 
arc themselves subdivided. Hell 
itself is a funnel-shaped opening 
in the earth extending from the 
surface to the center. Dante's 
journey thus takes him steadily 
downward through the nine 
concentric circles. The progres- 
sion is from the least to the 
greatest types of evil; all the 
souls are irrevocably condemned, 
but all are not intrinsically equal 
in the degree or nature of their 
sinfulness. Thus, as we follow 
Dante in his descent, we find 
first an ante-Hell, the abode of 
those who refused to choose be- 
tween right and wrong; then the 
boundary river, Acheron; then a 
circle for virtuous pagans who 
knew not Christ; and then a se- 
ries of circles occupied by those 
guilty of sins of self-indulgence, 



or Incontinence, of all kinds. 
These include the illicit lovers, 
the gluttons, the hoarders and 
spendthrifts, and those of vio- 
lent or sullen disposition. Com- 
parable classes and subclasses arc 
found within the other two main 
groups of sinners, those guilty 
respectively of Violence and of 
Fraud, the latter including 
treachery and treason. At the 
bottom is the fallen angel, 
Satan, or Lucifer. 

Purgatory is situated on a 
lofty mountain rising on an 
island in the sea. It is divided 
into the ante-Purgatory, which 
is the lower half of the moun- 
tain; Purgatory proper, just 
above; and the Earthly Paradise, 
or Garden of Eden, at the sum- 
mit. Purgatory proper is ar- 
ranged in a series of seven ledges 
encircling the mountain, each 
devoted to the purification of 
souls from particular kinds of 
sinful disposition — Pride, Envy, 
Anger, Sloth, Avarice, Gluttony, 
and Illicit Love. These seven 
divisions, plus the antc-Purga- 
tory and the Earthly Paradise, 
make a total of nine. 

'Phe Paradise takes us, in as- 
cending order, through the 
circles of the seven planets of 
medieval astronomy, the moon. 
Mercury, Venus, the sun. Mars, 
Jupiter, and Saturn; then 
through the circles of the fixed 
stars and the primum mobile^ or 
outermost circle, which moves 
the others; and finally to the 
Empyrean, or Heaven itself, the 
abode of God, the angels, and 
the redeemed souls. Again we 
have nine circles, besides the 
Empyrean, inclusion of which 
would give a total of ten. Such is 
the vast design and scope of the 
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Divine Comedy as a whole. Our 
partial reading can give us some 
representative and illustrative 
experience of its execution in 
some of its parts. 


ITic poem itself begins with 
action, not outline; explanations 
come along in suitable places; 
they arc a part of the traveler's 
experience. We shall do well to 
follow the hint. The incidents 
recounted in Canto 1 of the In- 
ferno are concrete and definite; 
their literal meaning is perfectly 
plain. As critics have often said, 
Dante is a highly visual poet; 
he gives us clear pictures or 
images. Beginning with a man 
lost 111 a wood, hindered by three 
beasts from escape by his own 
effort, the canto might well be 
the start of a talc of unusual but 
quite eartMy adventures. But 
when the stranger Dante meets 
identifies himself as the shade 
of the poet Virgil and offers to 
conduct him through realms 
which, though not named, can 
only be Hell and Purgatory, we 
realize that there is a meaning 
beyond the one which appears 
on the surface. We recognize 
that the wood, the mountain, 
the sun, and the three beasts, 
though casually introduced, arc 
not casual features of the scene. 
They represent something other 
than themselves; they are sym- 
bols. In the light of the entire 
poem, it is usually possible to 
tell what these other things are, 
and in this volume the head- 
notes and footnotes identify 
them. Occasionally, however, 
there is doubt. What do the 
three beasts stand for? The 
headnote and the footnote pre- 
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sent the different identifications 
made by two different students 
of the poem. This lack of cer- 
tainty is not a serious disad- 
vantage to the reader; he should 
regard it as a challenge to reach 
a correct decision for himself. 
Indeed, if he goes on to read 
the entire poem, he may arrive 
at an identification that seems 
sounder and more consistent 
with the work as a whole than 
either of those proposed. Mean- 
while, there is no ambiguity 
about the animals themselves; 
they are the satisfying and 
specific images of poetry. 

The simple style of this first 
canto may surprise the reader 
who has been told that the 
Divine Comedy is one of the 
five or six great poems of Eu- 
ropean literature, especially if he 
assumes that it will sound like 
an epic. For Dante begins with 
neither the splendor of Homer 
nor the stateliness of Virgil nor 
the grandeur of Milton. Indeed, 
except for the use of verse, 
Canto I seems more like a nar- 
rative by Defoe or Swift, par- 
ticularly at the outset. It is quiet, 
factual, economical; it convinces 
us by its air of serious simplicity. 
Dante called the poem a com- 
edy, in accordance with the use 
of the term in his day, not only 
because it began in misery and 
ended in happiness, but also be- 
cause in that literary form a sus- 
tained loftiness of style was not 
requisite. In other words, he is 
free to use the whole range of 
style, from the humblest, in- 
cluding the colloquial and the 
humorous, to the highest. There 
is, indeed, a great variety of tone 
in the poem. Yet the reader will 
doubtless eventually agree that 


Dante strikes the right note for 
him at the beginning. Variation 
will result chiefly from change 
in intensity, achieved by differ- 
ing degrees of concentration and 
repetition — rather than from a 
shift to the ‘‘grand style.'' This 
unpretentious manner is, we sec, 
most suitable to a prolonged 
work of serious fiction in which 
the author is the central char- 
acter. For the Divine Comedy 
is not primarily a Cook's tour of 
the world of the dead; it is an 
account of the effect of such a 
journey on the man who takes 
it — Dante. It is a record of his 
moral and spiritual experience of 
illumination, regeneration, and 
beatitude. We are interested 
partly because of the unique and 
individual character of the 
traveler — ^Dantc as the man he 
was, the man revealed in the 
poem — and partly because the 
experience of the author is im- 
aginatively available and mean- 
ingful to all of us. 

In Canto IV we come to the 
first of the nine concentric cir- 
cles of Hell. Here arc the noble 
heroes, wise philosophers, and 
inspired poets of the ancient — 
and medieval — pagan world. 
They are excluded from Heaven 
because they knew nothing of 
Christ and His religion. This 
fate may seem harsh to us, but 
the orthodox view recognized 
only one gate to Heaven. ITicse 
spirits suffer no punishment, 
Virgil (who is one of them) 
tells Dante, only “without hope 
we languish in suspense.'" Here 
Dante's fervent pity and sym- 
pathy at once nourish and mirror 
the reader's; but there is no re- 
bellion against God's decree. 
Further explanation, and thereby 



justification, in Dante's view, 
will come as the poem progresses 
toward its goal. 

With Canto V we reach the 
second circle, the first of those 
containing souls guilty of active 
sin unrepented at the time of 
death, and hence suffering a 
penalty in Hell. Here, therefore, 
is found the contemptuous and 
monstrous judge Minos, another 
figure taken fiom classical myth 
and freely adapted to Dante's 
purposes. The souls assigned to 
the second circle are those guilty 
of unlawful love. The poet's 
method here, as throughout the 
journey, is first to point out a 
number of prominent figures 
who would be familiar to his 
fourteenth-century readers, and 
then to concentrate attention on 
a very few, one or two in each 
circle, telling more about them, 
and eliciting his own story from 
each. In general, Dante lets the 
place and condition in which the 
sinners are found serve as a 
minimum essential of infor- 
mation. For the penalties in 
the various circles arc of many 
different kinds. Their funda- 
mental characteristic is appro- 
priateness to the particular sin; 
this is one of the principal dif- 
ferences between the punish- 
ments in Dante's Hell and the 
miscellaneous and arbitrary hor- 
rors of many accounts of the 
place. In Dante the penalties 
symbolize the sin. Thus the 
illicit lovers of the second cir- 
cle are continually blown about 
by storm winds; their suffering 
is one aspect of the sin itself. 
For the sin consisted in the sur- 
render of reason to lawless pas- 
sions. 

Here we find Paolo and 
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Francesca, the best-known fig- 
ures of the entire Divine Com- 
edy > Like all the human beings 
presented in the poem, they 
actually existed. They lived in 
Italy about the time of Dante's 
childhood and early youth, and 
were slain by Francesca’s hus- 
band, a brother of Paolo. Dante's 
method, it is hence clear, is not 
to build up an allegorical cast 
of personified abstractions. In- 
stead of, say, Passion and Re- 
bellion, he portrays Paolo and 
Francesca. They represent, or 
symbolize, sinful love by ex- 
ample. They show how an in- 
trinsically noble emotion, love, 
if contrary to God's law, can 
bring two essentially fine persons 
to damnation and spiritual ruin. 
The tenderness and the sym- 
pathy with which the story is 
told are famous. But its pathos, 
and Dante's personal response 
of overwhelming pity, should 
not blind us to the justice of the 
penalty. The poet who describes 
himself as fainting at the end of 
Francesca's recital is the same 
man who consigned her to Hell. 
His purpose is partly to portray 
the attractiveness of sin, an 
especially congenial theme when 
this is the sin involved — ^both 
for Dante and for most readers. 
But although Dante allows the 
lovers the bitter sweetness of in- 
.separability in Hell, the modern 
‘‘romantic’' idea that union any- 
where is sufficient happiness for 
lovers does not even occur to 
him. Paolo and Francesca in- 
deed have their love; but they 
have lost God and thus cor- 
rupted their personalities — their 
inmost selves — from order into 
anarchy; they are the reverse of 
happy. In a sense, they have 
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what they wanted, they continue 
in the lawless condition which 
they chose on earth. But that 
condition, seen from the point 
of view of eternity, is not bliss; 
it is, in effect, Hell. 

In Canto X wc are among the 
heretics in their flaming tomb 
in the sixth circle. Situated 
within the walled city of Dis — 
the capital, as it were, of Hell — 
this circle is a kind of border 
between the upper Hell (de- 
voted to punishments for In- 
continence) and the lower 
(concerned with Violence and 
Fraud). Here Dante portrays 
the proud aristocrat Farinata 
and his associate, the elder 
Cavalcante, father of Dante's 
closest friend. Their crime is 
heresy, a flagrant aspect of intel- 
lectual pride. But there is a 
nobility in Farinata’ s pride; 
Dante, like the reader, admires 
the splendid self-sufficiency of a 
man who, in this situation, can 
look -^As if of Hell he had a 
great disdain." And the essence 
of the aristocratic nature is dis- 
tilled in his address to Dante as 
“with a kind / Of scorn he ques- 
tioned: ‘Who were thy fore- 
bears?' " and in his abrupt re- 
sumption of the conversation 
interrupted by Cavalcante. 
Alongside the haughtiness of 
Farinata, Dante sets the pathetic 
— and mistaken — ^grief of Caval- 
cante for his son; each portrait 
gains in effect by the extreme 
contrast. 

Canto XIII shows us one 
group of those guilty of Vio- 
lence; for the suicides have been 
violent against themselves. Here 
they are turned into monstrous 
trees, their misery finding ex- 
pression when a bough is 


plucked. In the eyes of the 
Church, suicide was murder, in 
no way diminished by the fact 
that the slayer and the victim 
were the same. By representing 
in Pier dcllc Vigne a man who 
had every human motive to end 
his life, Dante achieves the 
deepest pathos and evokes our 
shuddering pity. As Francesca 
displays in her dramatic mono- 
logue the charm and the po- 
tential weakness of her character, 
as Farinata's manner of speech 
portrays his nature, so Pier dclle 
Vigne by his exact and legal- 
sounding language lets us see 
the careful, methodical coun- 
selor whose sense of logic and 
sense of justice were so out- 
raged that he saw no point in 
enduring life any longer. His 
judgment is still unimpaired; he 
does not reproach his king, only 
the jealous courtiers who misled 
him. The Wood of the Suicides 
is one of the greatest — among 
many admirable — examples of 
landscape in Hell assimilated to 
theme and situation. 

Canto XV describes the meet- 
ing of Dante and his venerable 
teacher and adviser, the scholar 
Brunetto Latini. We are in an- 
other ring of the seventh circle, 
among more of those who have 
sinned through Violence. The 
impact of this scene results 
from the contrast between the 
dignity of the man and the in- 
dignity of his condition in Hell, 
and by the tact with which both 
he and Dante ignore it for the 
moment. Brunetto, with the 
others guilty of homosexual vice, 
must move continually along a 
sandy desert under a shower of 
fiery flakes. Dante accords him 
the utmost respect and expresses 



his gratitude in the warmest 
terms; and something like their 
earthly relationship of teacher 
and pupil is rc-enacted, for 
Brunette is keenly interested in 
Dante's prospects in life. In the 
final image of Brunette running, 
not like the loser, but like the 
winner of a race, Dante extracts 
dignity and victory out of in- 
dignity itself. 

'ITic presence of people like 
those we have been reviewing 
will remind the reader that Hell 
is not reserved exclusively for 
arrant ruffians, hoodlums, and 
scoundrels. They are there, of 
course; but so arc many ‘"nice," 
many charming, and some noble 
and great, men and women. 
These are in IIcll because they 
preferred something else — no 
matter what — to God; at the 
moment of death they were 
therefore in rebellion against 
Him. God and Heaven would 
not be congenial to them, as 
they are and as He is; and there 
is no acceptable repentance after 
death. Hence they go on un- 
changed — only now experiencing 
the harsher aspects of the sin in 
which they chose to live. 

Cantos XXVI and XXVII 
take us among the wicked coun- 
selors, who occupy the eighth 
chasm, or subdivision, of the 
eighth circle. Appearing at a 
distance like fireflies in a sum- 
mer valley, these souls are 
wrapped in individual, or oc- 
casionally twin, flames. Fire is a 
fit punishment for those who 
used the flame of intellect to ac- 
complish evil. When the two 
poets approach more closely, 
Virgil identifies one flame as 
that of Ulysses (Odysseus) and 
Diomed, who burn together. 
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Among the deceptions devised 
by Ulysses was the wooden 
horse, which made possible the 
capture of Troy. It will strike 
the reader as strange that a man 
should suffer for his powers as a 
military tactician. But the 
Greeks were enemies of the 
Trojans, whom the Romans and 
later most of the nations of 
Western Europe regarded as 
their ancestors. Ulysses was on 
the wrong side, and was respon- 
sible for his deeds; but Dante 
mingles with his condemnation 
an admiration of the man's 
mental powers. Ulysses remains 
aloof; he does not converse with 
Dante, like most of the souls we 
have met. Instead, as Dorothy 
Sayers puts it in the notes to her 
translation of the poem, Virgil 
conjures the flame into mono- 
logue. 'I’huS! wc arc told how 
Ulysses determined not to return 
home after the Trojan War, 
but to explore the western ocean 
instead. In this narrative, ap- 
parently invented by Dante, 
Ulysses becomes the type of the 
adventuring and searching spirit 
of man; the voyage is an act of 
the mind and soul as well as the 
body. When he has sailed within 
sight of a mountainous island, 
his ship is wrecked by a storm and 
he perishes. Since, as other parts 
of the poem indicate, this is the 
island of Purgatory, the episode 
clearly has symbolic significance. 
On this island is the Earthly 
Paradise, or Garden of Eden, 
lost to man by the sin of Adam. 
Man, unassisted by divine grace 
— pagan man, represented by 
Ulysses — cannot regain it by his 
own intelligence, although the 
effort toward that end is noble 
in itself. 
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The other evil counselor, 
Guido da Montefeltro, talks 
fluently in Canto XXVII; he 
shows a quite earthly eagerness 
for news, crafty, garrulous old 
intriguer that he is. It is a neat 
irony that, in spite of his de- 
served reputation for cleverness, 
Dante shows him twice de- 
ceived: first on earth, as he him- 
self relates, and now in hell — ^hc 
does not want his story known 
and is convinced that Dante 
will never return to earth to tell 
it. He sketches in detail, with 
recollectivc acidity, the steps by 
which the Pope led him, an 
aging and reformed man, to re- 
turn for a moment to his old 
ways. He even includes the con- 
test of St. Francis and the devil 
for his soul at his death, along 
with the devil’s bitter witticism: 
you didn’t think I was a logician, 
perhaps! 

In Cantos XXXII and 
XXXIII we have reached the 
ninth and last circle, where the 
traitors are immersed in ice that 
symbolizes their unfeeling 
hearts. At the end of one canto 
we are shown the horror of 
Ugolino gnawing the skull of his 
enemy Ruggieri, both partly 
fastened in the ice. Dante does 
not concentrate on the acts 
which have put either man in 
hell. Instead he lets Ugolino tell 
us, in the next canto, why his 
hatred of Ruggieri is so im- 
placable. The fearful pathos, the 
power, and at the same time the 
restraint and compression of this 
narrative make it one of the 
finest episodes in the poem. 

The last canto. Canto 
XXXIV, shows us the enormous 
shape of the fallen angel, Satan, 
fixed at the bottom of Hell, 


where the motion of his wings 
freezes the ice in which we have 
found the traitors immersed. In 
one of his three mouths he holds 
Judas Iscariot, who betrayed 
Christ; in the other two are 
Brutus and Cassius, who plotted 
the assassination of Julius Cae- 
sar. Dante did not regard them, 
as we generally do today, as per- 
haps misguided patriots; to him 
they were the destroyers of a 
providentially ordained ruler. 
Readers who remember Milton’s 
Paradise Lost may be surprised 
at the absence of any interior 
presentation of Satan. One critic 
regrets that his suffering is not 
shown as different from that of 
the other inhabitants of Hell. 
But the fact is that his suffering 
is not presented at all; he is not 
a person, to Dante, but an ob- 
ject, a part of the machinery and 
geography of Hell. For the 
Divine Comedy is occupied ex- 
clusively with human sin, hu- 
man redemption, and human 
beatitude. 

ii 

At the beginning of the Pur- 
gatory, Dante and Virgil have 
once more reached the surface 
of the earth and can look up and 
see the sky and the stars. Their 
long climb from the bottom of 
Hell, where they left Satan, has 
brought them out on the shore 
of the mountain-island of Pur- 
gatory. The scene and the situa- 
tion are presented by Dante 
with a bold and happy use of 
imaginative symbols. Guided by 
Reason in the person of Virgil, 
Dante, a man still in the earthly 
life, has looked closely at sin 
and evil — ^in Hell — ^and turned 
away from them, and is now in 



search of the means of self-cor- 
rection and purification. He ar- 
rives on the island shore, just be- 
fore dawn, to find the reverend 
figure of Cato acting as guardian 
of the mountain. The austerely 
glorious figure of Cato, his face 
illumined by rays from stars 
representing the pagan virtues of 
Prudence, Temperance, Forti- 
tude, and Justice, embodies the 
highest moral and ethical ideal 
available to man without divine 
revelation, pre- or post-Christian. 
Dante meets him, appropriately, 
before dawn — ^before the sun of 
God's illumination has risen. 
These elements in the situation, 
together with the referenee to 
his sojourn with Mareia, his 
wife, in the circle of virtuous 
pagans in Hell, make Cato a re- 
markable transition or border 
symbol, standing both between 
Hell and Purgatory and between 
Greco-Roman philosophy and 
ethics and the dispensation of 
the Old and New Testaments. 

These opening cantos ad- 
mirably set quite a new tone in 
the second great division of the 
poem. They show us joy and 
brightness, cheer and hope, con- 
trasting totally with the dark- 
ness and misery of Hell. They 
show us an angel arriving with 
a cargo of souls, all joyfully sing- 
ing. They accustom us to a dif- 
ferent set of attitudes, a different 
kind of people, and especially, 
they portray the naivete, the al- 
most childlike lack of intellec- 
tual and moral sophistication, 
the need of orientation, which 
characterize the penitent soul at 
this point in its progress to per- 
fection. As yet uninstructed and 
spiritually immature, it looks 
back, seeking to carry on the 
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harmless but no longer suitable 
delights of earthly life. Dante — 
and Virgil — share this simplicity 
to the full. 

Cantos III~XVIII, not in- 
cluded in this book, take the 
reader along the slopes of the 
lower half of the mountain — the 
ante-Purgatory, where some of 
the souls must wait for varying 
periods of time (and for dif- 
ferent reasons) before entering 
Purgatory itself — and through 
four of the seven terraces, those 
devoted to purgation from Pride, 
Envy, Anger, and Sloth. In 
Canto XIX we go on to the 
fifth of the ledges encircling the 
mountain, that in which the 
souls are purified of Avarice. 
Tliere we meet Pope Adrian, 
one of Dante's most vivid il- 
lustrations of the anguish of pu- 
rification. Concisely he sketches 
for Dante the poignant story of 
his late oonversion (to the 
reality of the Christian life), his 
repentance, and his present hard 
penance. Only when, after a life 
of self-seeking, he had attained 
the pinnacle of the papacy did 
disillusionment come — and spir- 
itual discovery: “I saw that there 
the heart no peace could claim." 
Now he recognizes the equity 
of the reforming penalty: 

Even as our eyes on high we 
would not send. 

Which only upon earthly 
things were east. 

So here to earth Justice hath 
forced them bend. 

Dante, on learning from 
Adrian's words that he was a 
pope, has knelt down in respect. 
But Adrian, perceiving this 
without lifting his eyes from the 
ground, peremptorily corrects 
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Dante: there are no popes here. 
All the hierarchies and social 
orders of earth are annihilated 
in Purgatory — and, we may add, 
the hierarchy of Heaven is not 
that of earth. Having answered 
Dante's questions, Adrian bids 
him go on — he hinders the task 
of penitence. Finally, remem- 
bering that Dante had offered to 
carry news of him to those pos- 
sibly dear to him on earth, which 
might lead to helpful prayers, 
the old man adds that he has 
only a niece there who, if not 
corrupted by the bad example of 
his family, could possibly help 
him. But for this soul, absorbed 
in his penance, the earth has 
receded far away, and Heaven 
is not yet attained; he is es- 
sentially alone with his suffering. 

Tlie remaining parts of tlie 
Purgatory included in this book. 
Cantos XXVII, XXX, and 
XXXI, add a dimension to 
Dante's r61e in the poem. He is, 
as has been said, the protagonist 
throughout; the journey and all 
its disclosures arc carried out for 
his benefit. In Hell, to be sure, 
he could do little except look 
and learn; yet his emotional 
education through the revelation 
of perfected evil was a large and 
positive achievement. As a can- 
didate for salvation, he has 
learned to abhor sin more com- 
pletely in proportion as he has 
been shown its real nature; 
while, as a man of flesh and 
blood, he has felt alternate pity 
and hate for the sinners. Along 
the penitential ledges of Pur- 
gatory he has partially assim- 
ilated himself to the penitents; 
he has felt humility while among 
those purging themselves of 
Pride, and generosity among 


those seeking to root out Envy 
from their natures. On the 
seventh terrace, he has rec- 
ognized an even closer kinship 
with those engaged in refining 
their love by fire. But now this 
same fire, it develops, is the 
boundary between Purgatory 
and the Earthly Paradise at the 
top of the mountain. To reach 
that goal, Dante must go 
through the fire. Remembering 
'*Mcn's bodies burning, once be- 
held," he is overcome by a ter- 
rible fear. The encouraging 
words of the angel guardian of 
the ledge, the assurances of Vir- 
gil, who reminds him of perils 
safely passed — neither avail to 
move him until he is told that 
Beatrice is beyond the wall of 
flame. Then his resistance melts 
and he perseveres through the 
frightful but harmless fire. It is 
now nearly sunset, when all 
ascent ceases, but next morning 
Dante takes the few last steps 
to the Earthly Paradise. Here 
Virgil, who has guided him 
through Hell and Purgatory, 
gives him a farewell benediction. 
Dante, says Virgil, has explored 
evil in its final effects (in Hell) 
and the means of correcting the 
human inclinations that pro- 
duce it (in Purgatory). His re- 
generated will is now truly free, 
and he may fearlessly follow its 
direction. He no longer needs 
the guidance of a teacher of 
morality (Virgil) nor a political 
structure ('‘crown") nor an ec- 
clesiastical institution (“mi- 
tre"). In short, he has regained 
the condition of man before the 
Fall 

These words apply to Dante 
in his r61e as a kind of Every- 
man, representing whoever has 
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fully discerned the nature of 
evil and wholly freed himself 
from the impulses to sin. They 
apply to every soul when it 
completes the experience of 
Purgatory; if they did not, the 
soul would not be ready to go to 
Heaven, to enter the presence of 
God. But obviously tliey cannot 
apply, actually and practically, 
to any man still living on earth. 
That they were not meant as a 
literal description of Dante the 
Italian poet and political exile 
from Florence is clear enough 
from the events of Cantos XXX 
and XXXI. For if Dante has 
already perfected himself by 
penance, why should he now, in 
the scenes with Beatrice, repeat 
the painful experience of rebuke, 
confession, and satisfaction? It is 
this latter series of incidents 
that constitutes Dante's per- 
sonal, individual experience of 
correction and purification. 

In the midst of the celestial 
pageant that moves before 
Dante in the Earthly Paradise 
appears a lady whom he in- 
stantly recognizes as one who 
was the object of his idealizing 
love when she lived as a woman 
on earth. Turning excitedly to 
confide this to Virgil, he cannot 
find him anywhere, and is 
stricken with grief. Presently the 
lady names herself as Beatrice — 
whom the reader will remember 
for two reasons: she sent Virgil 
to guide her endangered servant, 
Dante, through Hell and Pur- 
gatory; and to see her Dante 
forced himself to go through the 
barrier of fire. There is no cause 
to doubt that, like the other hu- 
man beings in the poem, Be- 
atrice is an actual person trans- 
formed by the shaping imagina- 


tion of the poet. What she was 
to Dante in her earthly life he 
tells us in the New Life {Vita 
nuova), written not long after 
her death in 1290. She was an 
incarnation of beauty and virtue; 
simply by existing, she en- 
grossed the young Dante’s ar- 
dent but remote devotion; her 
smile or greeting left him in 
trembling rapture. This was the 
full extent of the relationship 
between them. But the poems 
in the New Life are mostly in- 
spired by the thought of her, 
whether on earth or in heaven. 
In short, she was a real woman 
who, even in this world, was an 
ideal for Dante, and after death 
became an even more glorious 
image of goodness and divine 
wisdom. The last section of the 
New Life records Dante's reso- 
lution to devote a great work to 
her, when he shall be qualified 
to achieve it;, the Divine Com- 
edy is that work. We have seen 
that he makes her the instiga- 
tor of the imaginary journey 
through two realms of the life 
after death and the motive for 
his endurance of the fire. Now, 
as successor to Virgil, she comes 
to guide him herself through the 
heavenly paradise. In the same 
way that Virgil is Reason with- 
out ceasing to be Virgil, Beatrice 
fulfills the rdle of Divine Revela- 
tion without ceasing to be Be- 
atrice. 

It is in this dual character, 
part beloved woman and part 
the voice of divine wisdom, that 
Beatrice, in Canto XXXI, un- 
sparingly rebukes Dante. He had 
loved her mortal beauty as an 
image of the immortal; when 
dcadi destroyed it, his devotion 
ought thenceforth to have fixed 
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itself on the immortal and in- 
destructible virtue of which that 
beauty had been the image. In- 
stead, he turned aside to the lure 
of material things. Dante accepts 
the reproach with the utmost 
contrition. It is quite probable 
that this episode is based on 
some actual lapse, in Dante's 
life, from his highest moral 
ideal. These passages, then, re- 
count his own personal experi- 
ence of purgation, the auto- 
biographical analogue of the 
penitence and purification por- 
trayed on the mountain as a 
whole. 


Like the invocations of Para- 
dise Lost, that with which Dante 
begins the third division of his 

[ )oem expresses his sense of the 
oftiness of the theme. Like 
Milton, he is venturing things 
unattempted hitherto in prose 
or rhyme. The three invocations 
of the Divine Comedy arc in- 
cremental; the first (in Canto 
II of the Hell) is brief and un- 
obtrusive, the second (in Canto 
I of the Purgatory) more ex- 
tended, and the third (in Canto 
I of the Paradise ) by its earnest- 
ness and solemnity indicates the 
epic stature, though not epic 
form, which he expects the 
poem to attain. Tlic Paradise 
offers us an imagined experience 
of the entire celestial universe 
as it was charted by medieval 
astronomy. In that cosmology, 
the sun, the moon, and the rest, 
though immensely distant, had 
not retreated from the earth ac- 
cording to the scale established 
by modem knowledge. Dante's 
world is geocentric; the plan- 


etary circles, including those of 
the sun and moon, revolve about 
the earth, as does the circle of 
the stars — ^as does, in fact, every- 
thing except the “real” Heaven, 
or Empyrean, the abode of God 
and the saints and angels. The 
Paradise is the chronicle of an 
ascent from planet to planet, 
until finally Dante is in the 
Empyrean itself. In each planet 
a group of redeemed and per- 
fected souls, come from their 
proper dwelling in the Empy- 
rean, are present to converse 
with Dante and his guide, Be- 
atrice. Their successive discus- 
sions set forth the essentials of 
Christian doctrine, along with 
the fundamental scientific con- 
cepts of the time; and they 
themselves exemplify various 
kinds and degrees of beatitude. 
For Dante — and the reader — 
the experience is educational, 
morally edifying, and spiritually 
preparatory for the vision with 
which the poem ends. In Canto 
III Dante learns of the hier- 
archy of souls in Heaven; not all 
arc equal, indeed, no two are 
identical in bliss; yet each is 
completely satisfied, fulfilled, 
and happy — “in His will is per- 
fected our peace.” Piccarda, the 
not wholly blameless nun who 
speaks these words, is among the 
souls encountered in the moon, 
the group of lowest rank in 
Heaven. From these wc rise to 
higher and higher kinds of 
blessed souls, each rejoicing 
wholly in God in its predestined 
way and in accordance with its 
capacity. 

When all the cycles of the 
cosmos have been traversed, we 
come, in Canto XXXI, to 
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Heaven itself, the real home of 
the blessed. Here the souls are 
arranged in the form of a great 
white rose; God is at the center 
— an ineffable brightness — and 
the souls have the aspect of rows 
of petals. Here Beatrice, who has 
set forth the truths of Divine 
Revelation throughout the jour- 
ney, goes back to her place in 
Heaven, and St. Bernard, the 
great mystic of the twelfth cen- 
tury, becomes Dante’s guide, or 
rather sponsor, hbr what re- 
mains is that Dante should be 
vouchsafed a vision in which, for 
an instant, he may see God as 
He really is — in so far as his hu- 
man capacity enables him to do 
so. The last canto, Canto 
XXXIII, opens with Bernard’s 
prayer to the Virgin Mary for 
intercession in Dante’s behalf — 
a prayer addressed to the same 
Mary on whom our tumbler re- 
lied as his merciful and kindly 
advocate with God. There is no 
religious lyric poetry of greater 
depth or simplicity or beauty 
than this prayer; its intimacy, 
tenderness, and humility are 
consummate. 

To obtain, to endure, such a 
vision is just within the limit of 
Dante's powers. It transports 
him into an utterly different 
kind of being; it leaves him with 
the memory of an overpowering 
but indescribable experience. 
For of course no mystic can ever 
reveal the content of his vision; 
it does not belong to the order 
of reportable things. Dante can 
only tell us that he discerned 
with direct but momentary cer- 
titude the identity of God as in- 
clusive of man and of universal 
love, and that he knew himself 


to be at that instant one with 
Him. 

The Divine Comedy thus 
ends both quietly and climac- 
tically. For this union with God 
was the purpose of the entire 
long and arduous journey. This 
is the good which St. Thomas 
Aquinas, and Boethius before 
him, pointed out as the goal of 
man, as of the entire creation. 
But what the philosophers prove, 
Dante experiences, imagina- 
tively. And we reach both center 
and summit of the medieval 
structure of human life in pro- 
portion as we can follow the 
record of that experience. 

BOCCACCIO, DECAMERON 

The tales of Boccaccio’s De- 
cameron (completed about 
1555) constitute the greatest 
achievement ?of prose fiction in a 
vernacular language of southern 
Europe during the medieval 
centuries. Imhis round hundred 
stories the Italian author pre- 
sents a great variety of people 
and situations, aptly and often 
acutely characterized, and abun- 
dant dialogue of varying liveli- 
ness and realism. Like Chaucer, 
who wrote his Canterbury Tales 
several decades later, he provides 
a dramatic framework for his 
narrations. But his storytellers 
are not miscellaneous pilgrims 
traveling to a famous shrine; 
they are seven young ladies and 
three young gentlemen who have 
withdrawn from Florence to the 
countryside, to escape the Black 
Death, or plague, of 1 348. They 
engage in gay banter and good- 
natured raillery; but, as they are 
all refined and cultivated young 
people with no occupational 
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bias or ingrained prejudices, 
their relationships are polite 
rather than boisterous and lack 
the force and depth and vitality 
of those portrayed in the Canter- 
bury Tales. They agree on a plan 
of storytelling — and adhere to it 
(with slight changes). Here 
there is no drunken miller, such 
as interrupts Chaucer's pilgrims, 
to upset the seemly orderliness 
acceptable to gentlefolk, for 
there are no other folk present. 
Each member of the company 
is to tell a tale each day; on 
some days a general topic is as- 
signed, on others each narrator 
follows his own taste and judg- 
ment. 

The story of Federigo and his 
falcon is told on a day devoted 
to accounts of love that turns 
out happily after difficulties on 
the way. It presents the courtly- 
love relationship — or one of the 
possible relationships — in a re- 
markable combination of realism 
and nobility. Federigo's conduct 
perfectly fulfills the code; he de- 
votes himself completely to 
Monna Giovanna, and his fail- 
ure to receive any return in no 
way disturbs the pattern of that 
devotion. He never repines or 
complains; his lady's married or 
widowed condition is all one to 
him; and, having spent his for- 
tune in the futile effort to at- 
tract her, he lives with resigna- 
tion on his tiny estate. But 
Federigo is genuinely high- 
minded and noble; he has 
absorbed the ideals and not 
merely the etiquette of courtly 
love. His declaration, when Gio- 
vanna comes to call, that he has 
gained and not lost by his service 
to her, might be politeness 
learned out of a book — a ro- 


mance, for example. But his 
sacrifice of the falcon to provide 
her with a good meal is a splen- 
did and magnificent folly that 
could come only from an almost 
unbelievably generous heart. His 
grief at the outcome is probably 
sharper than Giovanna's, despite 
the painful disappointment 
which it produces for her. 

Giovanna's dignity and charm 
and sensitivity are as clear to us 
as they evidently are to Federigo. 
Unwilling, whether as wife or 
widow, to have a romance with 
Federigo, she does not encourage 
him. Yet she knows that he 
loves her and that he has 
squandered his wealth on her ac- 
count. We see her distress at 
having to ask him for anything, 
let alone the falcon, his most 
cherished possession. But when 
love for her young son, mortally 
ill, forces her to it, she acts with 
grace and decorum. And with 
something more; for she has dis- 
cerned the nobleness of temper 
in Federigo through his con- 
sistently courteous behavior. It 
is that to which she appeals, not 
to any obligation of a courtly 
lover to please his lady. Later, 
when her brothers convince her 
that she should remarry, she 
also shows both generosity and 
independence of character. She 
gives Federigo his reward by 
marrying him — and seeing that 
his new fortune is not wasted! 
The happy ending is agreeable; 
but the notable achievement of 
the story is the brief but com- 
plete and poignant depiction of 
the dilemmas faced by the two 
against a background of pre- 
liminary characterization which 
gives their decisions full signif* 
icance. 



CHAUCER, THE 
CANTERBURY TALES 

THE GENERAL PROLOGUE 

Although the French pro- 
duced the richest and most in- 
fluential body of vernacular lit- 
erature in the Middle Ages, the 
greatest writers of the period 
were an Italian, Dante, and 
an Englishman, Chaucer. The 
Florentine poet and the Lon- 
doner both wrote their most im- 
portant works in the fourteenth 
century, the former in its early 
decades, the latter in its latest. 
In origin and background, both 
represent the point of view of 
the upper middle class or the 
lesser gentry, groups which were 
not sharply separated in the 
urban life of Italy and of Lon- 
don in the later medieval cen- 
turies. Both were active in public 
affairs; both on occasion were 
envoys of their respective gov- 
ernments. Dante was once re- 
sponsible for widening a street in 
Florence, and Chaucer for a 
time held a post comparable to 
that of an undersecretary of the 
interior in the cabinet of the 
United States. If Dante had 
sharper political convictions and 
a greater theoretical interest in 
the philosophy of government, 
Chaucer held a wider variety of 
offices — and held them longer. 

Both poets probably lived out 
their lives as laymen; their view 
of the world is free from any 
bias due to a clerical vocation. 
Yet both were completely or- 
thodox in religion and theology. 
Dante was severe with heretics 
and schismatics, and Chaucer 
was neither a Wycliffite nor a 
sympathizer with the Peasants' 
Revolt. With the partial excep- 
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tion of Dante's insistence on the 
equal status of the Holy Roman 
Empire and the Papacy, alike 
providentially sponsored, it may 
be said that both poets found 
themselves in harmony with the 
traditional institutions and pat- 
terns of medieval civilization. 
Both were keenly aware of in- 
justices resulting from abuses of 
the system; each exposed rascals 
with enthusiasm — ^Dante with 
bitterness, Chaucer with amuse- 
ment. But their denunciation of 
wicked rulers and their satire 
directed against the worldliness 
of bishops and abbots and the 
corruptness of friars and par- 
doners do not show either writer 
to be a rebel against the estab- 
lished institutions of Church or 
State. The background against 
which abuses are portrayed is 
always, implicitly or explicitly, 
the ideal pattern for the king or 
priest or monk — not some uto- 
pian or revolutionary social order 
which would dispense with or 
radically alter the patterns them- 
selves. 

On the ultimate issues of hu- 
man life, as in these questions of 
the structure of civilization, the 
two greatest literary geniuses of 
the Middle Ages were in agree- 
ment with each other and with 
their fellow men. For each, God 
was the center of the universe, 
as man and his earth were the 
center of the cosmic order. 
Man's goal was union with God; 
if he attained it — after this short 
earthly life — he would spend 
eternity in heaven; if he missed 
it, then hell awaited him. For 
man's direction and guidance to- 
ward the good in this life and 
the next, there were the divine- 
ly ordained religion and its 
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Church, and the divinely ap- 
proved hierarchy of society on 
earth. As men of independent 
intelligence, of education — and 
of essentially middle-class origin 
—both Dante and Chaucer in- 
sisted that true nobility depends 
on intrinsic character, not the 
accident of birth. But the mod- 
em conceptions of political, 
social, and economic equality, 
and complete religious freedom, 
would have appeared to them as 
anarchy. They had fundamental 
faith in the quite different pat- 
terns of institutional hierarchy 
and authority. 

If Dante chose the life after 
death as the theme of the great- 
est medieval poem, Chaucer 
chose a religious pilgrimage as 
the framework of the richest 
portrayal of medieval men and 
women in the earthly scene. 
Chaucer’s pilgrims are not dead, 
but very much alive; they are on 
their way to thank St. Thomas 
of Canterbury for his help in 
keeping them in that state! Yet 
the twenty-nine travelers, in- 
cluding those described in the 
course of the pilgrimage, are not 
incomparable in number or 
vividness to the characters pre- 
sented with similar fullness in 
the Divine Comedy. Both poets 
— ^when they wish — make the 
individual stand out clearly and 
distinctly; both — when they 
choose — present fully the back- 
ground, the milieu, the occupa- 
tional or moral setting from 
which the individual emerges 
and in terms of which he is to 
be estimated. Both poets sketch 
the portraits with extraordinary 
insight, discrimination, and per- 
ception of the subtle mixture of 
good and bad in httihanity. It 


would be interesting to attempt 
the assignment of Chaucer’s pil- 
grims to their proper places in 
the Divine Comedy — assuming 
that each of them dies in the 
condition described in the Pro- 
logue. 

With the Knight, the Parson, 
his brother the Plowman, the 
Clerk of Oxford, and the Nun’s 
Priest (who is characterized in 
the course of the journey) we 
should have no trouble. Though 
thoroughly human, flesh-and- 
blood people, these are all 
wholly excellent and admirable 
men. Moral and ethical nobility 
is a part of their personal and 
vocational perfection. They em- 
body — not personify as abstrac- 
tions — the ideal characteristics 
of men in their several stations 
in life; they are models as well 
as individuals. But these in- 
dividuals are living men on 
earth. We recognize in the 
portrait of the Clerk, for in- 
stance, an ingredient of tacit 
humor hardly duplicated in 
Dante’s presentation of the 
blessed. The Clerk’s unique 
traits of temperament and taste 
— the concise habit of speech, 
the aloofness, the ardent book- 
collccting — these might be a 
little irrelevant in Heaven, while 
eminently suited to his portrait 
in this world. 

The scoundrels, likewise, 
would be easy to deal with. The 
Friar, the Pardoner, the Sum- 
moner, and, I fear, also the Ship- 
man, the Reeve, the Manciple, 
and the Miller, would easily find 
their respective niches in the 
circles of Hell — most of them in 
the ten subdivisions of the 
eighth circle, in which those 
guilty of various kinds of fraud 



are punished. Dante might have 
made each of them tell his story 
in much the same terms as 
Chaucer used. He would have 
done it with as much gusto; in- 
deed, his work includes parallels 
to most of them. But denuncia- 
tion and contempt would have 
replaced Chaucer’s detached de- 
light in the cleverness and suc- 
cess of their rascality. Again, the 
vantage point dictates an ap- 
propriate difference of treat- 
ment; time and our earth are a 
different background from eter- 
nity and Hell. Both Dante’s and 
Chaucer’s portraits achieve sym- 
metry. But Dante’s are more de- 
cisive, more limited, more ex- 
clusively concentrated on ethical 
definition; Chaucer’s have room 
for more mundane, personal, and 
morally neutral detail. 

We should have greater diffi- 
culty in classifying some of the 
others. The exquisite Prioress is 
doubtless destined for Heaven. 
But should we expect to find 
her, fairly soon, among the 
blessed in one of the three low- 
est spheres — the moon, Mercury, 
or Venus? Is she, like Piccarda, 
a soul whose unquestionably 
genuine devotion is linked with 
an intrinsically limited spiritual 
capacity — limited in a way sug- 
gested by her unmonastic fond- 
ness for pet dogs, nice clothes, 
and fashionable manners? Or is 
her sensibility an outward sign 
of great spiritual endowment, so 
that, after some time on the ter- 
races of Purgatory, she will be 
found among the higher spheres 
of the celestial hierarchy? Dante 
had to decide such questions 
concerning his characters, and 
his portraits naturally show how 
they fit the classifications. Chau- 
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cer did not have to decide; his 
pilgrims still belong to the earth, 
and some of their portraits are 
executed without conclusive 
moral definition. The worldly, 
hunting Monk, a fine figure of a 
man — will he take his place 
among the avaricious or the hyp- 
ocrites in Hell? Or will he purge 
his worldliness, like Pope Adrian, 
on the fifth ledge of the moun- 
tain? 

In general, Chaucer shows a 
large “middle” group of people, 
confirmed perhaps in neither 
wickedness nor holiness, but 
absorbed in the things of this 
world. Such an absorption ex- 
poses the professed cleric, secu- 
lar or monastic, to ironical sat- 
ire; for the religious vocation 
involves renunciation of the 
world. This is why many of the 
pilgrims connected with the 
Church are Obvious targets. But 
laymen also |un the risk of ridi- 
cule if their absorption in 
worldly mal:ters leads to exces- 
sive egotism or affectation or 
limitation of perspective. Thus 
the Sergeant of the Law, whose 
days arc, in fact, full, seems even 
busier than he is; the Merchant 
apparently talks entirely about 
profits; and the Physician’s fi- 
nancial astuteness is not un- 
mixed with complacency. The 
Franklin’s pride in his hospital- 
ity and fine table is a more at- 
tractive form of egotism — al- 
though one might hesitate to 
become his cook! Traits like 
these, casually mentioned in the 
Prologue, would be valuable 
hints as to where on the terraces 
of Purgatory the several pilgrims 
might be expected to spend some 
time. Meanwhile, it is just such 
qualities, tibe weaknesses, foibles, 
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excesses, and limitations, that 
endow them with distinctness 
and poignancy in this world — 
in short, with individuality and 
personality. 

It is often said that the char- 
acters in the Prologue are de- 
lineated in terms of the superla- 
tive — each of the pilgrims is the 
best, or worst, representative of 
liis particular kind of human 
being. This is true. Yet it is also 
true that Chaucer finds far less 
to say about some than about 
others. He is, in fact, interested 
in them in different ways. Thus 
the Knight is described at 
length; occupationally, ethically, 
and otherwise he emerges as an 
individual member of a class. 
His son, the young Squire, is 
presented primarily as a fine but 
standard specimen of his type, 
the fashionable young warrior 
and politely cultivated ‘‘lover.’' 
And in their servant, the Yeo- 
man, we see a yet smaller seg- 
ment of the whole character: he 
is simply an expert woodsman. 
Other pilgrims, like the five 
Guildsmen, receive only a col- 
lective portrait; they all share in 
the pride of their crafts and their 
organized “fraternity," in the 
garb of which they are hand- 
somely turned out. A few of the 
company are not described at 
all in the Prologue. 

Evidently Chaucer has al- 
lowed himself a margin of free- 
dom in his account of this imag 
inary company as they present 
themselves to the imaginary ob- 
server and fellow traveler, the 
poet With the future possibili- 
ties of the pilgrimage in mind, 
he readily leaves a few mem- 
bers of the group undeveloped; 
one of these, the Nun's Priest, 


does emerge in full characteriza- 
tion as the tales proceed. But in 
the Prologue itself Chaucer gives 
us the fullest, the most varied, 
and the liveliest, panorama of 
men and women in medieval 
literature. The portraits are usu- 
ally fairly complete and satisfy- 
ing in themselves, though, as we 
have noted, some are miniatures 
and some large canvases, some 
are full face, some profile, and a 
few quarter face. Yet the por- 
traits are not merely lively in 
themselves; they are dynamic; 
they prepare us for the highly 
dramatic relationships which de- 
velop among the pilgrims in the 
course of the journey. 

THE pardoner's TALE 

The Pardoner is one of the 
liveliest rascals on the Canter- 
bury pilgrimage. His rascality is 
so complete that it may be diffi- 
cult for us to realize just what a 
pardoner was properly or ideally 
like in the fourteenth century. 
For one thing, a legitimate par- 
doner did not go about “pardon- 
ing” people for their sins. Many 
such men were not — and were 
not expected to be — priests, in 
the proper sense of the term, at 
all. Many doubtless were in what 
is called minor orders, extend- 
ing up to subdcacon. Such men 
were not qualified or authorized 
to hear confession or grant abso- 
lution. The legitimate activity of 
a pardoner consisted in making 
available to devout persons a 
certificate of ecclesiastical “in- 
dulgence." The charge made for 
this constituted a gift or offering 
to God and the Church. The 
purchase was therefore consid- 
ered a worthy act in the sight of 
God which might benefit the 



souls of the purchaser's relatives 
or friends if they were doing pen- 
ance in purgatory (but not if 
they had been sent to hell). 

No doubt there were many 
perfeetly honest and worthy par- 
doners in medieval Europe. But 
the opportunities for personal 
profit are evident, and there 
must have been some who ex- 
ploited these opportunities un- 
scrupulously. The satiric litera- 
ture of the time tells us much 
about bad pardoners, and Chau- 
er's is clearly one of them. 
Besides distributing indul- 
gences of doubtful validity, he 
preaches in country churches, 
intimidating the congregation so 
that they will not fail to put 
money in the collection plate; 
and he makes a good profit out 
of fake relics. Far from being 
ashamed of these vices, Chau- 
cer's Pardoner is proud of his 
skill in dishonesty. He tells us 
all about it in the Prologue to 
his tale. 

The Pardoner's Tale itself, 
furthermore, is a sample of his 
preaching. The text of the ser- 
mon is his favorite: Covetous- 
ness is the root of evil. It is 
ironical, of course, that such a 
man should preach so regularly 
and strenuously against his own 
greatest sin. His sermon, as 
Chaucer gives it, is really a very 
old and simple story about three 
men who went in search of 
Death and found him unex- 
pectedly. The Pardoner drama- 
tizes the narrative with great 
energy and imagination. In addi- 
tion, he embroiders it with brief 
anecdotes which are really di- 
gressions. Before he has got 
really started on the story, more- 
over, he takes time out for a 
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ringing denunciation of gluttony 
(including drunkenness), gam- 
bling, and swearing — complete 
with examples of cacli. 

THE nun's priest's tale 

The tale of Chanticleer and 
Dame Partlct is Chaucer at his 
best. Since the basic story, of a 
cock, a hen, and a fox, is rich in 
human implications and appli- 
cations and in intrinsic humor, 
it must have been especially con- 
genial to the imaginative comic 
spirit of the mature Chaucer — 
and it apparently docs belong to 
a late period in tlie composition 
of the Canterbury Tales. For its 
narrator the poet chose the gen- 
ial Priest who rode with the two 
nuns on the pilgrimage; his good 
taste and inexhaustible sense of 
humor have been ripened by 
years of reading and observation 
of life. 

The setting of the tale in the 
Canterbury pilgrimage contrib- 
utes to its total effect. The 
Knight, seconded by the Host, 
has suddenly interrupted the 
Monk, who was retailing an ap- 
parently endless series of “trage- 
dies," or tales of misfortune. 
This has become unend urably 
gloomy and dull, they protest; 
they want something more cheer- 
ful and entertaining! When the 
Monk has nothing else to offer, 
the Host turns to Sir John, the 
Priest, and bids him “Tell us a 
thing to make our spirits 
glad. / Be cheerful, though the 
jade you ride is bad." 

Thus launched, the Priest 
gives us a remarkable version of 
one of the favorite stories of the 
Middle Ages. For of course 
Chaucer did not invent the plot 
itself. The popular literature of 
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Europe had long included tales 
of the cock's capture through his 
weakness for flattery, and his es- 
cape through the fox's over- 
weening pride. The narrative can 
be condensed in a paragraph or 
spun out to indeterminate 
length, according to the inclina- 
tion of the narrator. The Priest, 
without losing sight of its iden- 
tity as a moral fable, makes it 
many other things as well. 

First, with leisurely detail and 
humor, he gives the cock and 
hen a human background. Tlic 
quiet, realistic description of the 
circumstances of the poor widow 
— her narrow cottage with a 
small yard surrounded by a 
wooden fence, her three cows, 
three hogs, and one sheep, 
named Moll — reads like the be- 
ginning of a skillfully told mod- 
ern short story. The implicit 
contrast witli a great house or 
castle is cumulatively comic; it 
evokes a smile rather than a guf- 
faw. 

Then we are brouglit to the 
description of Chanticleer and 
his seven wives — they are part 
of the widow's household, in- 
doors and outdoors. The account 
of the cock is at first simply 
^^superlative,'" like the character- 
ization of the Canterbury pil- 
grims themselves; he is initially 
the best imaginable cock. His 
regular crowing, exactly on the 
hour, doubtless appeared less ex- 
traordinary to Chaucer’s audi- 
ence than it does to us, for 
apparently this accuracy was 
commonly attributed to roosters 
during the medieval period. But 
the detailed description of his 
features and coloring is done in 
the manner of the literary por- 
traits of heroes in romances; and 
the cock's comb, scalloped “like 


a crenelated castle wall,” is a 
first touch of the mock-heroic. 
Partlet too has the virtues of 
highborn ladies in romances; she 
is courtly, discreet, and debo- 
nair. And she has held Chanti- 
cleer's firm affection since she 
was seven nights old! 

Having been thus acquainted 
with the general capacities of 
these unusual chickens, we are 
now moved on to the first inci- 
dent in the story itself — Chanti- 
cleer's dream. The tone here is 
that of ordinary, commonplace 
domesticity: a husband is awak- 
ened from a nightmare, which 
he then relates to his wife. Their 
further conversation is in the 
same vein, Partlet combining in 
her character both the comic- 
strip wife who measures her hus- 
band, reproachfully, against a 
standard of heroic perfection, 
and the more ordinary Mrs. 
Smith who confidently diag- 
noses her man's indisposition 
and energetically tells him what 
to take for it. The line “Have 
you no man's heart, when you 
have a beard?" indicates how' 
completely the cock and hen 
have become a human pair. 

In the matrimonial argument 
about the nature and signifi- 
cance of dreams Chaucer em- 
ploys the two principal medieval 
theories on the subject. Doubt- 
less he is right in assigning the 
physiological explanation to 
Partlet; women are said to be 
more realistic and practical than 
men. And we might say that her 
sixty-two-line speech exemplifies 
the feminine love of talking — if 
Chanticleer did not take two 
hundred lines to answer her! 
Both speeches in fact poke fun 
at the method of proof by citing 
authorities. But Chanticleer's ex- 



tended monologue has a further 
purpose; it is structural in the 
development of the plot; it pro- 
duces the comic irony which is 
at the center of the tale. For the 
very act of vigorously refuting 
Partlet and proving that dreams 
do portend danger has the effect 
of reassuring him. Having won 
the argument — to his own satis- 
faction and by default of rebut- 
tal from Partlet — Chanticleer is 
in reality no longer disturbed 
about the dream. His thoughts 
turn exuberantly to love, and 
the climax of the plot is reached 
when he declares: ''I am then so 
full of pure felicity / That I defy 
whatever sort of dream!'’ 

Having fully established this 
mood in Chanticleer — having in 
fact characterized him in terms 
of superheroisni — Chaucer tells 
us that a cunning fox has got 
through the hedge during the 
niglit and is now hiding in a bed 
of herbs in the yard, lying in 
wait for Chanticleer. This leads 
to a citation of traitors and de- 
ceivers from epic literature and 
an elaborate raising of the ques- 
tion of predestination, fore- 
knowledge, and free will. 

Next it is pointed out that 
Chanticlcci unfortunately took 
his wife’s advice about the 
dream — ''Women have many 
times, as wise men hold, /Of- 
fered advice that left men in the 
cold”; and Adam’s loss of Para- 
dise is immediately cited as a 
parallel. Thus we see finally that 
the whole situation has been 
presented as a kind of parody of 
the Fall of Man, with Chanti- 
cleer as Adam, Partlet as Eve, 
and the fox, now lurking but 
later to speak with persuasive 
and successful flattery, as the 
Serpent. 
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The rest of the tale is carried 
out in the same vein of elaborate 
mockery, with allusions, excla- 
mations, and comparisons, llie 
fox displays consummate diplo- 
macy, Chanticleer is as naive 
and susceptible as possible, and 
Partlet’s grief is epic. The finest 
passage, among many excellent, 
is the picture of the utter con- 
fusion and uproar of men, 
women, beasts, and fowls when 
the alarm is given. At last — to 
provide the happy ending de- 
manded by the Knight and the 
Host as well as to conform to 
the familiar plot of the story — 
comes the second reversal, when 
Chanticleer escapes. And in con- 
clusion Sir John, who, for all his 
gift of wit and fun, is a deeply 
and wholesomely religious man, 
reminds us: 

Such is it to be reckless and 
unheedful 

And trust ip flattery. . . . 
lliink twice, and take the moral, 
my good men! 

MALORY, 

LE MORTE ARTHUR 

The figure of King Arthur is 
one of the greatest, if not the 
greatest, in English legend and 
romance. Its origin is lost, or all 
but lost, in the sixth-century 
struggle between the native 
Britons and the invading Angles 
and Saxons. Tliere probably was 
an actual British chieftain or 
tribal king named Arthur who 
led his countrymen in battles 
against the Germanic invaders. 
But of this period we know little 
that is definite or clear. From the 
twelfth century onward, how- 
ever, there are full accounts of 
a legendary Arthur who is de- 
scribed as a great, victorious, im- 
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perial ruler. At his court arc French texts. The result is a re- 
gathered — eventually — many of markably fine piece of late- 
the most famous knights of medieval — or ‘"old-fashioned” — 
medieval story: Gawaine, Laun- English prose. The parts of the 
celot, Percival, and Tristan, to book contained in the present 
name only a few. Each of these, volume tell of the “coming” and 
as well as many another, be- the “passing” of Arthur, as they 
came the subject of a whole were later called by Tennyson, 
cluster of tales, recounted first Both Arthur's attainment of the 
in poetry and later in prose, kingship and his departure from 
These were told and retold the world are accompanied 
in virtually all the languages of by miraculous events and cir- 
Europe during the Middle cumstances. In between is the 
Ages, story of the disrupting conflicts 

Sir Thomas Malory's work, which finally destroy the power 
called Le Morte d* Arthur and — but not the glory — of Arthur's 
composed in the second half of realm. Launcclot's loyalty is 
the fifteenth century, is thus the broken by the clash between his 
culmination of a long develop- duty to the king and his devo- 
ment. In its entirety, it fills two tion to the queen, Guenever, 
volumes and deals with many whose “courtly” lover he is; this 
of the adventures of Arthur's insoluble conflict of loyalties 
knights as well as with the career finally destroys all three individ- 
of the king himself. Malory of- uals. For it is because of the de- 
ten mentions “the French book” fcction of Launcelot that the 
as his source. In reality, he trans- unworthy Mordred — although 
latcd and combined material he too meets his end — is able to 
selected from a number of bring Arthur to ruin. 

LIVES, WRITINGS, AND CRITICISM 

In almost all instances, biographical and critical works are listed only if they 
are available in English, 

The Song of Roland French Literature, 1938. Henry Adams 

The best summary in English of In- devotes a chapter to it in Mont-Saint- 
formation about the origin and nature Michel and Chartres, 1913. 

of the poem is contained in the in- “our lady’s tumbler" 

troduction to the edition by T. A, Jen- See the discussion of the Miracles of 
kins, La Chanson de Roland, 1924, pp. Our Lady {Miracles de Notre Dame) in 
ix-xcviii. For discussion against the Urban Tigner Holmes, A History of 
background of the chanson de geste Old French Literature, 1933; and in 
in general, sec Urban Tigner Holmes, Henry Adams, Mont-Saint-Michel and 
A History of Old French Literature, Chartres, 1913. 

1938. For French estimates of the poem, dante Alighieri 

see Gaston Paris, La Littirature Jran- Life. Born in late May, 1265, at 
faise au moyen-dge, third edition, 1903; Florence, Italy. He took part in the 
and E. Faral, La Chanson de Roland, battle of Campaldino, 1289, on the 
1933, in the series of volumes en- Florentine side. In 1291 he married 

titled Lee Classiques expliquies. Gemma Donati, by whom he had two 

Aucassin and Nicolette sons and one or two daughters. In 1295 

For a statement of the little that is he was a member of the “people’s coun- 

known about the background of Aucas- dF* of Florence, and in 1300 served for 
sin and Nicolette {Aucassin et Nicolete), two months, the usual term, as one of the 
see the Engli^ introduction to the six Priors, or magistrates, of Florence, 
edition by F. W. Bourdillon, 1919; and In 1302 the Blacks, opponents of the 
Urban Tigner Holmes, A History of Old Whites (a political group with which 



Dante was affiliated), seized power in 
Florence, and he, with other White 
leaders, was exiled. Dante had gone to 
Rome on a mission to Pope Boniface 
in 1301, and as the decree of banish- 
ment was soon coupled with a condem- 
nation to execution by fire (on false 
charges of corruption in office), he 
never returned to his native city. The 
last twenty years of his life, from 1301 
to 1321, were spent in exile in various 
parts of Italy and possibly elsewhere. 
He died at Ravenna in September, 
1321. 

Chief Writings. The New Life {La 
vita Huova), probably written about 
1292 — ^sonnets and odes with a prose 
account and running conmentary by the 
poet; the poems were mostly inspired 
by Beatrice. The Banquet (II convivio), 
of uncertain date, unfinished — a work 
of encyclopedic scope in the form of a 
prose commentary on a series of the 
poet’s odes (canzoni). On the Vernacu- 
lar Language (De vulgari eloquentia)^ 
in Latin prose, of uncertain date, un- 
finished — ^an essay on language and 
poetry, especially on the dialects of 
Italy and Provence; of great linguistic 
and literary interest. On Single Govern- 
ment (De monarchia), in Latin prose, 
of uncertain date — a closely reasoned 
defense of world government, together 
with an attempt to demonstrate the in- 
dependent status of the Holy Roman 
Empire and the Papacy. The Divine 
Comedy (La divina commedia), date of 
beginning uncertain, apparently finished 
shortly before Dante's death in 1321. 

Biography and Criticism. C. H. 
Grandgent, Dante, 1916, and the intro- 
duction to his edition of the Divine 
Comedy, revised, 1933; T. S. Eliot, 
“Dante,” most easily available in his 
Selected Essays, 1932; George Santa- 
yana, “Dante,” in Three Philosophical 
Poets, 1910. Some recent studies are 
E. Gilson, Dante the Philosopher, 1948; 
Charles Williams, The Figure of Bea- 
trice, 1943; and the introduction and 
notes by Dorothy Sayers to her trans- 
lation of the Inferno, 1949. Also help- 
ful is Michele Barbi, Life of Dante, 
translated by Paul G. Ruggiers, 1954. 

For background in medieval European 
history and literature see K. Vossler, 
Medieval Culture: An Introduction to 
Dante and His Times, translated from 
the German, 2 vols., 1929). 

GIOVANNI BOCCACCIO 

Life. Born in 1313 in Paris, son of a 
Florentine businessman and a French- 
woman. He was apparently taken to 
Italy in infancy, and in 1328 was sent 
to Naples to learn commerce in the 
office of his father’s partner; but after 
six years, bored with business, he turned 
to the study of canon law. In 1336 
Boccaccio saw Maria d’Aquino in a 
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church at Naples; she is represented as 
Fiammetta in several of his works, in- 
cluding the Decameron. A romantic 
affair ended in Maria’s desertion of her 
lover, and finally in her death in the 
plague of 1348. In 1341 Boccaccio re- 
turned to Florence. After 1351 he was 
greatly influenced by Petrarch, and 
turned in his writing from Italian poe- 
try and prose fiction to Latin works of 
a scholarly nature. He sheltered Leon 
Pilatus, inducing him to make the first 
translation of Homer from GreeL IJn- 
like Petrarch, Boccaccio was devoted to 
the study of Dante, of whom he wrote a 
biography; in 1373 he was appointed 
to a Dante chair or lectureship in 
Florence. He died in 1375. 

Chief Writings. Italian narrative 
verse: Filostrato, a source of Chaucer’s 
Troilus and Cris^de; Teseide, a souice 
of Chaucer’s Knight’s Tale. The Filos- 
trato of Giovanni Boccaccio, a transla- 
tion with parallel text by Nathaniel 
Edward Griffin and Arthur Beckwith 
Myrick, 1929, is convenient. Italian 
prose: Decameron, finished about 1353; 
Vita di Dante. Latin works: De casibus 
virorum illustrium and De Claris muli- 
eribus, compendiums of biographical 
sketches; De gentalogiis deotum, a kind 
of dictionary of mythology and de- 
fense of poetry* 

Biography ^ and Criticism. T. C. 
Chubb, The Lifepf Giovanni Boccaccio, 
1930; Edward Hutton, Giovanni Boc- 
caccio, 1910. Interesting and sensitive 
criticism is to be found in Charles G. 
Osgood, Boccaccio on Poetry, 1930. 

GEOFFREY CHAUCER 

Life. Born in 1340 or a few years 
later, son of a London wine merchant. 
In 1357 he apparently became a page 
in the household of the Countess of 
Ulster, wife of Lionel, a son of King 
Edward III. In 1359, in military service 
with the English in France, he was cap- 
tured by the French and ransomed with 
royal funds. Between 1368 and 1378 
Chaucer made several journeys to 
France and Italy as king’s envoy or 
courier. In 1374 he received a pension 
from John of Gaunt, a son of Edward 
III, and became comptroller of customs 
in the port of London; about 1385 he 
moved to Kent, where he was elected 
knight of the shire in 1386, and sat in 
Parliament for one term. In 1389 he 
became Clerk of the King’s Works (un- 
der Richard II), in 1391 deputy forester 
of the royal forest of North Petherton in 
Somerset, and in 1399 pensioner of King 
Henry IV. He died in 1400. 

Chief Writings. The Romance of 
the Rose, a translation (probably never 
finished) of the Roman de la Rose; the 
Book of the Duchess; the House of 
Fame; the ParUament of Fowls — all 
these are comparatively early works in 
English verse. He also translated A 
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Treatise on the Astrolabe and Boethius’ Sir Thomas Malory 

Consolation of Philosophy into English The identity of the author has never 
prose. His major works are Troilus been absolutely established. But there 

and Criseyde, completed about 1385; was a Thomas Malory, a knight, born 

and the Canterbury Tales, composed sometime in the first quarter of the 

largely in the 1390’s but with some use fifteenth century, who had a stormy 

of earlier material. and irregular life and who was several 

Biography and Criticism. The cs- times in prison. This man died in 

sential edition is F. N. Robinson, The 1471. All things considered, it is at 

Complete Works of Geoffrey Chaucer, least highly probable that he was our 

1933. Social background is described ad- author. The work, called since Cax- 

mirably in G. G. Coulton, Chaucer and ton’s printing (1485) Le Morte 

His England, sixth edition, 1937. The d* Arthur, is really a collective transla- 

artistic growth of the poet is sketched tion of several separate French prose 

in J. L. Lowes, Geoffrey Chaucer and works, along with some native English 

His Art, 1941. For general criticism metrical romance matter. It was finished 

see G. L. Kittredge, Chaucer and fits in 1469 or 1470. For the most authorita- 

Poetry, 1915; and R. K. Root, The tive treatment of the whole question, 

Poetry of Chaucer, 1922; for a and for the best text, the reader should 

French view, see E. Legouis, Chaucer, consult Eug&ne Vinaver, The Works of 

1910, English translation 1913. Sir Thomas Malory, 3 vols., 1947. 

The Saga of Hrafnkel Priest of Frey* 

It was in the days of King Harald the Fairhaired,' son of Half- 
dane the Black, son of Gudrud the Hunting King, son of Halfdane 
the Mild and Food-stingy, son of Eystcinn Fart, son of Olaf 
Wood-ax, king of the Swedes, that a man named Hallfred^ came 
with his ship to Broaddale in Iceland. This is below Flectdale 
District. On the ship were his wife and son, whose name was 
Hrafnkel. The son was then fifteen years old, promising and capable. 
Hallfred set up housekeeping. A foreign slave woman whose name 
was Amthrud died there during the winter, and hence the place has 
since been called Arnthrudstead. In the spring Hallfred moved his 
household north across the heath and built a dwelling there called 
Goatdale. One night he dreamed that a man came to him and said, 
“There you are lying, all unawares, Hallfred. Move your household 
away to the west, across Lakefleet; all your luck is there."' After that 
he woke up. He moved his household out across the Crooked River 
to the Tongue, to a place which has since been called Hallf red- 
stead, and he lived there till old age. He left behind a pair of goats. 
And the same day that Hallfred moved away a landslide struck the 
house and these animals perished, and hence it has since been called 
Goatdale. 

Hrafnkel was in the habit of riding over the heath in the summer. 
At this time Glacierdale was settled as far up as the bridges. Hrafn- 
kel rode up along Fleetdale District and saw where an unoc- 

* Translated by John C. McGalliard. the Middle Ages. 

This translation is based primarily on 2. Hallfred came to Iceland about 
the edition of the original by Frank 920 and settled on the east coast, where 

Stanton Cawley, Hrafnkels Saga Freys- most of the events in the saga occur. 

goda. Harvard University Press, 1932. Exceptions are the incidents at the 

1. a strong king who ruled in Nor- national assembly, or Thing, and S&m's 

way from about 860 to 933 a.d. Nick- visit to Thorgeir and Thorkel, who live 

names Imsed on personal traits are at Cod Firth, in the northwestern cor- 

very common in Scandinavian stories of ner of Iceland. 
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cupied valley led oflF from Glacierdale, This valley seemed to 
Hrafnkel more habitable than the other valleys that he had seen 
before. When Hrafnkel came home he asked his father for his share 
of the property, and said that he wanted to build a homestead for 
himself. His father consented, and he set up his farm in that valley 
and called it Adalbol. Hrafnkel married Oddbjorg Skjolf s daughter 
from Salmon River Dale. They had two sons; the elder was named 
Thorir and the younger Asbjorn. At the time when Hrafnkel took 
up land at Adalbol he held a great sacrifice; and thereafter he main- 
tained a large temple.® Hrafnkel loved no other god more than 
Frey,* and gave him half of all his best possessions. Hrafnkel had 
the whole valley and gave land to men; but he wished to be their 
chief and took priestly authority over them. Because of this he was 
given a nickname and was called Frey's Priest; he was very head- 
strong, but very capable. He compelled the Glacierdale people to 
be his dependents; he was mild and easygoing with his own men 
but hard and strict with the Glacierdale men, and they got no 
equality from him. Hrafnkel often engaged in duels and com- 
pensated no one with money, so that no man got any recompense 
from him, no matter what Hrafnkel did. Fleetdalc District is dif- 
ficult to travel, very stony and swampy; nevertheless, father and son 
rode regularly to each other’s places, for they were on good terms. 
The road seemed difficult to Hallfred and he sought a route over 
the peaks that rise in Fleetdale District; there he got a drier and a 
longer road, and it is called Hallfrcd's Way. Only those who are 
quite familiar with Fleetdale District take this -wad. 

Bjarni was the name of a man who lived at the farm called Bath- 
houses. It is close to Hrafnkelsdale. He was married and had two 
sons by his wife; one was named Sam® and the other Eyvind, both 
fine and able men. Eyvind was at home with his father, but Sam 
was married and lived in the northern part of the valley at the farm 
called Playsheds; and he had a great deal of property. Sdm was 
very fond of litigation and keen in the law, but Eyvind became a 
voyager and went off to Norway and was there a year. From there 
he went on out to Constantinople* and was honorably received by 
the king of the Greeks and was there for a time. 

3. As the text indicates, the priest agriculture; along with Odin and 

in the pagan period in Scandinavia had Thor, one of the three most prominent 

his own temple — a simple wooden Scandinavian — and general Germanic 

building with statues of the principal — deities. 

god or gods — and offered sacrifice in 5. Not the biblical ^‘Samuel,” but an 
behalf of those families who lived in old Germanic name; the vowel was 
his district. But the priesthood seems pronounced like the a in father. 
to have involved no moral or ethical 6. the present Istanbul. The sagas 
responsibilities. Instead, the office was tell of many Scandinavians who served 

usually held by the leader in the secu- for, varying periods of time as members 

lar affairs of the community; the of the Varangian Guard, as the armed 

priest exercised a quite mundane au- retinue of the emperor was called, 

thority over those in his district. Thorkel, who appears later in this saga, 

4. The god of fertility, including is one of these. 
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Among his possessions Hrafnkel had a treasure that seemed tc 
him better than any other. This was a horse, dark gray with a black 
stripe down the back, whom he called Freyfaxi. To Frey, his friend, 
he gave half the horse. He had such great affection for that horse 
that he took an oath that he would slay the man who should ride it 
without his permission. 

There was a man named Thorbjorn; he was a brother of Bjarni 
and lived at the farm in Hrafnkelsdalc called Hill, opposite Adalbol 
to the east. Thorbjorn had little wealth, but many family depend- 
ents. His eldest son was named Einar; he was large and well built. 
It happened, one spring, that '^riiorbjorn told Einar that he should 
look for some kind of job, “because I do not need more workmen 
than the crowd that is here; but it will be easy for you to get a good 
post, for you arc well built. Lack of affection is not the cause of this 
separation, for you are the most useful of my children; rather, my 
poverty and lack of means is the cause of it; my other children will 
become farm workers, but you will fare better in getting a job than 
they.'' Einar answered, “You have told me this too late, for all the 
best jobs arc now filled, and I don't like to take the leavings." One 
day Einar took his horse and rode to Adalbol. Hrafnkel was sitting 
in the hall. He greeted Einar cheerfully. Einar asked Hrafnkel 
for work. He answered, “Why did you look for this so late? For I 
should have taken you first. But now I have engaged all my staff, 
except for the one job for which you will have no inclination." 
Einar asked what that was. Hrafnkel said that he had not employed 
a man for the sheep-herding but that he was in great need of one. 
Einar said that he did not care what he worked at, whether it was 
that or something else, but that he wanted food and lodging for 
two seasons. “I will make you a quick offer," said Hrafnkel; “you 
arc to drive fifty ewes to the summer shed and bring home all the 
summer wood. You will do this for board and lodging for two sea- 
sons. But I wish to stipulate one thing with you as with my other 
shepherds. Freyfaxi goes about in the dales with his herd; you will 
look after him winter and summer. But I give you warning about 
one thing; I wish you never to get on his back, however strong the 
motive you have to do so, for I have taken a great oath to be the 
slayer of the man who rides him. Twelve mares trail after him; 
whichever of them you wish shall be yours to ride by night or day. 
Do now as I say; for there is an old proverb that ‘he who warns an- 
other is not responsible.' Now you know what I have had to say." 
Einar said that he would not be so ill bent as to ride the horse that 
was forbidden him if there were many others available. Einar now 
went home for his clothes and took them to Adalbol. Later he 
moved up to the shed in Hrafnkelsdalc which is called Rocky Strip 
Shed. 
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Einar got along nicely as the summer passed, so that no sheep 
were lost until midsummer. Then, one night, nearly thirty ewes 
were missing. Einar looked through all the pastures and did not find 
them. One morning, when they had been lost nearly a week, Einar 
went out early. The rain and mist from the south had cleared off. 
He took his staff, bridle, and saddle-blanket and went along across 
the Rocky Strip River, which ran directly in front of the shed. 
There, on the gravelly banks, lay the sheep that had been at home 
the evening before. He drove them back to the shed and went to 
look for those that had been missing all along. Now he saw the 
herd of horses on the banks ahead of him and decided to catch one 
to ride, thinking that he would get on more swiftly if he rode than 
if he walked. But when he came up and approached the horses they 
were all shy — except only Freyfaxi — not being used to riders. Frey- 
faxi was as quiet as if he had been rooted to the ground. Einar knew 
that the morning was advancing, and he believed that Hrafnkel 
would not know it if he should ride the stallion. Now he took the 
horse, bridled him, put the saddle-blanket on his back and rode up 
by Rocky River Gorge, then up to the glacier and west along it to 
where the Glacier River descends, and down the river to Hot Spring 
Shed. He asked all the shepherds at the sheds whether anyone had 
seen the sheep, and no one had. Einar rode Freyfaxi steadily from 
dawn till midafternoon. The horse carried him swiftly and far, for 
he was a good mount. Then it occurred to Einar that it was time to 
go back and drive in the flock that was at home, though he should 
not find the others. He rode then east over the tidge into Hrafnkels- 
dale, and when he came down by Rocky Strip he heard a bleating 
of sheep ahead in the ravine, which he had ridden past earlier. He 
turned in that direction and saw thirty ewes in front of him — the 
same ones that he had lost a week ago. He drove them home with 
the rest of the flock. 

Tlie horse was all wet with sweat, so that it dripped from every 
hair; he was badly spattered with mud and completely worn out. 
He rolled over about twelve times and after that set up a loud 
neighing. Then he took off at high speed down the road. Einar 
started after him, trying to catch him and take him back to his 
herd, but he was so wild that Einar got nowhere near him. The 
horse ran down the valley and did not stop until he came to Adal- 
bol. At that moment Hrafnkel was sitting at the table. When the 
horse came to the door he neighed loudly. Hrafnkel told a woman 
who was serving the meal to go to the door, for a horse had neighed, 
“and it seemed to me like Freyfaxi's neigh.'' She went to the door 
and saw Freyfaxi in bad shape. She told Hrafnkel that Freyfaxi 
was outside the door, looking very ^Ithy. “What does the fine fel- 
low want — why has he come home?" said Hrafnkel. “No good will 
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come of this.” Then he went out and saw Freyfaxi and said to him, 
don't like it at all that you are treated this way, my fosterling; 
but you had your wits about you, for you have told me about it, 
and it shall be avenged. Go now to your herd." And the horse went 
at once up the valley to his herd of mares. Hrafnkel went to bed in 
the evening and slept through the night. Then in the morning he 
had his horse saddled and rode up to the shed. He was dressed in 
blue clothes and had an ax in his hand, but no other weapons. 
Einar had just finished driving the sheep into the milking pens. He 
was leaning on the railing, counting the sheep, and the women were 
busy milking. They all greeted Hrafnkel. He asked how things were 
going. Einar answered, 'They haven't gone so well with me, for 
thirty ewes were missing for nearly a week; but they are found 
now." Hrafnkel said that he was not complaining about that, "but 
has there been nothing worse? — and in fact sheep have not been 
lost as often as was expected. But did you not ride Freyfaxi yester- 
day?" Einar said he could not deny it. Hrafnkel answered, "Why 
did you ride that horse, which was forbidden you, when there were 
enough others that you were allowed to ride? Yet I should have let 
you off the first time if I had not taken such an oath — though you 
have clearly admitted the act." And in the belief that no good 
comes to those who bring down a curse on their heads by breaking 
their oaths, he leaped from his horse's back to Einar and struck him 
a death blow. After this he rode home to Adalbol and reported the 
news. Then he sent another man to the shed to take care of the 
sheep. And he had Einar carried from the shed to the hillside and 
raised a beacon beside the burial mound. It is called Einar's Beacon, 
and marks midevening^ as seen from the shed. 

Thorbjorn, over at Hill, heard of the slaying of Einar, his son. 
He was much distressed at the news. Now he took his horse and 
rode over to Adalbol and asked Hrafnkel for legal compensation 
for his son's slaying.® Hrafnkel said that he had killed more men 
than this one: "It is not unknown to you that I am unwilling to 
pay compensation for any man, and people have to put up with 
that. Nevertheless, I grant that this deed appears among the worst 
of the slayings that I have committed. You have been my neighbor 
for a long time and you have pleased me well — indeed, each has 
pleased the other. No other small matter would have caused trouble 

7. about six p.m. At that hour the bring suit against the slayer in the 

sun is on a straight line drawn between law court — at this period, the national 

the ^ed and t^ beacon. assembly, called the Thing. Without 

8. When a homicide occurred, the acknowledging an obligation to do so, 

slain man’s relatives might (1) accept Hrafnkel in hts reply actually offers 

compensation in money or property, the rather liberal compensation for Einar, 

amount being arranged either infor< but on his own terms; he refuses to 

mally or, more formally, through arbi- submit the matter to intermediaries, as 

ters; or (2) take vengeance against the Thorbjorn wishes. 

slayer or a close kinsman; or (3) 
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between Einar and me, if he had not ridden the horse. But we often 
have this to regret, that we are too free-spoken; less often do we 
regret saying fewer words rather than more. I will now show you 
tliat this act of mine seems to me worse than the others that I have 
done. I will supply your household with milk cattle in the summer 
and with meat in the fall; I will do this for you every season, as long 
as you wish to keep up a house. We shall provide for your sons and 
daughters with my support and assist them so that they make good 
marriage settlements thereby; and as for anything that you know to 
be in my possession and that you have need of, you shall tell me of 
it and not go without anything that you need. You shall maintain 
your household as long as it pleases you and move over here when 
you get tired of it, and I will take care of you till you die. Thus we 
shall be reconciled; and I will venture the boast that many would 
say that this man is very expensive.'' will not accept that offer," 
said Thorbjorn. “What terms do you want, then?" said Hrafnkel. 
Then ITiorbjorn said, '‘I wish us to choose men to arbitrate be- 
tween us." Hrafnkel answered, “Tlien you consider yourself my 
equal, and we shall never be reconciled on that basis." 

Then Tliorbjorn rode away and down through the district. He 
came to Bathhouses and found Bjarni, his brother, told him tlie 
news, and asked him to take some part in the case. Bjarni said that 
he was not dealing with his match when Hrafnkel was involved, 
‘'and even though we had a great deal of money, still we couldn't 
contest a suit with Hrafnkel; and it is true that he is strong who 
knows himself. Hrafnkel has won out in lawsuits over many who 
had more backing than wc. It seems to me that you have shown 
little sense if you have refused such good terms, and I will have 
nothing to do with the matter." TTiorblorn spoke many hard words 
to his brother, saying that the more important a thing was, the less 
he could be counted on. Thorbjorn then rode away and they said 
good-bye with little cordiality. He did not stop till he came down 
to Playsheds and knocked on the door. Someone came to the door 
and Thorbjorn asked Sam to come out. Sam greeted his kinsman 
cheerfully and invited him to stay. Thorbjorn was slow in his re- 
sponses. Sam saw the dejection in his face and asked the news, and 
Thorbjorn told him of the slaying of Einar, his son. “It is no great 
news," said Sam, “that Hrafnkel is killing men." Thorbjorn asked 
whether Sam was willing to offer him some assistance, adding that 
“this case is such that, although the slain man is closest to me, yet 
the blow has fallen not far from you." “Have you asked for any 
redress from Hrafnkel?" Thorbjorn told the truth about everything 
that had happened between him and Hrafnkel. “I have not been 
aware before," said Sam, “that Hrafnkel has made such offers to 
anyone as he has to you. Now I am willing to ride with you up tp 
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Adalbol, and then let us take up the matter politely with Hrafnkel 
and find out whether he will confirm the original offer; in any event, 
things will go well for him/' ‘Two points," says Thorbjorn: “one is 
that Hrafnkel will not be willing to do it now; the other is that I 
am no more in favor of it now than when I rode away from there." 
Sim said, “I think it will be a hard job to oppose Hrafnkel in a 
lawsuit.” Thorbjorn answered, “That is why you young men never 
get anywhere — everything looks too big to you. I think there can be 
nobody who has such shiftless fellows for kinsmen as I. It appears to 
me that men like you are in a bad way: you seem to be keen in law 
and active enough in petty suits, but you will not take over this 
case, which is so clear. It will be a disgrace to you, as is right, for 
you are the great braggart of our whole family. I see now how it will 
turn out.” Sam answered, “How much better off are you if I should 
take over the case and then we should both be shamefully driven 
away from the court?” Thorbjorn answered, “Nevertheless, it is a 
great consolation to me that you should take over the suit; let it end 
as it may.” Sam answered, “I go into this thing against my will; I 
am doing it more for the sake of our kinship than anything else. 
But you shall know that, in aiding you, I feci that I am helping a 
foolish man.” Tlien Sam reached out his hand and formally took 
over the case from Thorbjorn. 

Sam got his horse and rode up the valley to a farmstead and gave 
legal notice of the slaying. He got men to aid him against Hrafnkel. 
Hrafnkel heard of this, and it appeared laughable to him that Sam 
had started a suit against him. Winter came on now. Then, in the 
spring, when the summons-days® came along, Sam rode from his 
home up to Adalbol and summoned Hrafnkel in the case of the 
slaying of Einar. After this Sam rode down through the dales and 
summoned householders to go to the Thing. Then he let matters 
rest until the time when people got ready for the trip to the Thing. 
Hrafnkel then sent men down through the dales and summoned his 
jurors. With his company of seventy Thingmen he rode east across 
Fleetdale District and around the end of the lake, over the ridge to 
Screeddale, up through the valley and south at Ax Heath to She- 
Bear Firth, reaching Thingmen's Road at Side. South from Fleet- 
dale it is seventeen days' journey to Thingfield. Then after Hrafnkel 
had ridden out of the district Sam summoned men. For his com- 
pany he got mostly men without land and those whom he had 
called up; he supplied these men with weapons and clothes and 
provisions. Sam took a different route from the valley; he went 
north to the bridge, across it, and thence over Madderdale Heath, 
stopping in Madderdale for the night. From there the company 

9. the fixed leg^ time when both notice by a plaintii! to appear at the 

defendants and witnesses were given next session of the assembly, the Thing. 
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rode to Broadshoulder Tongue, then down Blue Fells and from 
there into Crookdale and on south to Sand. Then they came down 
to Sheepfells and went on from there to Thingfield.^® 

Hrafnkel had not yet arrived; the journey had been slower for 
him since he had a longer route. Sam set up a booth^^ for his men 
at a considerable distance from the place where the men of the East 
Firths were accustomed to lodge. Sometime afterward Hrafnkel 
came to the Thing and set up his booth in his usual place. He 
heard that Sam was at the Thing and thought that amusing. This 
Thing was very well attended, most of the chiefs in Iceland being 
on hand. Sam looked up all the chiefs and asked for help and sup- 
port, but all answered the same way: no one said he had such 
obligations to Sam that he would be willing to oppose Hrafnkel 
Priest and thus endanger his own position. They said, too, that 
matters had turned out in just one way for most men who had 
engaged in a contest with Hrafnkel at the Thing, namely, that he 
had driven them all from the court in disgrace.^2 
his booth; he and his kinsman were heavyhearted, fearing that their 
suit would fail, so that they would get nothing from it but shame 
and humiliation. They were so worried that they could not sleep or 
eat, for all the chiefs had refused to help them, including those 
from whom they had really expected assistance, < 

Old Thorbjorn woke up early one morning. He awakened Sim 
and asked him to get up, saying, “I can’t sleep,*'' Sim got up and 
put on his clothes. They went out and down td the Ax River below 
the bridge, and washed themselves. Thorbjon* Said to Sim, ‘‘My 
advice is that you have our horses rounded up and we get ready to 
go home; it is clear now that we shall get nothing but disgrace.” 
Sim answered, “That’s fine, in view of the fact that you insisted 
on a suit against Hrafnkel and refused terms that many a man seek- 
ing compensation for a relative would have accepted gladly. You 
accused me of cowardice — and all the rest wlio were unwilling to 
go into the suit with you. Now, I shall not give it up until it seems 
to me beyond all expectation that I can get anything done.” 
Thorbjorn was so moved by this that he wept. In a moment they 
saw five men walking away from a booth a little distance below the 

10. Hrafnkel follows the usual, or assembly convened in the open at the 
southern, route from the east coast to Law Rock. 

Thingheld, the river valley where the 12. 'Hie functions of the Thing were 
assembly was held annually in the both legislative and judicial — it not 
latter part of June. Sim takes a north- only enacted laws but also tried cases, 
ern route, shorter but more difficult. But the Icelandic constitution did not 
Thingfield was in southwestern Ice- provide any effective executive arm; 
land, about thirty miles from the pres- hence coercion was a frequent element 
ent city of Reykjavik. in the trial of suits, as was individual 

11. Those who attended sessions of initiative in the carrying out of 
the Thing — lasting two weeks — lived in sentences handed down by the court, 
structures somewhat like the modem This is why Sim feels his situation 
tent with a wooden platform. The hopeless unless he can get the support 

of powerful chiefs. 
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point on the river where they were sitting. The man who walked in 
front was tall but not thick; he wore a leaf-green kirtle and carried 
a sword in his hand. He was a man with regular features, a ruddy 
complexion, good looks, and thick blond hair. ITiis man was easily 
recognized, for he had a light-colored lock of hair on the left side. 
Sam said, “Let's get up and go west across the river and see these 
men.” Tlien they walked down the river; and the man who was in 
front of the group greeted them before they spoke to him; and he 
asked who they were. They told him, and Sam asked the man his 
name; he said he was Tliorkel Thjostason. Sam asked what family 
he came from and where he lived. He said that he was a West 
Firthcr by birth and breeding and lived at Cod Firth. Sam said, 
“Are you a man of priestly rank?” He said definitely that he was 
not. “Have you an estate of your own?” said Sam. He said he did 
not. Sam said, “Wliat is your situation, then?” He answered, “I 
am unattached; I came out here a year ago; I had been abroad 
seven years, having gone to Constantinople and joined the house- 
hold of the king of the Greeks; but now I am living with my 
brother, whose name is Tliorgcir.” '‘Is he a man of priestly status?” 
said Sam. Thorkel answered, “Certainly, he has priestly authority 
around Cod Firth and elsewhere in the West Firths.” “Is he here at 
the Thing?” said Sam. “Certainly, he is here.” “How large a com- 
pany has he?” “He has seventy men,” said Thorkel. “Are there 
more brothers?” said Sam. “There is a third,” said Thorkel. “Who 
is he?” said Sam. “His name is Thormod,” said Thorkel, “and he 
lives at Garths in Swansness; he is married to Tliordis, daughter of 
Thorolf Skallagrimsson of Borg.” “Will you give us some assist- 
ance?” said Sam. “What do you need?” said Thorkel. “The help 
and support of chiefs,” said Sam, “for we have a suit to carry on 
against Hrafnkel Priest in connection with the slaying of Einar 
Thorbjarnsson, and with your backing we can be sure of an op- 
portunity to present the case properly.” Thorkel answered, “As I 
said, I have no priestly authority.” “Why are you excluded that 
way, when you are a chief’s son like your brothers?” Thorkel said, 
“I didn’t tell you that I had not had the rank; but I turned over 
my chief’s authority to my brother Thorgeir before I went abroad. 

I have not taken it back since because I am satisfied as long as he 
has it in charge. Go and see him, ask him for help; he is of energetic 
nature, a good fellow, well endowed in every way, and a young man 
eager for honor; such men are the most likely to give yOu assist- 
ance,” Sam said, “We shall get nothing from him unless you join 
us in asking for it.” Thorkel said, “This I will promise, to be for 
you rather than against you, inasmuch as I think you have good 
cause to bring suit for the slaying of a close relative. Go ahead now 
to the booth, and inside it; people are sleeping there. You Will sec 
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two pallets on the far side of the booth; I got up from one, and 
Thorgeir, my brother, is resting on the other. He has had a big boil 
on his foot, since he came to the Thing, and hence has slept little 
at night; but it burst last night and now the core is out and he has 
been sleeping since. He has his foot stuck out from under the foot- 
board on account of the fever in the foot. Let this old man [Thorb- 
jom] go on inside the booth; he looks very feeble, both in eyesight 
and from old age in general. Then, fellow,'' said Thorkcl to Thorb- 
jorn, '‘when you come to the pallet you must stumble heavily and 
fall on the pallet, then take hold of the toe that is bound up and 
give it a jerk — and see how he takes it." Sam said, “You mean to 
give us good counsel, but this docs not seem advisable to me." 
Thorkcl answered, “You can take your choice: either do as I pro- 
pose or do not look to me for help." Sam said to Thorbjorn, “You 
must do as he advises." Thorkel said he would come along later, 
“for I am waiting for my men.'' 

Tlien Sam and Thorbjorn went along to the booth. Everybody 
was asleep there, and they saw at once where Tliorgeir was lying. 
Old Thorbjorn stumbled badly as he walked, and when he came to 
the pallet he fell against the footboard, grasped the toe that had 
been inflamed, and pulled it toward him. Thorgeir awakened, 
jumped from the pallet, and asked who was moving about there so 
clumsily that he ran into people's feet that were already sore. 
Thorbjorn and Sam could think of nothing to say* Just then Thorkel 
slipped into the booth and said to his brother Thorgeir, “Don't be 
hasty or excited about this, kinsman, for nothing is going to harm 
you; things turn out worse for many people than they intend, and 
men are not always careful about everything when they have much 
on their minds. So it is an excuse for you that your foot is sore and 
has been very painful — that you know best yourself. Now it may be 
that for an old man his son’s death is no less painful than to get no 
compensation and be lacking in everything himself. He will know 
his own feelings best; and it is to be expected that a man who has 
a great deal to worry about will not be careful about everything." 
Thorgeir said, “I should not have thought that he could be of- 
fended with me for that, for I did not kill his son and he cannot 
avenge the deed on me." “He did not mean to avenge it on you," 
said Thorkcl; “instead, he came up to you more roughly than he in- 
tended, for which his dimness of sight is responsible; but he was ex- 
pecting some assistance from you. It is a noble act, now, to aid an 
old and needy man. Necessity, and not avarice, leads him to bring 
suit for the slaying of his son. But now all the chiefs refuse sup- 
port to this man and thereby sho\y themselves very unheroic." 
Thorgeir said, “Against whom arc these men bringing suit?" 
Thorkel answered, “Hrafnkel Priest has slain Thorbjorn's son with- 
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out cause. He commits all kinds of misdeeds against others and will 
give no man redress for them." Thorgeir said, ‘'It will be with me 
as with others — I do not know that I have such obligations to these 
men as to be willing to engage in contests with Hrafnkel. As it ap- 
pears to me, the same thing happens every summer to those men 
who take part in suits against him: most of them get little or no 
honor when it is all over. I see that it goes that way for everybody, 
and hence I think most men would be reluctant about it, unless 
they are compelled by necessity." Thorkel said, “It may be that, if I 
were a chief, I should think it bad to oppose Hrafnkel; but actually 
it does not look that way to me. For it would appear to me as if one 
were going up against the most powerful kind of opponent, by 
whom all had hitherto been routed; and I should think my reputa- 
tion, or that of any chief who might get the better of Hrafnkel, 
would be greatly increased. On the other hand, it would not be 
diminished if things should turn out for me as they have for the 
rest, for ‘that may happen to me which has happened to others'; 
and also, ‘nothing ventured, nothing gained/ " “I see how you are 
inclined," said Thorgeir; “you want to help these men. Now I will 
turn over to you my priestly authority over men; you take it, as I 
have had it hitherto, and henceforth let us both have it equally, 
and you help those you wish to help." “If seems to me," said 
Thorkel, “that our authority would be best managed if you should 
keep it as long as possible. There is no one to whom I am so will- 
ing to give it, for you have many qualifications beyond your two 
brothers, whereas I am uncertain what I shall do with myself at 
present. And you know, kinsman, that I have taken little part in 
affairs since I came to Iceland. I can see now how my advice is 
rated; and now I have said my say for the time being. It may be 
that Thorkel Lock^® will reach the point where his words arc more 
highly valued." Thorgeir said, “Now I see what is happening, kins- 
man — ^you are displeased, and I cannot allow that; so let us go in 
with these men, however things turn out, if you wish it." Thorkel 
said, “I ask only for that which it seems to me best to grant." “How 
much of their suit do these men think they can handle effectively?" 
said Thorgeir. “As I told you to-day," said Sam, “we need backing 
from chiefs, but I will undertake the pleading of the case." Thorgeir 
said that would do well; “and now it is important to prepare the 
case as correctly as possible, and it seems to me, if Tliorkel is will- 
ing, that you should go to see him before the court sits. In the end 
you will have some solace in return for your trouble, or else more 
humiliation than before, besides the worry and anxiety. Go along 
now and don't be downhearted, for if you are going to contest 

13* A nic^ame, from the lock of sec, for example, the list of kings at 
espiecjally light hair mentioned earlier, the opening of the saga. 

Names of this kind were very common; 
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against Hrafnkel you will need to keep up your spirits in the mean- 
time. But don't tell anyone that we have promised you assistance." 
Then they went back to their booth very cheerfully. Everybody 
wondered why they had had a change of mood so quickly, for they 
had been very gloomy when they left their booth. They remained 
there now until the court sat. 

Tlieii Sam called his men and went to the Law Rock, where the 
court was in session. Sam walked boldly up to the court. He began 
by naming his witnesses and then presented his case against 
Hrafnkel Priest without error and according to the correct statutes 
of the land, as well as with excellent delivery. Just then Tlijosti's 
sons arrived with a great crowd of men. All the men from the 
western part of the country supported them, and it appeared that 
Thjosti's sons were fortunate in friends. Sam prosecuted his case 
to the point where Hrafnkel was invited to defend himself, unless 
there was someone present who wished to offer a defense in his 
behalf according to correct legal procedure. Great applause fol- 
lowed Sam’s speech, and no one offered to speak for the defense. 
Men ran to Hrafnkcl’s booth and told him what was going on. He 
sprang up quickly, called his men, and went to the court, thinking 
there w'ould be few to resist him. He intended to teach little men a 
lesson about bringing suits against him; he was going to break up 
the court in Sam’s presence and thus force him to give up the case. 
But now there was no chance of that. There was such a crowd that 
Hrafnkel got nowhere near; he was pushed away by a much larger 
force, so that he did not hear the speeches of those who were suing 
him. Tlius it was difficult for him to offer his defense. But Sam 
prosecuted the case to the limit of the law, with the result that 
Hrafnkel was declared a full outlaw at that Thing. 

Hrafnkel went at once to his booth, had his horses brought up, 
and rode away from the Thing ill pleased with the ending of the 
case, for he had never had such a thing happen before. He rode east 
to Heathcrdale Heath, then east to Side, and did not stop till he 
got back home to Hrafnkelsdale. There he settled down at Adalbol 
and acted as though nothing had happened. Sam remained at the 
Thing and went about with great self-confidence. Many men 
thought it good that the affair had turned out that way, so that 
Hrafnkel suffered disgrace; they remembered that he had shown 
unfairness to many. Sam stayed until the Thing closed and people 
prepared to go home. He thanked the brothers for their support, 
and Thorgeir laughingly asked Sam how things were going. When 
he said he was well pleased with the result, Thorgeir said, “Do you 
think you are any better off than before?" Sam said, think 
Hrafnkel has had a humiliation that wilt be talked about for a long 
time, and that is worth a great deal of money." “A man is riot.»a 
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full outlaw until a judgment of execution^* is carried out; and that 
must be done at his home, fourteen days after the Taking Up of 
Weapons/' The Taking Up of Weapons marks the time when 
everyone leaves the Thing. '*But I think," said Thorgeir, 'That 
Hrafnkel has gone home and expects to remain at Adalbol; I think 
he will keep his chief's authority in spite of you. You, however, may 
at best hope to ride home and settle down on your farm, if you 
can. I think you have this as the result of your suit: you can call 
him an outlaw. But I think he will keep most men as much in- 
timidated as before unless you should take further steps." ‘T never 
had that in mind,” said Sam. “You are a brave man," said Thorgeir, 
"and I believe my kinsman Thorkcl is unwilling to let you down in 
the end. He wishes to stand by you until your quarrel with Hrafnkel 
is finally settled and you can live in peace. You will naturally think 
us the most suitable ones to assist you, since we have taken the 
most interest in the matter hitherto. Wc should go with you this 
once to the East Firths. Now, do you know any route to the East 
Firths other than the regular road?" Sam was delighted at this, and 
said that they would go by the same route that he had eome on the 
way from the east. 

Thorgeir chose his band of followers and took forty men with 
him; Sim also had forty. When they had been well equipped witli 
weapons and horses, the whole company traveled by the same route 
till they reached Glacierdalc one morning at dawn and crossed the 
bridge over the river. This was the day on which the judgment of 
execution had to be carried out. TTiorgcir now asked Sam how they 
eould approach in the least expeeted way, and Sam said that he 
would know how to manage that. Then he led them off the road, 
up to the knoll, and then along the ridge between Hrafnkelsdale 
and Glacierdalc until they came to the lower slope of the mountain 
beneath which lies the farmstead of Adalbol. Grassy glens reached 
as far up as the heath, and there was a sharp descent into the dale; 
and there lay the farmstead below. Sam now dismounted and said, 
"Let us turn our horses loose, with twenty men to guard them; then 
sixty of us can make a dash for the house — and I think few people 
will be stirring.” They did so, and the place has since been called 
Horse Glens. They ran quickly to the house; it was then six o'clock, 
and no one had got up. They broke in the door with a stick and 
rushed in. Hrafnkel was resting in his bed. They took him outside, 
along with all his armed servants; the women and children were 
driven into an outbuilding. In the yard was also a storehouse; a 
clothes beam reached from this to the wall of the main house. They 
led Hrafnkel and his men to this spot. He made many offers for 

14. a legal term denoting action plaintiff in a suit, to carry out the 
taken on the part of the successful decision of the court. 
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himself and for his men, and when that did no good, he entreated 
for the lives of the men — ''for they have done no harm to you; but 
it is no dishonor to me, though you kill me; I will not ask to escape 
that. I do ask to be spared insult; there is no honor to you in that.'' 
Thorkcl said, "Wc have heard that you have not been gentle with 
your enemies, and it is well that you should feel it to-day for your* 
self." Then they took Hrafnkel and his men and bound their hands 
behind their backs. Next they broke open the storehouse and took 
ropes from the hooks, got out their knives, and cut holes in the 
tendons of the captives. ITiey pulled the ropes through the holes, 
tossed the men up over the beam, and then tied the eight of them 
together. Then Thorgeir said, “That has now happened to you, 
Hrafnkel, which is just; and you must have thought it unlikely that 
you would ever receive such shame from any man as has now been 
done to you. Which do you wish to do now, Thorkcl: stay here 
beside Hrafnkel and guard these men or go with Sam outside the 
yard and away, within distanee of a bow-shot from the house, to 
carry out the judgment of execution on some stony cliff or other, 
where there is neither plowed field nor meadow?" At that time this 
had to be done when the sun was due south. Thorkel said, “I will 
stay here by Hrafnkch it seems like less work." Thorgeir and Sam 
then went and carried out the judgment of execution. When they 
came back, they took down Hrafnkel and his men and placed them 
in the yard; their eyes were now bloodshot. Then Tliorgcir told 
Sam that he should do with Hrafnkel as he wished, “for he does not 
look hard to deal with now." Sam then answered, “I give you a 
choice of two things, Hrafnkel: one, you and such of your men as 
I wish shall be led out of the yard and killed; but inasmuch as you 
have many family dependents to care for, I am willing to allow you 
to make provision for them. On the other hand, if you choose life, 
then leave Adalbol together with all the members of your house- 
hold and take only those possessions which I assign you — which 
will be very little. I shall take over your homestead and all your 
chief's authority; neither you nor your heirs shall ever lay claim to 
them; and you shall come nowhere nearer than the cast side of 
Fleetdalc District. Now you can be reconciled with me if you are 
willing to accept these terms." Hrafnkel said, “To many a quick 
death would seem better than such insults; but it will go with me 
as with many others — I will take life, if there is a choice. I do it 
mostly for the sake of my sons, for their prospects will be slight if 
I die." Then Hrafnkel was untied, and he granted Sam the right to 
settle things as he wished. Sam assigned Hrafnkel such of the 
property as he pleased, and it was little, indeed. Hrafnkel had his 
spear with him, but no other weapons. That day Hrafnkel and all 
his people moved away from Adalbol. Thorkel then said to Sam, 
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**1 do not know why you are doing this; you yourself will regret it 
most that you grant him life.” S^m said that was the way it was to 
be. 

Hrafnkel now moved his household east across Fleetdale District 
and beyond Fleetdale to the east of Lakcfleet. At the end of the 
lake stood a little farmstead called Lockhill. Hrafnkel bought this 
land on credit, for he had no more capital than he needed for farm 
equipment. People talked a great deal about how his pride had 
fallen, and many recalled an old proverb, ''Arrogance is short- 
lived.” This property was a large forest land, of wide extent and 
poor in buildings, and for this reason he bought the land for a 
small price. Not worrying about the expense, he cut down the 
forest, for it was large, and built a splendid house, whieh has since 
been called Hrafnkclsstead. It has always been known as a good 
farmstead. For the first season Hrafnkel lived on the place with 
great inconvenience, but he did well with the fishing. While the 
house was under construction he worked very hard. Hrafnkel kept 
calves and kids through the winter that first season and took good 
care of them, so that nearly every one of his animals lived. One 
could almost say there were two heads to every living creature. In 
the summer of this year there was a great run of fish in Lakefleet. 
This was a great advantage for householders in the district, and it 
continued every summer. 

Sam established his home at Adalbol as successor to Hrafnkel; 
soon after he made preparations for a noble feast and invited all 
those who had been HrafiikcPs liegemen. Sam planned to be their 
chief in his place. The men consented to this, although they 
thought it rather dubious. Thjosti's sons advised him that he should 
be kind, generous, and helpful to his men — a benefactor of those 
in need — ‘'then they are not men if they do not stand firmly by you 
whenever you need anything. We give you this advice because we 
should like you to succeed in everything, for wc think you are a 
fine man. Be on your guard, now, and wary, for ‘it is hard to watch 
out for the wicked.’ ” Thjosti’s sons had Freyfaxi and his herd sent 
for, saying that they wished to see these prized possessions, about 
which there were such tales. The horses were brought to the house 
and the brothers looked them over. Thorgeir said, “These horses 
appear to me to be serviceable on the estate; my advice is that they 
do such useful work as they can until they are ready to die of old 
age. But this stallion looks no better to me than other stallions — 
worse, rather, in that much evil has come about because of him. I 
do not wish him to be the occasion of more slayings than have 
already occurred; it will be proper, now, that he who owns him 
should take charge of him.” They then led the horse down 
through the valley. There was a cliff along the river there, directly 
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above a deep place in the stream. Tliey led the horse to this cliff, 
and Thjosti's sons pulled a bag over his head. They tied a stone 
around his neck, then took long sticks and pushed him off the cliff, 
and thus destroyed the horse. ITie place has since been called Frey- 
faxi's Cliff. Farther down the valley stood the temples which 
Hrafnkel had owned, and Thorkel wanted to go there. He gave 
directions to strip all the statues of the gods of their ornaments and 
then to set fire to the temples and bum up everything at once. 
Then the guests prepared to leave. Sam chose excellent presents for 
both brothers, and both parties promised each other loyal devotion, 
so they said good-bye in perfect friendship. The brothers then rode 
west by the regular route to the Firths and came home with honor 
to Cod Firth. Sam settled Thorbjorn down at Playsheds, where he 
was to live, and Sam and his wife moved to Adalbol and lived 
there for a time. 

Hrafnkel, over in cast Fleetdalc, heard that Thjosti's sons had 
destroyed Freyfaxi and burned the temples. He remarked, ''I think 
it foolishness to believe in gods,'' and said that henceforth he would 
never believe in them. He held to that, and never offered sacrifice 
afterward. Hrafnkel remained at Hrafnkelsstead and accumulated 
wealth. He soon got a great reputation in the dstrict; everyone was 
eager to do as Hrafnkel wished. 'Phis was the time when the largest 
number of ships came from Norway to Iceland^ people settled the 
largest part of the land in the district in Hrafakers day. No one 
could occupy land in peace unless he asked Hrafnkel's permission. 
They all had to promise him their support, and he promised them 
his protection; thus he got all the land cast of Lakefieet under his 
control. This Tiling-district soon became much bigger and more 
populous than the one which he had had earlier; it extended to 
Screeddale and all along Lakefieet. By now a change had come 
about in his nature; the man was much better liked than before. 
He had the same disposition to be useful and helpful, but he was 
more popular, as well as milder and more reasonable in everything. 
Often Sam and Hrafnkel encountered each other at public meet- 
ings, but they never brought up their previous relations. Thus seven 
years went by. Sam was well liked by his liegemen, for he was mild 
and quiet and ready in helping people — he remembered the advice 
those brothers had given him. Incidentally, he was a great dandy. 

It was reported that a ship from abroad, whose captain was 
Eyvind Bjarnason, had arrived at Whalefirth. Eyvind had been 
away seven years and had enormously improved and developed, so 
that he had become a very gallant man. He was quickly told what 
had happened at home; but, being ^,.man of great reserve, he had 
little to say about it. As soon as S^m learned of his arrival, he rode 
down to the ship and there was a very happy meeting of the 
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brothers. Sam invited him to come west to his place and Eyvind 
agreed, but asked Sam to ride on ahead and send back horses to 
carry his goods. Meanwhile he hauled his ship on shore and took 
care of it, and Sam went home and rounded up horses to go and 
meet him. When Eyvind had his goods ready, he started on the 
journey to Hrafnkclsdale, going up along Whale Firth. Tliere were 
five in Eyvind's party — and his servant made a sixth. This last was 
of Icelandic origin and related to Eyvind, who had rescued the boy 
from destitution and taken him abroad, looking out for him as 
carefully as for himself. This act was generally known, and it was 
universally agreed that there were few like Eyvind. The party rode 
up Thorisdale Heath, driving sixteen pack horses ahead. Two of the 
men were servants of Sam and three were from the ship; all were in 
bright clothes and had handsome shields. They rode across Screed- 
dale and over the Ridge to the place called Bulungfields in Fleet- 
dale, then down to Gorge River bank; this stream flows west to the 
lake between Hallormsstead and Hrafnkelsstead. They rode up along 
Lakefleet below the plain to Hrafnkelsstead, then around the end 
of the lake and across the Glacier River at Shed Ford. It was now 
about half past seven in the morning. There was a woman on the 
bank washing clothes, and she saw the travelers. This serving woman 
bundled up the laundry, ran home, threw the clothes down outside 
near a woodpile, and rushed inside. Hrafnkel had not yet got up, 
and some trusted men were lying in the hall. The working men, 
however, had gone to their tasks; it was the time of hay harvest. 
The woman began speaking as soon as she came in: '"Very true it 
is, as was said long ago, that 'he gets slack who grows old.' The 
repute that was won early becomes little if a man shamefully lets 
himself get sluggish and has not the courage to set things right 
some time or other — and this is a great wonder in a man who was 
once brave. Now it is otherwise with those who grow up with their 
father and seem to you of no esteem in comparison with you. But 
then, when they are grown, they go from land to land and appear 
to be of great repute wherever they go — and so come home and 
look better than chiefs. Eyvind Bjarnason rode across the river here 
at Shed Forth with a shield so bright that the light shone from it. 
He is such a man tliat vengeance on him would be fitting." 
Hrafnkel got up and answered her: ''Maybe what you say is all too 
true — not because you intend it to be agreeable. It is well now that 
you should have more to do: go in a hurry to Willow Plains for 
Hallstein's sons, Sigvat and Snorri. As them to come quickly to me 
with the men there who bear arms." He sent another serving woman 
out to Hrolfsstead for Hrolfs sons, Thord and Halla, and the men 
who bore arms there. All these were valiant and very capable men. 
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Hrafnkel also sent for his own servants; and the entire company 
amounted to eighteen. 

Eyvind’s party had now come up to the heath. Eyvind rode 
west till he came to a place in the middle of the heath called 
Bessi’s Way. Here there is a marsh, with no grass at all, and 
it was like riding through nothing but mud that always came 
up to the knee or the mid-leg, sometimes to the belly. Under- 
neath it was as hard as a stony field. There is a rocky, broken 
stretch to the west, and when they came to it the boy looked back 
and said to Eyvind, *'Men are riding behind us, not less than 
eighteen; there is a tall man on horseback in blue clothes and he 
looks to me like Hrafnkel Priest, though I have not seen him for a 
long time."' Eyvind answered, “What does it matter to us? I know 
of nothing to fear from HrafokePs riding; I have not done anything 
against him. Doubtless he has an appointment to meet his friends 
west in the Dale."' The boy answered, “I still think it is you that 
he wants to meet."' Eyvind said, don't know of anything that has 
happened between him and my brother Sam since they were rec- 
onciled.” The boy answered, wish you would ride away west to 
the Dale; then you will be safe. I know IlrafukePs nature; he will 
do nothing to us if he cannot get you. Everything is taken care of 
if you are, for then there is no animal in the trap;^* and it will be 
all right, whatever happens to us.” Eyvind said he would not ride 
away in a hurry, “for I don't know who these men are, it would 
seem laughable to many a man if I ran away without finding out 
something.” They rode west then from the rocky strip and tliere 
was another marsh in front of them, called Ox Marsh. It is covered 
with grass, but there are quicksands, so that it is almost impassable; 
that is why old Hallfrcd built tlie upper road, longer though it was. 
Eyvind rode west to the marsh, and the horses sank deep in the 
mire, which delayed them a good deal. Hrafnkel's party, without 
packs on their horses, followed rapidly and came along to the marsh. 
Eyvind's party had not got through the marsh; they could sec 
Hrafnkel and both his sons. Eyvind's men then asked him to ride 
off: ”A11 the bad spots are now passed; you can get to Adalbol while 
the marsh is between them and you.” Eyvind answered, “I will not 
flee from these men, for I have done them no harm.” His party 
rode then up to the ridge. Moderate-sized peaks rise from the ridge, 
and on one of the slopes is a bit of turf, bare and windblown, sur- 
rounded by high banks. Eyvind rode to the spot and dismounted to 
wait for the pursuers, remarking, “Now we will soon know their 
business.” Then he and his men walked up to the turf and broke 

15. a proverbial expression, like our ^‘nothiitg is at stake”; Hrafnkel is interested 
only in Eyvind. 
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up some stones. Hrafnkel then turned south off the road toward the 
turf. He exchanged no words witli Eyvind, but attacked at once. 
Eyvind defended himself well and bravely. His servant, thinking 
himself inadequate to the fight, got his horse, rode west over the 
ridge to Adalbol, and told Sam what was going on. Sam got up 
quickly and sent for men. This company numbered twenty men, 
well equipped. Sam rode east on the heath to the site of the battle, 
which was now finished — and Hrafnkel had ridden away east. 
Eyvind and all his men had fallen. First of all, S4m looked for signs 
of life in his brother; but he was done for, and all five lay dead 
together. Twelve of HrafnkeFs men had also fallen, but six survivors 
had left the scene. Sam tarried only a little, and told his men to 
follow at once. Hrafnkers party had ridden away as fast as they 
could, and now their horses would be tired. S^m declared, ^ We can 
catch them, for they have tired horses but ours are all fresh; it will 
be a near thing whether we catch them before they get off the 
heath." Hrafnkel had now gone east across Ox Marsh, and both 
parties rode along until Sam came to the edge of the heath. Then 
he saw that Hrafnkel had gone farther down into the slopes and 
that he would make good his escape into the district below. Sam 
then said, “Here we will turn back, for it will be easy for Hrafnkel 
to get men." In this situation, then, Sdm went back to the place 
where Eyvind lay and set to work heaping up a burial mound over 
him and his fellows. These sites are now called Eyvind's Knoll, 
Eyvind's Fells, and Eyvind's Dale. Sam then took all Eyvind's goods 
home to Adalbol. When he arrived, he sent for his liegemen to come 
there next morning about nine o'clock, planning to ride west across 
the heath — “let the journey turn out as it may." In the evening 
Sam went to bed, there being a number of men on hand. 

Hrafnkel rode home and told the news. He ate a meal and then 
summoned men, so that he got together a company of seventy. With 
these he rode west across the heath, arrived unexpectedly at Adalbol, 
took Sam in his bed, and led him out. Then Hrafnkel said, “Now 
something has happened to you, S4m, that you must have thought 
unlikely for some time — I have your life in my power. I shall not 
treat you worse than you did me. I offer you a choice of two things: 
to be killed or to let me fix and settle the terms between us." Sam 
said that he would choose to live; but he said he thought either 
choice would be hard. Hrafnkel said that he could expect it — “for 
we have that to pay you back. I should treat you twice as well if 
you deserved it. You shall leave Adalbol and go down to Playsheds 
to live. You shall take >vith you the property that Eyvind owned. 
You shall not remove from here anything except that which you 
have brought — all of that you shall take with you. I will take over 
my chief's authority, as well as the house and homestead. I see there 



The Saga of Hrafnkel Priest of Frey • 531 

has been a great increase in my property, and you shall not have the 
benefit of that. No compensation shall be paid for your brother 
Eyvind, because you ruthlessly prosecuted the case of Einar, your 
earlier kinsman, and have had sufficient compensation in that you 
have had power and property for six years. TTie killing of Eyvind 
and his men does not appear to me worth more than the maiming 
of me and my men. You made me a fugitive from the district, but 
I shall be pleased to have you live at Play sheds; and that will do 
well, if you arc not too arrogant for your own good. You shall be 
my subordinate as long as we both live. You may also expect to fare 
worse if there is any more trouble between us.^' Sam then left with 
his company for Playsheds and went to live there. 

Hrafnkel then arranged the household at Adalbol with his own 
men. His son, Thorir, he established at Hrafnkclsstcad. Hrafnkel 
now had chief’s authority in all the settlements. His son Asbjorn 
remained with his father, for he was younger. Sam stayed at Play- 
sheds that winter, glum and silent. Many discovered that he was a 
little pleased with his lot. But in the course of the winter, when the 
days grew longer, Sam, with another man and three horses between 
them, went across the river, thence over Madderdale Heath, then 
across the Glacier River up on the mountain; then to Midge Lake, 
and from there across Fleet Heath and Clear Like Pass. He did not 
stop till he reached Cod Firth in the west, where he was well re* 
ceived. Thorkcl had just recently returned frtoi his travels; he had 
been abroad four years. When S4m had rested for a week, he told 
the brothers of the affair with Hrafnkel and asked for their aid and 
support as before. Tliis time Thorgeir did more of the talking for 
the brothers. He said it was out of the question — *'we are far 
away.i® We thought we had put you in good shape before we left, 
so that it would be easy for you to maintain yourself. It has turned 
out as I anticipated at the time when you granted Hrafnkel life, 
namely, that you would regret it most. We urged you to take his 
life, but you wanted to have your way. It is easy to sec now what 
difference in sense there has been between you and him — since he 
let you live in peace and waited for the time when he could dispose 
of the man that he thought bigger than you. We cannot meddle in 
this lucklessness of yours; and we have no incentive to oppose 
Hrafnkel great enough to make us risk our reputation a second time. 
But wc will invite you to move here under our protection, with 
your entire household, if you think it less vexatious than living near 
Hrafnkel.'' Sam said he did not care for that, but wished to go back 
home. He asked them to swap horses with him, and this was readily 
arranged. The brothers wanted to gii?e Sam good gifts, but he would 

16 . Cod Firth, where Thorgeir and peninsula of Iceland; Sim and Hrafn« 
Thorkel live, is on the northwestern kel live near the east coast. 
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accept none, saying that they were mean-spirited men. In this situ* 
ation he rode home and lived on there till old age. He never got the 
advantage of Hrafnkel as long as he lived. Hrafnkel remained on his 
estate and kept up his repute. He died of illness, and his burial 
mound is in Hrafnkelsdalc out from Adalbol; in the grave beside 
him was laid much money, along with all his armor and his good 
spear. His sons took over his chief^s authority. Thorir lived at 
Hrafnkclsstead, Asbjorn at Adalbol; they held the priesthood to- 
gether and both were considered important men. Thus ends the 
story of Hrafnkel. 


Song of Roland (Chanson de Roland)* 


1 

The king, our Emperor Carlemaine, 

Hath been for seven full years in Spain. 

From highland to sea hath he won the land; 
City was none might his arm withstand; 

Keep and castle alike went down — 

Save Saragossa, the mountain town. 

The King Marsilius holds the place, 

Who loveth not God, nor seeks His grace: 

He prays to Apollin, and serves Mahound; 

But he saved him not from the fate he found. 


2 


In Saragossa King Marsil made 
His council-seat in the orchard shade. 
On a stair of marble of azure hue. 


There his courtiers round him drew; 
While there stood, the king before. 
Twenty thousand men and more. 

Thus to his dukes and his counts he said, 
''Hear ye, my lords, we are sore bested. 
The Emperor Karl of gentle France 
Hither hath come for our dire mischance. 
Nor host to meet him in battle line, 

Nor power to shatter his power, is mine. 
Speak, my sages; your counsel lend: 


• Abridged* , Apparently composed 
early in the it^clfth century. From The 
Song of Roland, translated by John 
O’Hagan. First American edition from 
the second London edition. 

1. Carlemaine: Charlemagne (Charles 
the Great). 

5. Keep: fortress. 

6. Saragossa: city in Aragon, on the 


Ebro River. 

9. Apollin: the Greek god Apollo; 
but the poet is mistaken, for the 
Mohammedans were monotheists, recog- 
nizing only the god Allah. Mahound: 
Mohammed, prophet of the god Allah 
and founder of the Mohammedan re- 
ligion. 

19. Karl: Charles, the Emperor. 
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My doom of shame and death forefend/' 

But of all the heathens none spake word as 

Save Blancandrin, Val Fonde's lord. 

3 

Blancandrin was a heathen wise. 

Knightly and valiant of enterprise, 

Sage in counsel his lord to aid; 

And he said to the king, ''Be not dismayed: jo 

Proffer to Karl, the haughty and high, 

Lowly friendship and fealty; 

Ample largess lay at his feet, 

Bear and lion and greyhound fleet. 

Seven hundred camels his tribute be, 3S 

A thousand hawks that have moulted free. 

Let full four hundred mules be told. 

Laden with silver enow and gold 
For fifty wagons to bear away; 

So shall his soldiers receive their pay. 40 

Say, too long hath he warred in Spain,— 

Let him turn to France — to his Aix — ^again. 

At Saint MichaePs feast you will thither speed. 

Bend your heart to the Christian creed. 

And his liegeman be in duty and deed. 45 

Hostages he may demand 
Ten or twenty at your hand. 

We will send him the sons whom our wives have nursed; 
Were death to follow, mine own the first. 

Better by far that they there should die 50 

Than be driven all from our land to fly, 

Flung to dishonor and beggary. 

4 

''Yea,” said Blaneandrin, "by this right hand. 

And my floating beard by the free wind fanned. 

Ye shall see the host of the Franks disband 55 

And hie them back into France their land; 

Each to his home as beseemeth well. 

And Karl unto Aix — to his own Chapelle. 

He will hold high feast on Saint Michael's day 

And the time of your tryst shall pass away. 5o 

Tale nor tidings of us shall be; 

Fiery and sudden, I know, is he: 

He will smite off the heads of our hostages all: 

Better, I say, that their head§ should fall 

38. enow: enough. kind of capital. 

42. Aix: Aix-la<Chapelle (Aachen), 43. Saint Michael* s feast: September 
in the Rhineland, used by Charles as a 29. 
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Than we the fair land of Spain forego, 

And our lives be laden with shame and woe.^ 
'Tea/' said the heathens, '‘it may be so/' 


7 

Then King Marsil bade be dight 
Ten fair mules of snowy white, 

Erst from the King of Sicily brought 70 

Their trappings with silver and gold inwrought—- 
Gold the bridle, and silver the selle. 

On these are the messengers mounted well; 

And they ride with olive boughs in hand. 

To seek the Lord of the Frankish land. 

Well let him watch; he shall be trepatined. 7S 

8 

King Karl is jocund and gay of mood, 

He hath Cordres city at last subdued; 

Its shattered walls and turrets fell 

By catapult and mangonel; to 

Not a heathen did there remain 

But confessed him Christian or else was slain. 

Tlic Emperor sits in an orchard wide, 

Roland and Olivier by his side: 

Samson the duke, and Anscis proud; ss 

Geoffrey of Anjou, whose arm was vowed 
The royal gonfalon to rear; 

Gerein, and his fellow in arms, Gcrier; 

With them many a gallant lance, 

Full fifteen thousand of gentle France. 90 

The cavaliers sit upon carpets white. 

Playing at tables for their delight: 

The older and sager sit at the chess. 

The bachelors fence with a light address. 

Seated underneath a pine, 95 

Close beside an eglantine. 

Upon a throne of beaten gold, 

Tlie lord of ample France behold; 

White his hair and beard were seen, 

Fair of body, and proud of mien, loo 


68. Marsil: the Mohammedan king 
of Saragossa, hade be dight: ordered to 
be prepared. 

70. Erst: first. 

72. selle: saddle. 

76. trepanned: tricked, deceived. 

78. Cordres city: the city of Cordova. 


80. mangonel: a device used to hurl 
heavy stones. 

87. gonjahn: the imperial standard 
or banner. 

92. tables: a game somewhat like 
backgammon. 
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Who sought him needed not ask, I ween. 

The ten alight before his feet. 

And him in all observance greet. 


12 

Under a pine is the Emperor gone, 

And his barons to council come forth anon: 
Archbishop Turpin, Duke Ogier bold 
With his nephew Henry was Richard the old, 
Gascony's gallant Count Acelin, 

Tybalt of Rheims, and Milo his kin, 

Gcrein and his brother in arms, Gcrier, 

Count Roland and his faithful fere, 

Tlic gentle and valiant Olivier; 

More than a thousand Franks of France. 

And Ganelon came, of woeful chance; 

By him was the deed of treason done. 

So was the fatal consult begun. 

'Tords my barons," the Emperor said, 

“King Marsil to me hath his envoys i^ed. 

He proffers treasure surpassing bounds, 

Bears and lions, and leashed hounds; * 

Seven hundred camels that bend *thte knee; 

A thousand hawks that have moulted free; 

Four hundred mules with Arab gold^ 

Which fifty wains might scantly hold. 

But he saith to France must I wend my way: 
He will follow to Aix with brief delay. 

Bend his heart unto Christ's belief. 

And hold his marches of me in fief; 

Yet I know not what in his heart may lie." 
“Beware! beware!" was the Franks' outcry, 

H 

Scarce his speech did the Emperor close, 

When in high displeasure Count Roland rose. 
Fronted his uncle upon the spot. 

And said, “This Marsil, believe him not: 

Seven full years have we warred in Spain; 
Commibles and Noples for you have I ta'en, 
Tudela and Sebilie, cities tvrain; 

Valtierra I won, and the land of Pine, 


>0S 


tis 




MS 


130 


*35 


111, fere: companioni 128. marches: lands, in fief: as a vas- 

124. wains: wagons. sal. 
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And Balaguet fell to this arm of mine. 

King Marsil hath ever a traitor been: uo 

He sent of his heathens, at first fifteen, 

Bearing each one an olive bough, 

Speaking the self-same words as now. 

Into council with your Franks you went, 

Lightly they flattered your heart's intent; 145 

Two of your barons to him you sent, — 

They were Basan and Basil, the brother knights: 

He smote off their heads on Haltoia's heights. 

War, I say! — end as you well began, 

Unto Saragossa lead on your van; iso 

Were the siege to last your lifetime through, 

Avenge the nobles this felon slew." 

The Emperor bent him and mused within, 

Twisted his beard upon lip and chin, 

Answered his nephew nor good nor ill; iss 

And the Franks, save Ganelon, all were still: 

Hastily to his feet he sprang, 

Haughtily his words outrang: — 

''By me or others be not misled, — 

Look to your own good ends," he said. i6o 

, "Since now King Marsil his faith assures, 

Tliat, with hands together clasped in yours, 

He will henceforth your vassal be, 

Receive the Christian law as we. 

And hold his realm of you in fee, 165 

Whoso would treaty like this deny. 

Recks not, sire, by what death we die: 

Good never came from counsel of pride,— 

List to the wise, and let madmen bide." 

16 

Then his form Duke Naimes upreared, 170 

White of hair and hoary of beard. 

Better vassal in court was none. 

"You have hearkened," he said, "unto Ganelon, 

Well hath Count Ganelon made reply; 

Wise are his words, if you bide thereby. ,75 

King Marsil is beaten and broken in war; 

You have captured his castles anear and far, 

With your engines shattered his walls amain. 

His cities burned, his soldiers slain: 

ISO. voa; head of the line. 178. amain: powerfully. 
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Respite and ruth if he now implore, iSo 

Sin it were to molest him more. 

Let his hostages vouch for the faith he plights, 

And send him one of your Christian knights. 

T were time this war to an ending came/' 

''Well saith the duke!'' the Franks exclaim. i8s 


20 

"My cavaliers,” he began anew, 

"Choose of my marches a baron true. 

Before King Marsil my best to do.” 

"Be it, then,” said Roland, "my stepsire Gan, 
In vain ye seek for a meeter man.” 

Tlic Franks exclaim, "He is worth the trust, 

So it please the king it is right and just.” 

Count Ganelon then was with anguish wrung, 
His mantle of fur from his neck he flung, 

Stood all stark in his silken vest. 

And his grey eyes gleamed with a fierce unrest. 
Fair of body and large of limb. 

All in wonderment gazed on him. 

"Thou madman,” thus he to Roland cried, 
"What may this rage against me betide? 

I am thy stepsire, as all men know, 

And thou doom'st me on best like this to go; 

But so God my safe return bestow, 

I promise to work thee scathe and Strife 
Long as thou breathest the breath of life.” 
"Pride and folly!” said Roland, then: 

"Am I known to reck of the threats of men? 
But this is work for the sagest head. 

So it please the king, I will go instead.” 

21 

"In my stead? — never, of mine accord. 

Tliou art not my vassal nor I thy lord. 

Since Karl eommands me his best to fill, 

Unto Saragossa ride forth I will; 

Yet I fear me to wreak some deed of ill. 
Thereby to slake this passion's might.” 

Roland listened, and laughed outright. 


190 


195 


200 


20s 


210 


S15 


186. he: Charles, the Emperor. 207. reck of: pay attention to. 

188. kest: bidding. 214-215. Yet . . . might: a fore- 

190. meeter: more suitable. shadowing of Ganelon’s plot against Ro- 

204. scathe: harm. land. 
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22 

At Roland's laughter Count Ganelon's pain 
Was as though his bosom were cleft in twain. 
He turned to his stepson as one distraught: 

do not love thee/' he said, ''in aught; 

Thou hast false judgment against me wrought. 
O righteous Emperor, here I stand 
To execute your high command." 


24 

"Fair Sir Gan," the Emperor spake, 

"This my message to Marsil take: 

He shall make confession of Christ's belief, 

And I yield him, full half of Spain in fief; 

In the other half shall Count Roland reign. 

If he choose not the terms I now ordain, 

I will march unto Saragossa's gate, 

Besiege and capture the city straight, 

Take and bind him both hands and feet, 

Lead to him Aix, to my royal seat, 

There to be tried and judged and slain, 

Dying a death of disgrace and pain. 

I have sealed the scroll of my command. 

Deliver it into the heathen's hand. 

"Gan," said the Emperor, "draw thou near: 

Take my glove and my bdton here; 

On thee did the choice of thy fellows fall," 

"Sire, 't was Roland who wrought it all. 

I shall not love him while life may last. 

Nor Olivier his comrade fast. 

Nor the peers who cherish and prize him so,— 

Gage of defiance to all I throw." 

Saith Karl, “Thine anger hath too much sway. 

Since I ordain it, thou must obey." 

"I go, but warranty none have I 

That I may not like Basil and Basan die." 

[After due preparation, Ganelon and Blancandrin set oflF on 
journey to King Marsil at Saragossa.] 

30 

Said Blancandrin, "Your Franks are high of fame. 
But your dukes and counts are sore to blame. 

Such counsel to their lord they give, 
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Nor he nor others in peace may live/' 

Ganelon answered, “I know of none, 

Save Roland, who thus to his shame hath done. *55 
Last morn the Emperor sat in the shade, 

His nephew came in his mail arrayed, — 

He had plundered Carcassonne just before. 

And a vermeil apple in hand he bore: 

‘Sire,' he said, ‘to your feet I bring «6o 

The crown of every earthly king/ 

Disaster is sure such pride to blast; 

He setteth his life on a daily cast. 

Were he slain, we all should have peace at last.'' 


32 

llius Blancandrin and Ganelon rode, J65 

'I'ill each on other his faith bestowed 
That Roland should be by practise slain, 

And so they journeyed by path and plain, 

Till in Saragossa they bridle drew. 

There alighted beneath a yew. < *7® 

In a pine-tree's shadow a throne was set; 

Alexandrian silk was the coverlet: 

There the monarch of Spain they foijnd. 

With twenty thousand Saracens rom^. 

Yet from them came nor breath rot sound; J75 

All for the tidings they strained to hear. 

As they saw Blancandrin and Ganelon near. 


34 

Gan had bethought him, and mused with art; 

Well was he skilled to play his part; 

And he said to Marsil, “May God you save, jb® 

The Glory of God, whose grace we crave! 

Tlius saith the noble Carlemaine: 

You shall make in Christ confession plain. 

And he gives you in fief full half of Spain; 

The other half shall be Roland's share jss 

(Right haughty partner, he yields you there); 

And should you slight the terms I bear, 

He will come and gird Saragossa round. 

You shall be taken by force and bound, 

267. practise: plan or conspiracy. ‘^ith much of the Mediterranean world, 
274. Saracens: the Mohammedan in the seventh century, 
people who had conquered Spain, along 
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Led unto Aix, to his royal seat, 

There to perish by judgment meet, 

Dying a villainous death of shame/' 

Over King Marsil a horror eame; 

He grasped his javelin, plumed with gold^ 
In aet to smite, were he not eontrollcd. 


36 

The noblest Saraeens thronged amain. 

Seated the king on his throne again, 

And the Algalif said, '' T was a sorry prank, 
Raising your weapon to slay the Frank. 

It was yours to hearken in silenee there.'' 

‘'Sir,'' said Gan, ‘'I may meetly bear, 

But for all the wealth of your land arrayed. 

For all the gold that God hath made, 

Would I not live and leave unsaid, 

What Karl, the mightiest king below, 

Sends, through me, to his mortal foe."' 

His mantle of fur, that was round him twined, 
With silk of Alexandria lined, 

Down at Blaneandrin's feet he cast. 

But still he held by his good sword fast, 
Grasping the hilt by its golden ball. 

•^A noble knight," say the heathens all. 

37 

Ganelon came to the king once more. 

“Your anger," he said, “misserves you sore, 

As the princely Carlcinaine saith, I say. 

You shall the Christian law obey. 

And half of Spain you shall hold in fee, 

Tlie other half shall Count Roland's be, 

(And a haughty partner "t is yours to see). 
Reject the treaty I here propose. 

Round Saragossa his lines will close; 

You shall be bound in fetters strong, 

Led to his city of Aix along. 

Nor steed nor palfrey shall you bestride. 

Nor mule nor jennet be yours to ride; 

On a sorry sumpter you shall be cast, 

And your head by doom stricken off at last. 


298. Aliolif: a high-ranking of&cial. 
301. meetly: suitably. 


314. sore: badly. 

326. sumpter: pack-horse. 
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So is the Emperor's mandate traced/’ — 

And the scroll in the heathen's hand he placed* 


B9 

Into his orchard King Marsil stepped. 

His nobles round him their station kept: 

There was Jurfalcz, his son and heir, 
Blancandrin of the hoary hair. 

The Algalif, truest of all his kin. 

Said Blancandrin, '‘Siimmon the Christian in; 
His troth he pledged me upon our side." 

‘"Go," said Marsil, *'bc thou his guide." 
Blaneandrin led him, hand in hand, 

Before King Marsil's face to stand; 

Then was the villainous treason planned. 

40 

'Tair Sir Ganclon," spake the king, 
did a rash and despighteous thing, 

Raising against thee mine arm to smite. 

Richly will I the wrong requite. 

Sec these sables whose worth were told 
At full five hundred pounds of gold: 

Thine shall they be ere the coming day.'^ 

'‘I may not," said Gan, ‘'your grace gainsay. 
God in his pleasure will you repay." 


42 

Tlie heathen said, “I manel sore 
Of Carlcmainc, so old and hoar. 

Who counts I ween two hundred years. 

Hath borne such strokes of blades and spears, 
So many lands hath overrun. 

So many mighty kings undone. 

When will he tire of war and strife?" 

“Not while his nephew breathes in life. 

Beneath the cope of heaven this day 
Such vassal leads not king's array. 

Gallant and sage is Olivier, 

And all the twelve, to Karl so dear. 

With twenty thousand Franks in van, 

He feareth not the faee of man." 
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''Strange/' said Marsil, "seems to me, 

Karl, so white with eld is he, 

Twice a hundred years, men say. 

Since his birth have passed away. 

All his wars in many lands. 

All the strokes of trenchant brands. 

All the kings despoiled and slain, — 

When will he from war refrain?" 

‘‘Not till Roland breathes no more, 

For from hence to eastern shore. 

Where is chief with him may vie? 

Olivier his comrades by. 

And the peers, of Karl the pride. 

Twenty thousand Franks beside. 

Vanguard of his host, and flower: 

Karl may mock at mortal power." 

44 

"I tell thee. Sir Gan, that a pou'cr is mine; 
Fairer did never in armour shine, 

Four hundred thousand cavaliers, 

With the Franks of Karl to measure spears.'* 
"Fling such folly," said Gan, "away; 

Sorely your heathen would rue the day. 

Proffer the Emperor ample prize, 

A sight to dazzle the Frankish eyes; 

Send him hostages full a score. 

So returns he to France once more. 

But his rear will tarry behind the host; 

There, I trow, will be Roland's post — 

There will Sir Olivier remain. 

Hearken to me, and the counts lie slain; 
llie pride of Karl shall be crushed that day, 
And his wars be ended with you for aye." 

4 *; 

“Speak, then, and tell me. Sir Ganclon, 

How may Roland to death be done?" 

“Through Cizra's pass will the Emperor wind. 
But his rear will linger in march behind; 
Roland and Olivier there shall be, 

With twenty thousand in company. 

Muster your battle against them then. 
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16S, eld: awe. 

169. trenchant brands: cutting blades. 


390. rear: the rear guard of his army 



Song of Roland • 5f J 

A hundred thousand heathen men. 

Till worn and spent be the Frankish bands. 

Though your bravest perish beneath their hands. 405 
For another battle your powers be massed, 

Roland will sink, overcome at last, 
llierc were a feat of arms indeed, 

And your life from peril henceforth freed. 

46 

‘Tor whoso Roland to death shall bring, 4i« 

From Karl his good right arm will wring, 

The marvellous host will melt away, 

No more shall he muster a like array, 

And the mighty land will in peace repose.” 

King Marsil heard him to the close; 415 

Then kissed him on the neck, and bade 
His royal treasure be displayed. 

47 

What said they more? Why tell the rest? 

Said Marsil, “Fastest bound is best; 

Come, swear me here to Roland’s fall.” 4 » 

“Your will,” said Gan, “be mine in all.” 

lie swore on the relics in the hilt 

Of his sword Murgleis, and crowned his guilt. 


53 

On Ganclon’s shoulder King Marsil leant. 

“Thou art sage,” he said, “and of gallant bent; 
But by all thy holiest law deems dear, 

Let not thy thought from our purpose veer. 

Ten mules’ burthen I give to thee 
Of gold, the finest of Araby; 

Nor ever year henceforth shall pass 
But it brings thee riches in equal mass. 

Take the keys of my city gates. 

Take the treasure that Karl awaits — 

Render them all; but oh, decide 
Tliat Roland in the rear-guard bide; 

So may I find him by pass or height. 

As I swear to meet him in mortal fight.” 

Cried Gan, “Meseeineth too long we stay,” 

Sprang on his charger and rode away. 
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The Emperor rose with the day dawn clear, 
Failed not Matins and Mass to hear, 

Sate at his tent on the fair green sward, 
Roland and Olivier nigh their lord, 

Duke Naimes and all his peers of fame. 

Gan the felon, the perjured, came — 

False was the treacherous talc he gave, — 

And tlicse his words, ''May God you save! 

I bear you Saragossa's keys. 

Vast the treasure I bring with these. 

And twenty hostages; guard them well, 

Tlie noble Marsil bids me tell — 

Not on him shall your anger fall, 

If I fetch not the Algalif here withal; 

For mine eyes beheld, beneath their ken. 

Three hundred thousand armed men, 

With sword and casque and coat of mail. 

Put forth with him on the sea to sail, 

All for hate of the Christian creed, 

Which they would neither hold nor heed, 

They had not floated a league but four, 

When a tempest down on their galleys bore. 
Drowned they lie to be seen no more. 

If the Algalif were but living wight, 

He had stood this mor-n before your sight. 

Sire, for the Saracen king I say. 

Ere ever a month shall pass away. 

On into France he will follow free. 

Bend to our Christian law the knee. 

Homage swear for his Spanish land. 

And hold the realm at your command.'' 

“Now praise to God," the Emperor said, 

“And thanks, my Ganelon, well you sped." 

A thousand clarions then resound. 

The sumpter-mules are girt on ground. 

For France, for France the Franks arc bound. 


59 

The night wore by, the day dawn glowed, 
Proudly the Emperor rose and rode. 

Keenly and oft his host he scanned. 

“Lords, my barons, survey this land, 

474 . The sumpter-mules . . . ground: The pack>mules are loaded on 
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See the passes so straight and steep: 480 

To whom shall I trust the rear to keep?” 

‘To my stepson Roland!” Count Gan replied. 

“Knight like him have you none beside.” 

The Emperor heard him with moody brow. 

“A living demon,” he said, “art thou; 485 

Some mortal rage hath thy soul possessed. 

To head my vanguard, who then were best?” 

“Ogier,” he answered, “the gallant Dane, 

Braver baron will none remain.” 

60 

Roland, when thus the ehoice he saw, 490 

Spake, full knightly, by knightly law: 

“Sir Stepsirc, well may I hold thee dear, 

That thou hast named me to guard the rear; 

Karl shall not lose, if I take heed, 

Charger, or palfrey, or mule or steed, 49s 

Haekncy or sumpter that groom may lead; 

Tlie reason else our swords shall tell,” 

“It is sooth,” said Gan, “and I know it well.” 


63 

But soon Duke Naimes doth by hiirii stand — 

No better vassal in all his band. « 

“You have seen and heard it all, O sire, 

Count Roland waxeth much in ire. 

On him the choice for the rear-guard fell. 

And where is baron could speed so well? 

Yield him the bow that your arm hath bent, s 

And let good succor to him be lent.” 

Tlic Emperor reached it forth, and lo! 

He gave, and Roland received, the bow. 

64 

“Fair Sir Nephew, I tell thee free. 

Half of my host will I leave with thee.” 5 

“God be my judge,” was the count's reply, 

“If ever I thus my race belie. 

But twenty thousand with me shall rest. 

Bravest of all your Franks and best; 

The mountain passes in safety tread, c 

While I breathe in life you have nought to dread.” 


498. sooth: true. 
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66 

Roland hath mounted his charger on; 

Sir Olivier to his side hath gone; 

Gerein and his fellow in arms, Gerier; 

Otho the Count, and Berengier, sao 

Samson, and with him Anseis old, 

Gerard of Roussillon, the bold. 

Thither the Gascon Engelier sped; 

‘'I go,” said Turpin, “I pledge my head”; 

‘'And I with thee,” Count Walter said; sas 

‘'I am Roland's man, to his serv^ice bound.” 

So twenty thousand knights were found. 

69 

High were the peaks, and the valleys deep. 

The mountains wondrous dark and steep; 

Sadly the Franks through the passes wound, 530 

Full fifteen leagues did their tread resound. 

To their own great land they are drawing nigh. 

And they look on the fields of Gascony. 

They think of their homes and their manors there. 
Their gentle spouses and damsels fair. S35 

Is none but for pity the tear lets fall; 

But the anguish of Karl is beyond them all. 

His sister's son at the gates of Spain 
Smites on his heart, and he weeps amain. 


72 

Up to King Maisil his nephew rode. 

With a mule for steed, and a staff for goad; 

Free and joyous his accents fell, 

“Fair Sir King, I have served you well. 

So let my toils and my perils tell. 

I have fought and vanquished for you in field. 
One good boon for my service yield, — 

Be it mine on Roland to strike the blow; 

At point of lance will I lay him low; 

And so Mohammed to aid me deign. 

Free will I sweep the soil of Spain, 

From the gorge of Aspra to Dourestan, 

Till Karl grows weary such wars to plan. 

Then for your life have you won repose.” 
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King Marsil on him his glove bestows. 


82 

They don their hauberks of Saracen mould, 
Wrought for the most with a triple fold; 

In Saragossa their helms were made; 

Steel of Vienne was each girded blade; 

Valentia lances and targets bright, 

Pennons of azure and red and white. 

They leave their sumpters and mules aside. 

Leap on their chargers and serried ride. 

Bright was the sunshine and fair the day; 

Their arms resplendent gave back the ray. 

Then sound a thousand clarions clear. 

Till the Franks the mighty clangor hear, 

“Sir Comrade,’' said Olivier, “I trow 

There is battle at hand with the Saracen foe."' 

“Cod grant," said Roland, “it may be so. 

Here our post for our king we hold; 

For his lord the vassal bears heat and cold, 
Toil and peril endures for him. 

Risks in his service both life and limb. 

For mighty blows let our arms be strung. 

Lest songs of scorn be against us sung. 

With the Christian is good, with the heathen ill: 
No dastard part shall ye sec me fill." 


86 

“In mighty strength are the hcatlien crew," 
Olivier said, “and our Franks are few; 

My comrade, Roland, sound on your horn; 

Karl will hear and his host return." 

‘‘I were mad," said Roland, ‘‘to do such deed; 
Lost in France were my glory’s meed. 

My Durindana shall smite full hard, 

And her hilt be red to the golden guard. 

The heathen felons shall find their fate; 

Their death, I swear, in the pass they wait." 

87 

“O Roland, sound on your ivory horn, 

To the ear of Karl shall the blast be borne; 

iSS. meed: reward. " S84. Durindana: Roland's 
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He will bid his legions backward bend. 

And all his barons their aid will lend.” 

“Now God forbid it, for very shame, 

That for me my kindred were stained with blame, 

Or that gentle France to such vilencss fell: 

This good sword that hath served me well. 

My Durindana such strokes shall deal, 

That with blood encrimsoned shall be the steel. 

By their evil star are the felons led; 

"ITiey shall all be numbered among the dead.” 

88 

“Roland, Roland, yet wind one blast! 6.jo 

Karl will hear ere the gorge be passed. 

And the Franks return on their path full fast.” 

“I will not sound on mine ivory horn: 

It shall never be spoken of me in scorn, 

That for heathen felons one blast I blew; 605 

I may not dishonor my lineage true. 

But I will strike, ere this fight be o'er. 

A thousand strokes and seven hundred more. 

And my Durindana shall drip with gore. 

Our Franks will bear them like vassals brave. tie 

The Saracens flock but to find a grave.” 

89 

“I deem of neither reproach or stain. 

I have seen the Saracen host of Spain, 

Over plain and valley and mountain spread, 

And the regions hidden beneath their tread. 615 

Countless the swarm of the foe, and we 
A marvellous little company.” 

Roland answered him, “All the more 
My spirit within me bums therefore. 

God and his angels of heaven defend 
That France through me from her glory bend. 

Death were better than fame laid low. 

Our Emperor loveth a downright blow.'' 

90 

Roland is daring and Olivier wise, 

Both of marvellous high emprise; 6*5 

On their chargers mounted, and girt in mail. 

To the death in battle they will not quail. 

Brave are the counts, and their words are high, 

And the Pagans are fiercely riding nigh. 

“See, Roland, see them, how close they are, 

620. defend: forbid. 625. emprise: courage. 
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The Saracen foemen, and Karl how far! 

Thou didst disdain on thy horn to blow. 

Were the king but here we were spared this woe. 

Look up through Aspra's dread defile. 

Where standeth our doomed rear-guard the while; 63s 
They will do their last brave feat this day. 

No more to mingle in mortal fray.'' 

*'Hush!*' said Roland, “the craven tale— 

Foul fall who carries a heart so pale; 

Foot to foot shall we hold the place, 640 

And rain our buffets and blows apace.'' 


92 

Archbishop Turpin, above the rest, 

Spurred his steed to a jutting crest. 

His sermon thus to the Franks he spake:— 

“Lords, we are here for our monarch's sake; 64s 

Hold we for him, though our death should come; 

Fight for the succor of Christendom. 

The battle approaches — ^ye know it well, 

For ye see the ranks of the infidel. 

Cry mea culpa, and lowly kneel; 650 

I will assoil you, your souls to heal. 

In death yc are holy martyrs crowned.^' 

The Franks alighted, and knelt on gflound; 

In God’s high name the host he blesfscd, 

And for penance gave them — to smite their best. 653 

93 

The Franks arose from bended knee, 

Assoiled, and from their sins set free; 

Tlic archbishop blessed them fervently; 

Then each one sprang on his bounding barb, 

Armed and laced in knightly garb, 660 

Apparelled all for the battle line. 

At last said Roland, “Companion mine. 

Too well the treason is now displayed, 

How Ganelon hath our band betrayed. 

To him the gifts and treasures fell, (65 

But our Emperor will avenge us well. 

King Marsil deemeth us bought and sold; 

The price shall be with our good swords told." 


6 so. mea culpa: literally, '551. arrot’/: absolve of sin. 

guilt”; the archbishop is calling on 659. barb: Barbary steed, 
them to make confession. 
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94 

Roland rideth the passes through. 

On Veillantif, his charger true; 670 

Girt in his harness that shone full fair, 

And baron-like his lance he bare. 

The steel erect in the sunshine gleamed, 

With the snow-white pennon that from it streamed; 

The golden fringes beat on his hand. 675 

Joyous of visage was he, and bland. 

Exceeding beautiful of frame; 

And his warriors hailed him with glad acclaim. 

Proudly he looked on the heathen ranks, 

Humbly and sweetly upon his Franks. 680 

Courteously spake he, in words of grace — 

''Ride, my barons, at gentle pace. 

The Saracens here to their slaughter toil; 

Reap we, to-day, a glorious spoil, 

Never fell to Monarch of France the like."' 685 

At his word, the hosts are in act to strike. 

95 

Said Olivier, "Idle is speech, I trow; 

Thou didst disdain on thy horn to blow. 

Succor of Karl is far apart; 

Our strait he knows not, the noble heart: 690 

Not to him nor his host be blame; 

Tlierefore, barons, in God's good name, 

Press ye onward, and strike your best. 

Make your stand on this field to rest; 

Think but of blows, both to give and take, 695 

Never the watchword of Karl forsake.'' 

Then from the Franks resounded high — 

"Monf/oief" Whoever had heard that cry 
Would hold remembrance of chivalry. 

Then ride they — how proudly, O God, they ride! — 700 
With rowels dashed in their coursers' side. 

Fearless, too, are their paynim foes. 

Frank and Saracen, thus they close. 

96 

King Marsil's nephew, Aelroth his name. 

Vaunting in front of the battle came, 70s 

Words of scorn on our Franks he cast: 

"Felon Franks, ye are met at last, 

690. strait: peril, Franks; literally, ‘‘Mount Joy," 

698. Montjoie: tbe war cry of the 702. paynim: pagan. 
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By your chosen guardian betrayed and sold. 

By your king left madly the pass to hold. 

This day shall France of her fame be shorn. 
And from Karl the mighty his right arm torn.'' 
Roland heard him in wrath and pain! — 

He spurred his steed, he slacked the rein, 

Drove at the heathen with might and main, 
Shattered his shield and his hauberk broke. 
Right to the breast-bone went the stroke; 
Pierced him, spine and marrow through, 

And the felon's soul from his body flew. 

A moment reeled he upon his horse. 

Then all heavily dropped the corse; 

Wrenched was his neck as on earth he fell, 

Yet would Roland scorn with scorn repel. 

“Thou dastard! never hath Karl been mad, 

Nor love for treason or traitors had, 

To guard the passes he left us here. 

Like a noble king and chevalier. 

Nor shall France this day her fame forego. 

Strike in, my barons; the foremost blow 
Death in the fight doth to us belong: 

Wc have the right and these dogs the wrong.'* 

97 

A duke was there, named Falsaron, 

Of the land of Dathan and Abiron; 

Brother to Marsil, the king, was he; 

More miscreant felon ye might not see. 

Huge of forehead, his eyes between, 

A span of a full half-foot, I ween. 

Bitter sorrow was his, to mark 

His nephew before him lie slain and stark. 

Hastily came he from forth the press. 

Raising the war-cry of heathenesse. 

Braggart words from his lips were tost: 

“T7iis day the honour of France is lost." 

Flotly Sir Olivier's anger stirs; 

He pricked his steed with golden spurs, 

Fairly dealt him a baron's blow. 

And hurled him dead from the saddle-bow. 
Buckler and mail were reft and rent. 

And the pennon's flaps to his heart's blood went. 
He saw the miscreant stretched on earth: 
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‘‘Caitiff, thy threats are of little worth. 750 

On, Franks, the felons before us fall; 

Montjoier T is tlie Emperor^s battle-call. 

98 

A king was there of a strange country. 

King Corsablis of Barbary; 

Before the Saracen van he cried, 755 

“Right well may we in this battle bide; 

Puny the host of the Franks I deem, 

And those that front us, of vile esteem. 

Not one by succour of Karl shall fly; 

The day hath dawned that shall see them die/' 760 
Archbishop Turpin hath heard him well; 

No mortal hates he with hate so fell: 

He pricked with spurs of the fine gold wrought, 

And in deadly passage the heathen sought; 

Shield and corselet were pierced and riven, 765 

And the lance's point through his body driven; 

To and fro, at the mighty thrust, 

He reeled, and then fell stark in dust. 

Turpin looked on him, stretched on ground. 

“Loud thou liest, thou heathen hound! 770 

King Karl is ever our pride and stay; 

Nor one of the Franks shall blench this day. 

But your comrades here on the field shall lie; 

I bring you tidings: ye all shall die. 

Strike, Franks! remember your chivaliy; 775 

First blows are ours, high God be praised!'^ 

Once more the cry, ** Montjoier he raised. 


116 

Wild and fierce is the battle still: 

Roland and Olivier fight their fill; 

The Archbishop deale th a thousand blows 780 

Nor knoweth one of the peers repose; 

The Franks are fighting commingled all, 

And the foe in hundreds and thousands fall; 

Choice have they none but to flee or die. 

Leaving their lives despighteously. 785 

Yet the Franks are reft of their chivalry, 

Who will see nor parent nor kindred fond, 

Nor Karl who waits them the pass beyond. 

785. despigkieously: pitifully. Franks, heavily outnumbered, are even* 

786. Yet • . . chivalry: That is, the tually slain. 
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Now a wondrous storm o'er France hath passed. 
With thunder-stroke and whirlwind's blast; 

Rain unmeasured, and hail, there came, 

Sharp and sudden the lightning's flame; 

And an earthquake ran — the sooth I say — 

From Besangon to Wissant Bay. 

From Saint Michael's Mount to thy shrine, Cologne, 
House unrifted was there none. 

And a darkness spread in the noontide high— 

No light, save gleams from the cloven sky. 

On all who saw came a mighty fear. 

They said, “The end of the world is near," 
Alas, they spake but with idle breath — 

'T is the great lament for Roland's death. 


119 

Stern and stubborn is the fight; 

Staunch are the Franks with the sword to smite; 
Nor is there one but whose blade is red, 
“Mont/oic/" is ever their war-cry dread. 

Through the land they ride in hot 

And the heathens feel 't is a fierce^ dispute. 


121 

With heart and prowess the Franks have stood; 
Slain was the heathen multitude; 

Of a hundred thousand survive not two: 

Tlie archbishop cricth, “O staunch and true! 
Written it is in the Frankish geste. 

That our Emperor's vassals shall bear them best." 
To seek their dead through the field they press, 
And their eyes drop tears of tenderness: 

Their hearts are turned to their kindred dear. 
Marsil the while with his host is near. 


125 

As the Franks the heathen power descried. 
Filling the champaign from side to side, 

Loud unto Roland they made their call, 

795. Saint Michael*s Mount: Mont 813. seste: story. 

Saint Michel. 820. champaign: field. 

796. unfitted: undamaged. 
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And to Olivier and their captains all, 
Spake the archbishop as him became: 

“O barons, think not one thought of shame; 
Fly not, for sake of our God I pray. 

That on you be chanted no evil lay. 

Better by far on the held to die; 

For in sooth I deem that our end is nigh. 
But in holy Paradise ye shall meet, 

And with the innocents be your scat.'' 
And the Franks exult his words to hear, 
And the cry ''Monf/oxe/" resoundeth clear. 


129 

Sir Roland called unto Olivier, 

'‘Sir Comrade, dead lieth Engclicr; 

Braver knight had we none than he." 

“God grant," he answered, “revenge to me." 
His spurs of gold to his horse he laid, 
Grasping Hauteclere with his bloody blade. 
Climorin smote he, with stroke so fell, 

Slain at the blow was the inhdcl. 

Whose soul the Enemy bore away. 

Then turned he, Alphaicn, the duke, to slay; 
From Escababi the head he shore. 

And Arabs seven to the earth he bore. 

Saith Roland, “My comrade is much in wrath; 
Won great laud by my side he hath; 

Us such prowess to Karl endears. 

Fight on, fight ever, my cavaliers." 


Count Roland entered within the prease, 
And smote full deadly without surcease; 
While Durindana aloft he held, 

Hauberk and helm he pierced and quelled, 
Intrenching body and hand and head. 

The Saracens lie by the hundred dead. 

And the heathen host is discomfited. 


838. Hauteclere: Olivier’s sword, his: 843. shore: cut off. 

its. 849. prease: press. 

841. the Enemy: the devil. 853. Intrenching: cutting 
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149 

will sound,” said Roland, *'upon my horn, 

Karl, as he passeth the gorge, to warn. 

The Franks, I know, will return apace.” 

Said Olivier, “Nay, it were foul disgrace 

On your noble kindred to wreak such wrong; 860 

Tlicy would bear the stain their lifetime long. 

Ercwhilc I sought it, and sued in vain; 

But to sound thy horn thou wouldst not deign. 

Not now shall mine assent be won, 

Nor shall I say it is knightly done. 865 

Lo! both your arms are streaming red.” 

''In sooth,” said Roland, "good strokes I sped.” 

150 

Said Roland, "Our battle goes hard, I fear; 

I will sound my horn that Karl may hear.” 

“ T were a deed unknightly,” said Olivier; 870 

"Tlioii didst disdain when I sought and prayed: 

Saved had we been with our Karl to aid; 

Unto him and his host no blame shall be: 

By this my beard, might I hope to see 

My gentle sister Alda’s face, 875 

Thou shouldst never hold her in thine embrace.” 

"All, why on me doth thine anger fall?” 

"Roland, 't is thou who hast wrou^t it all. 

Valor and madness are scarce allied,— 

Better discretion than daring pride, 880 

All of thy folly our Franks lie slain, 

Nor shall render service to Karl again; 

As I implored thee, if thou hadst done, 
llie king had come and the field were won; 

Marsil captive, or slain, I trow. 885 

Tliy daring, Roland, hath wrought our woe. 

No service more unto Karl we pay, 
lliat first of men till the judgment day; 

Thou shalt die, and France dishonored be, 

Ended our loyal company — 890 

A woeful parting this eve shall see.” 

152 

Archbishop Tuipin their strife hath heard. 

His steed with the spurs of gold he spurred, 

862. Erewhile: a while ago. sued: 881. oj: because of, 

asked. 
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And thus rebuked them, riding near: 

“Sir Roland, and thou. Sir Olivier, 

Contend not, in God's great name, I crave. 
Not now availeth the horn to save; 

And yet behooves you to wind its call, — 

Karl will come to avenge our fall, 

Nor hence the foemen in joyance wend. 

The Franks will all from their steeds descend; 
Wlien they find us slain and martyred here. 
They will raise our bodies on mule and bier, 
And, while in pity aloud they weep. 

Lay us in hallowed earth to sleep; 

Nor wolf nor boar on our limbs shall feed.” 
Said Roland, “Yea, T is a goodly rede.’' 

153 

Then to his lips the horn he drew. 

And full and lustily he blew. 

The mountain peaks soared high around; 
Thirty leagues was borne the sound. 

Karl hath heard it, and all his band. 

“Our men have battle," he said, “on hand." 
Ganelon rose in front and cried, 

“If another spake, I would say he lied." 

154 

With deadly travail, in stress and pain, 

Count Roland sounded the mighty strain. 
Forth from his mouth the bright blood spran 
And his temples burst for the very pang. 

On and onward was borne the blast. 

Till Karl hath heard as the gorge he passed. 
And Naimes and all his men of war. 

“It is Roland’s horn," said the Emperor, 

“And, save in battle, he had not blown." 
“Battle," said Ganelon, “is there none. 

Old are you grown — all white and hoar; 

Such words bespeak you a child once more. 
Have you, then, forgotten Roland’s pride. 
Which I marvel God should so long abide. 
How he captured Noplcs without your host? 
Forth from the city the heathen pressed. 

To your vassal Roland they battle gave, — 

He slew them all with the trenchant glaive. 
Then turned the waters upon the plain, 


900. wend: go. 
907. rede: counsel. 


933. glaive: sword. 
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That trace of blood might none remain. 

He would sound all day for a single hare: 

T is a jest with him and his fellows there; 

For who would battle against him dare? 

Ride onward — wherefore this chill delay? 

Your mighty land is yet far away.'' 

155 

On Roland's mouth is the bloody stain, 

Burst asunder his temple's vein; 

His horn he soundeth in anguish drear; 

King Karl and the Franks around him hear. 

Said Karl, ''That horn is long of breath." 

Said Naimes, " 'T is Roland who travaileth. 

There is battle yonder by mine avow. 

He who betrayed him deceives you now. 

Arm, sire; ring forth your rallying cry. 

And stand your noble household by; 

For you hear your Roland in jeopardy." 


165 

Wlien the heathen saw that the Franks were few, 
Heart and strength from the sight they drew; 

ITiey said, "The Emperor hath the worse." 

The Algalif sat on a sorrel horse; 

He pricked with spur of the gold refilled. 

Smote Olivier in the back behind. 

On through his harness the lance he pressed. 

Till the steel came out at the baron's breast. 

"Thou hast it!" the Algalif, vaunting, cried, 

"Ye were sent by Karl in an evil tide. 

Of his wrongs against us he shall not boast; 

In thee alone I avenge our host." 

166 

Olivier felt the deadly wound. 

Yet he grasped Hauteclere, with its steel embrowned; 
He smote on the Algalif's crest of gold, — 

Gem and flowers to the earth were rolled; 

Clave his head to the teeth below. 

And struck him dead with the single blow. 

"All evil, caitiff, thy soul pursue. 

Full well our Emperor's loss I knew; 

But for thee — thou goest not hence to boast 
To wife or dame on thy natal coast, 

947. avow: belief. 068. Clave: cleaved. 
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Of one denier from the Emperor won, 

Or of scathe to me or to others done/' 

Ilien Roland's aid he called upon. 

167 

Olivier knoweth him hurt to death; 

The more to vengeance he hasteneth; 

Knightly as ever his arms he bore, 

Staves of lances and shields he shore; 

Sides and shoulders and hands and feet. 

Whose eyes soever the sight would greet, 

How the Saracens all disfigured lie. 

Corpse upon corpse, each other by, 

Would think upon gallant deeds; nor yet 
Doth he the war-cry of Karl forget — 

*'Montjoier he shouted, shrill and clear; 

Tlien called he Roland, his friend and peer, 

'‘Sir, my comrade, ancar me ride; 

This day of dolor shall us divide.** 

168 

Roland looked Olivier in the face, — 

Ghastly paleness was there to trace; 

Forth from his wound did the bright blood* flow, 
And rain in showers to the earth below. 

“O God!" said Roland, “is this the end 
Of all thy prowess, my gentle friend? 

Nor know I whither to bear me now: 

On earth shall never be such as thou. 

Ah, gentle France, thou art overthrown, 

Reft of thy bravest, despoiled and lone; 

The Emperor's loss is full indeed!" 

At the word he fainted upon his steed. 

169 

Sec Roland there on his charger swooned, 

Olivier smitten with his death wound! 

His eyes from bleeding arc dimmed and dark. 

Nor mortal, near or far, can mark; 

And when his comrade beside him pressed, 
Fiercely he smote on his golden crest; 

Down to the nasal the helm he shred. 

But passed no further, nor pierced his head. 
Roland marvelled at such a blow, 

And thus bespake him soft and low: 

''Hast thou done it, my comrade, wittingly? 

•74. denier: a French coin of small 980. shore: cut. 
value. 1009. shred: cut. 
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Roland who loves thee so dear am I, 

Thou hast no quarrel with me to seek?'' 

Olivier answered, “I hear thee speak, 

But I see thee not. God sceth thee. 

Have I struck thee, brother? Forgive it me." 

""I am not hurt, O Olivier; 

And in sight of God, I forgive thee here." 

'Hien each to other his head was laid, 

And in love like this was their parting made, 

170 

Olivier feelcth his throe begin; 

His eyes arc turning his head within, 

Sight and hearing alike arc gone. 

He alights and crouches the earth upon; 

His mea culpa aloud he cries. 

And his hands in prayer unto God arise, 

That lie grant him Paradise to share, 

That He bless King Karl and France the fair, 

His brother Roland o’er all mankind; 

Tlien sank his heart, and his head declined, 
Stretched at length on the earth he lay, — 

So passed Sir Olivier away. 

Roland was left to weep alone: 

Mail so woeful hath ne’er been known, 

171 

When Roland saw that life had fled, 

And with face to earth his comrade dead, 

He thus bewept him, soft and still: 

*‘Ah, friend, thy prowess wrought thee ill! 

So many days and years gone by 
We lived together, thou and I: 

And thou hast never done me wrong. 

Nor I to thee, our lifetime long. 

Since thou art dead, to live is pain." 

He swooned on Veillantif again. 

Yet may not unto earth be cast. 

His golden stirrups held him fast. 


174 

In Roland’s sorrow his wrath arose. 
Hotly he struck at the heathen foes, 
Nor left he one of a score alive; 
Walter slew six, the archbishop five. 
1023. throe: death pangs. 
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The heathens cry, “What a felon three! 

Look to it, lords, that they shall not flee. 
Dastard is he who confronts them not; 
Craven, who lets them depart this spot!"' 

Their cries and shoutings begin once more, 

And from every side on the Franks they pour. 


i8i 

The heathens said, ''We were born to shame. 
This day for our disaster came: 

Our lords and leaders in battle lost, 

And Karl at hand with his marshalled host; 

We hear the trumpets of France ring out, 

And the cry of 'Montjoie!' their rallying shout. 
Roland’s pride is of such a height. 

Not to be vanquished by mortal wight; 

Hurl we our missiles, and hold aloof.” 

And the word they spake, they put in proof,— 
They flung, with all their strength and craft, 
Javelin, barb, and plumed shaft, 

Roland’s buckler was torn and frayed, 

His cuirass broken and disarrayed, 

Yet entrance none to his flesh they made. 

From thirty wounds Vcillantif bled, 

Beneath his rider they cast him, dead; 

Tlien from the field have the heathen flown: 
Roland rcinaineth, on foot, alone. 


184 

Once more to the field doth Roland wend, 

Till he findeth Olivier his friend; 

Tlie lifeless form to his heart he strained. 

Bore him back with what strength remained, 

On a buckler laid him, beside the rest, 

The archbishop assoiled them all, and blessed. 
Their dole and pity anew find vent. 

And Roland maketh his fond lament: 

“My Olivier, my chosen one. 

Thou wert the noble Duke Renicr’s son, 

Lord of the March unto Rivier vale. 

To shiver lance and shatter mail. 

The brave in council to guide and cheer. 
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To smite the miscreant foe with fear, — 

Was never on earth such cavalier/' 

185 

Dead around him his peers to see, 

And the man he had loved so tenderly, 

Fast the tears of Count Roland ran, 

His visage discolored became, and wan. 

He swooned for sorrow beyond control. 

“Alas," said Turpin, “how great thy dole!” 

186 

To look on Roland swooning there. 

Surpassed all sorrow he ever bare; 

He stretched his hand, the horn he took,— 
Through Roncevallcs there flowed a brook, — 

A draught to Roland he thought to bring; 

But his steps were feeble and tottering, 

Spent his strength, from waste of blood, — 

He struggled on for scarce a rood, 

When sank his heart, and dropped his frame, 
And his mortal anguish on him came. ; 

187 

Roland revived from his swoon again; 

On his feet he rose, but in deadly pain; 

He looked on high, and he looked below, 

I’ill, a space his other companions fro, 

He beheld the baron, stretched on sward, 

Tlic archbishop, vicar of God our Lord. 

Mea culpa was Turpin's cry, 

While he raised his hands to heaven on high, 
Imploring Paradise to gain. 

So died the soldier of Carlemaine, — 

With words or weapon, to preach, or fight, 

A champion ever of Christian right. 

And a deadly foe of the infidel. 

God's benediction within him dwell! 

188 

Wlicii Roland saw him stark on earth 
(His very vitals were bursting forth, 

And his brain was oozing from out his head), 

He took the fair white hands outspread, 

Crossed and clasped them upon his breast, 

And thus his plaint to the dead addressed,— 

1106. rood: between five and ten .U12. fro: from, 
yards. 
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So did his country’s law ordain:— 

“Ah, gentleman of noble strain, 

I trust thee unto God the True, 

Whose service never man shall do 
With more devoted heart and mind: 

To guard the faith, to win mankind, 

From the apostles' days till now. 

Such prophet never rose as thou. 

Nor pain or torment thy soul await, 

But of Paradise tlic open gate.'' 

189 

Roland fecleth his death is near. 

His brain is oozing by cither ear. 

For his peers he prayed — God keep them well; 
Invoked the angel Gabriel. 

That none reproach him, his horn he clasped; 
His other hand Durindana grasped; 

Then, far as quarrel from crossbow sent. 

Across the march of Spain he went. 

Where, on a mound, two trees between, 

Four flights of marble steps were seen; 
Backward he fell, on the field to lie; 

And he swooned anon, for the end was nigh. 


19? 

That death was on him he knew full well; 

Down from his head to his heart it fell. 

On the grass beneath a pine-tree's shade. 

With face to earth, his form he laid. 

Beneath him placed he his horn and sword. 

And turned his face to the heathen horde. 

Thus hath he done the sooth to show, 

That Karl and his warriors all may know. 

That the gentle count a conqueror died. 

Mea culpa full oft he cried; 

And, for all his sins, unto God above. 

In sign of penance, he raised his glove. 

196 

Roland feeleth his hour at hand; 

On a knoll he lies toward the Spanish land. 

With one hand beats he upon his breast: 

""In thy sight, O God, be my sins confessed. 
From my hour of birth, both the great and small, 

1145 . quarrel: arrow or dart. 1146. inarch: border. 
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Down to this day, I repent of all.^ 

As his glove he raises to God on high, 

Angels of heaven descend him nigh. n7o 

197 

Beneath a pine was his resting-place, 

To the land of Spain hath he turned his face. 

On his memory rose full many a thought — 

Of the lands he won and the fields he fought; 

Of his gentle France, of his kin and line; u7s 

Of his nursing father, King Karl benign; — 

He may not the tear and sob control, 

Nor yet forgets he his parting soul. 

To God’s compassion he makes his cry: 

*'0 Father true, who canst not lie, nSo 

Who didst Lazarus raise unto life again. 

And Daniel shield in the lions’ den; 

Shield my soul from its peril, due 

For the sins I sinned my lifetime through.’* 

He did his right-hand glove uplift — 1185 

Saint Gabriel took from his hand the gift; 

Then drooped his head upon his breast, 

And with clasped hands he went to rest 

God from on high sent down to him 

One of his angel Cherubim — 1190 

Saint Michael of Peril of the sea, 

Saint Gabriel in company — 

From heaven they came for that soul of price. 

And they bore it with them to Paradise. 

1181. Lazarus: raised from the dead by Christ. (John 11:1-46.) 


Aucassin and Nicolettc (Aucassin ct Nicolete)’^ 

I 

He who wants to hear good rhyme 
Of the sport in ancient time 
Of two children, young and sweet, 

Aucassin and Nicolettc, 

Of the pains that he endured. 

Of the noble deeds he did 
For his love with clearest face. 

Lovely the song, sweet the tale. 

Courteous and well-disposed. 

♦Translated by Edward Francis Copyright, 1P37, by Robert Linker. Re- 
Moyer and Carey DeWitt Eldridge. printed by permission. 
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No man can be so oppressed, 

So cast down and comfortless, 

Burdened down with heaviness, 

Who will not be, hearing this. 

Cured, restored to joyfulness. 

It is so sweet. 

II 

Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 

Tliat Count Bougars de Valence was making war on Count 
Garin de Beaucaire, so great and so marvelous and so mortal, that 
not a single day dawned that he was not at the gates and at the 
walls and at the barriers of the town with a hundred knights and 
ten thousand soldiers on foot and on horse; and he burned his land 
and wasted his country and killed his men. 

Count Garin de Beaucaire was old and frail and had outlived his 
time. He had no heir, neither son nor daughter, except a single boy, 
who was such as I shall tell you. 

Aucassin was the name of the lad. Handsome he was and shapely 
and large and well formed in legs and feet and in body and in arms. 
His hair was blond and tightly curled, and his eyes were gray and 
laughing, and his face clear and slender, and his nose high and well 
placed. He was so endowed with good points that there was in him 
nothing bad, or that was not good. But he was so overtaken by love, 
which conquers all, that he didn^t want to be a knight, or to take 
arms, or go into the tourney, or do anything at all which he ought 
to have done. 

His father and his mother used to say to him, ‘‘Son, take up 
your arms, get on your horse, defend your land, and aid your men. 
If they sec you among them, they will defend better their bodies 
and their goods, and your land and mine.'' 

‘'Father," said Aucassin, “what arc you talking about now? Never 
may God give me anything I ask of him, if as a knight I mount my 
horse, or go into the fray or battle, there where I may strike a 
knight or others strike me, if you do not give me Nicolette, my 
sweet love, whom I love so much." 

“Son,” said the father, “that could not be. You let Nicolette 
alone since she is a slave-girl who was brought from a foreign land. 
Tlic viscount of this town bought her from the Saracens and 
brought her to this town. And he has reared her and baptized her 
and has made her his god-daughter. So will he give her one of these 
days to some young man who will earn bread for her with honor. 
You have nothing to do with all this. If you wish to have a wife, I 
will give you the daughter of a king or of a count. There is no man 
in France so rich that if you wish for his daughter you shall not 
have her.” 
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‘'Look here, Father,” said Aucassin, “where is there such high 
honor on the earth that if Nicolette, my very sweet love, had it, it 
wouldn't be well placed in her? If she were Empress of Con- 
stantinople or of Gcmiany, or Queen of France or of England, it 
would be little enough for her, so noble she is, and courtly, and of 
good manner, and the acme of all good qualities.” 

III 

Now it is sung 

Aucassin lived in Beaucaire; 

Well-built was his castle there. 

Nicolette, of form so fair. 

From her no man could tear him; 

His father tried to scare him, 

And his mother threatened him, 

“Scamp, what do you want to do? 

Nicolette is trim and gay 
But from Carthage cast away; 

From the pagans she was bought. 

Since you want to take a wife. 

Take a wife of high degree.” 

“Mother, those wives don’t please me. 

Nicolette is debonair. 

Form so sweet and face so clear; 

My heart jumps when she is near. 

Why can't I enjoy her love? 

It is too sweet.” 

IV 

Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 

When Count Garin de Beaucaire saw that he would not be able 
to turn his son away from the love of Nicolette, he went to the 
viscount of the town, who was in his service; so did he speak to him. 

“Sir Count, get rid of Nicolette, your god-daughter. Cursed be 
the land from which she was brought to this country! For because 
of her, I lose Aucassin, who does not want to become a knight, or 
do any of the things he ought to do. And know well that if I could 
have her, I would burn her in a fire, and you might well have great 
fear for yourself.” 

“Sire,” said the Viscount, “much does it trouble me that he goes 
and comes and that he speaks to her. I bought her with my money; 
so have I reared her and baptized her and made her my god- 
daughter. And I would have given her to some young man who 
would have earned bread for her with honor. With this ypur son, 
Aucassin, would have had nothing to do. But since it is your will 
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and your pleasure, I will send her to such a land and to such a 
country that never again will he set eyes upon her/' 

‘Take care that you do it/' said Count Garin, ‘"for great evil 
may come to you from it." 

Each went his own way. Now the Viscount was a very, very rich 
man, and he had a rich palace looking on a garden. In a room in it 
he had Nicolette placed, high in the tower, and an old woman with 
her for company and to take care of her. And he had bread and 
meat and wine brought there and whatever they might need. Tlien 
he had the door sealed up so that none might be able, in any way, 
to go in or come out, except that, opening on the garden, there was 
one window, quite small, through which there came to them a little 
fresh air. 


V 


Now it is sung 

Nicolette in prison put; 

She's in a vaulted chamber 
Fashioned with the greatest skill 
And marvelously painted. 

On the marble window frame 
There the wretched maiden leans. 
Now her hair was blond as grain. 

And her eyebrows were well shaped. 
Clear and slender was her face, 

Never was there fairer seen. 

Toward the forest she looked out 
And saw the roses swelling, 

Heard the birds which twittered there; 
Then the orphan maid cried out, 
“Wretched captive, woe is mel 
Why am I in prison put? 

Aucassin, my youthful lord, 

I am still your own sweetheart 
And by you Fm not abhorred. 

For you Fm a prisoner 
Within this vaulted chamber. 

Now my life is very hard; 

But, by God, sweet Mary's son, 

I will not stay longer here 

If I can get out." 


VI 

Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 

Nicolette was in prison, just as you have heard and understood, 
in the chamber. The cry and the rumor went through all the land 
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and through all the country that Nicolette was lost. Some said that 
she had fled out of the country, and others said that Count Garin 
de Bcaucairc had had her murdered. Whoever else had joy of it, 
Aucassin was not glad. He went to the viscount of the town, so did 
he address him: 

“Sir Viscount, what have you done with Nicolette, my very 
sweet love, for there is nothing in all the world that I love more? 
Have you stolen her away from me? Know well that if I die of it, 
payment will be demanded of you; and that will be very right, for 
you will have slain me with your two hands, for you have taken 
from me the thing which I love most in this world.’' 

“Fair lord,” said the Viscount, “now stay out of this. Nicolette is 
a captive whom I brought from a strange land, so did I buy her with 
my wealth from the Saracens. And I have reared her and baptized 
her and made her my god-daughter; so have I nourished her. And I 
should have given her one of these days to a young man who should 
earn bread for her with honor. With this you have nothing to do. 
Instead, take the daughter of a king or a count. Moreover, what 
would you think to have gained if you had made her your mistress 
and put her in your bed? Little indeed would you have won, for all 
the clays of the world your soul would be in Hell because of it, for 
into Paradise you could never enter.” 

“What would I be doing in Paradise? I don’t want to enter 
there, but only to have Nicolette, my very sweet love, whom I love 
so much. For to Paradise go only such people as I shall tell you of: 
the old priests, the old cripples and maimed ones who, all night and 
all day, drag themselves before the altars and in the old crypts, and 
those who wear old worn-out clothes and are dressed in tattered 
rags, who are naked and without shoes and stockings, and dying of 
hunger and thirst and of cold and of misery. These go to Paradise. 
I have nothing to do with them. But to Hell I wish indeed to go; 
for to Hell go the handsome clerics, and the fine knights who have 
died in the tourneys and in great wars, and the good soldiers and 
the brave men; with them I do wish to go. Tlicre, also, go the fair 
and courteous ladies who have two or three lovers besides their 
husbands. And there go the gold and silver and miniver and gray 
furs. There, also, go the harpers and the jongleurs, and the kings of 
the world. With them do I wish to go — provided that I have 
Nicolette, my very sweet love, with me.” 

“Surely,” said the Viscount, “your speaking gets you nowhere, 
for you shall never see her. And if you were to speak to her and 
your father knew it, he would burn both me and her in a fire, and 
you might well fear for yourself.” 

“That’s what worries me,” said Aucassin, and filled with grief he 
left the viscount. 
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VII 

Now it is sung 

Aucassin has turned away 
Very sad and all downcast; 

For his love with clearest face 
No one now can comfort him, 

Neither give him good advice. 

Toward the palace has he gone; 

He has mounted up the steps. 

In a chamber has he come. 

So did he begin to weep 
And to sigh in deepest grief. 

Lamenting his lost sweetheart. 

“Nicolette, how sweet you were, 

Sweet to come and sweet to go, 

Sweet to play and sweet to say, 

Sweet to tease and sweet to please. 

Sweet to kiss and sweet to squeeze. 

I for you am all cast down 
And am so badly treated 
That I think Til leave this life, 

Sister, sweet love." 

VIII 

Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 

While Aucassin was in his chamber mourning for Nicolette his 
love, Count Bougars de Valence, who had his war to maintain, was 
in no way forgetting it. He had sent forward his horsemen and 
foot soldiers, and he then directed himself toward the castle to 
assail it. And a cry arose and a disturbance, and the knights and the 
soldiers armed themselves and ran to the gates and to the walls to 
defend the castle, and the bourgeois went up the passage-ways in 
the walls and threw down rocks and sharpened stakes. While the as- 
sault was great and in full swing, the Count Garin de Beaucaire 
came to the chamber where Aucassin was grieving and mourning 
Nicolette, his very sweet love, whom he loved so much. 

“Ha! Son,'' said he, “how very weak and wretched you are, that 
you watch while they assault the best and strongest of all castles. 
And know that if you lose it, you are disinherited. Come on, Son, 
take up your arms, and mount your horse and defend your land, 
and aid your men, and go into the battle. You need never strike a 
man there, nor let another strike you; yet if they sec you among 
them, they will defend better their goods and their bodies and your 
land and mine. You arc so big and so strong that you can easily do 
it, and you ought to do it.” 

,^*jFather,'' said Aucassin, “what are you talking about now? May 
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God give me nothing of what I ask of him if I play the knight or 
mount on a horse or go into the battle, where I may strike some 
knights, or be struck by others, unless you give me Nicolette, my 
sweet love, whom I love so much/' 

''Son," said the father, "that can't be done; rather would I suffer 
that I should be entirely dispossessed and that I should lose all that 
I have than that you should ever have her for your wife or for your 
bride." 

He turned away, and when Aucassin saw him about to go, he 
called him back. 

'‘Father," said Aucassin, "come back, I will make a good bargain 
with you." 

"Such as what, my fine son?" 

"I will take up arms and go into the battle on your promise that, 
if God brings me back safe and sound, you will let me see Nicolette, 
my sweet love, long enough to have two or three words with her, 
and that I may kiss her one single time." 

"I grant it," said the father. 

He gave him his word, and Aucassin was glad. 

IX 

Now it is sung 

Aucassin a kiss will have 
If he should return alive; 

For a hundred thousand marks 
lie would not be half so glad. 

He demanded armor bright; 

Servants clothed him as a knight. 

Double hauberk he put on, 

Laced his helmet on his head, 

Girt his sword with golden hilt, 

And on his charger mounted. 

Then he took his shield and spear. 

Cast a glance down at his feet. 

In his stirrups well they sat; 

High he holds his head aloft. 

He remembers his sweet love. 

Forward then he spurs his horse; 

Willingly he takes his course. 

Right up to the gate he goes 
To the battle. 

X 

Now they tell and relate 

Aucassin was armed and on his horse, as you have heard and 
understood. God, how becoming the shield was at his neck and the 
helmet on his head and the belt of his sword on his left hip. The 
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lad was big and strong and handsome and noble and well turned 
out, and the horse which he rode, quick and rapid; and the lad had 
ridden him straight through the middle of the gate. 

Now don’t you believe that he was thinking of taking oxen or 
cows or goats, or that he would strike some knight or another strike 
him. Nothing like that! Not once did it occur to him. But he 
thought so much of Nicolette, his sweet love, that he forgot the 
reins and all that he had to do. And the horse that had felt the 
spurs carried him into the thick of the battle and hurled him riglit 
into the midst of his enemies. They grabbed him from all sides; so 
did they take him. And they relieved him of his shield and lanee; 
so did they quiekly lead him away a prisoner. And they went along, 
already considering what death they would make him die. 

And when Aucassin heard them: 

'‘Ah, God,” said he, “sweet creature! Are these my mortal 
enemies who are holding me here, and who now will cut off my 
head? And after my head is cut off, never will I speak to Nicolette, 
my sweet love, whom I love so much. Yet I have here a good 
sword, and I’m riding a good fresh war-horse. If now I don’t de- 
fend myself for her sake, never may God help her if she loves me 
any more.” 

The lad was big and strong, and the horse on which he sat was 
lively. And he snatched his sword and began to strike right and left 
and cut through helmets and nose-pieces and fists and arms and 
made a slaughter round about him, like the wild boar when the 
dogs attack him in the forest. And so did he strike down ten knights 
and wound seven, and rode quickly out of the thick of things. So 
did he come galloping back, sword in hand. 

Tlie Gount Bougars de Valence heard them say that they were 
going to hang Aucassin, his enemy, and he came to that place, and 
Aucassin did not mistake him. He took his sword in hand and 
whacked down on the helmet so that it went down over his head. 
He was so stunned that he fell onto the ground. And Aucassin put 
out his hand, took him and led him along by the nose-guard of his 
helmet, and handed him over to his father. 

“Father,” said Aucassin, “look, here is your enemy who for so 
long has made war on you and done harm; this war has lasted for 
twenty years and never could it be ended by anyone.” 

“Fair son,” said the father, “you ought to do these youthful 
deeds and not chase after foolishness.” 

“Father,” said Aucassin, "don’t you go making sermons to me, 
but keep your promises to me.” 

“Bah! What promises, fair son?” 

"What, Father, have you forgotten them? By my head, whoever 
else forgets them, I don’t want to forget them, so close I hold them 
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to my heart. Didn’t you make an agreement with me that if I took 
up arms and went into battle and if God brought me back safe and 
sound, you would let me see Nicolette, my sweet love, long enough 
to have two or three words with her? And didn't you make an 
agreement that I might kiss her one time? 1 want you to keep this 
promise to me.” 

*‘1?” said the father. “May God never aid me if I keep faith with 
you in this. And if she were here now, I would burn her in a fire, 
and you, yourself, might well be afraid.” 

“Is this your last word?” asked Aucassin. 

“So help me God,” said the father, “yes!” 

“Well,” said Aucassin, “very, very much do I grieve when a man 
of your age is a liar.” 

“Count de Valence,” said Aucassin, “I took you a prisoner.*' 

“You surely did, sir,” said the count. 

“Give me your hand on it/' said Aucassin. 

“Willingly, sir.” And he put his hand in his. 

“Now swear to me,” said Aucassin, “that, any day as long as you 
live, should you be able to do dishonor or destruction to my father, 
cither in his person or his property, you won't fail to do it. 

“Sir, for God's sake,'’ said he, “don’t mock me, but set a ransom 
on me. You will not be able to ask of me gold, or silver, horses or 
palfreys, miniver or gray fur, or hounds or birds, that I will not give 
you.” 

“What?” said Aucassin. “Don't you know that I have taken you 
prisoner?” 

“Oh yes, sir,” said the Count Bougars. 

“If you do not swear it to me,” said Aucassin, “may God never 
help me if I do not send your head flying now.” 

“In the name of God,” he said, “I'll swear to whatever you 
please.” 

So he swore, and Aucassin made him mount on a horse, and he 
mounted another and led him back until he was in safety. 


Now it is sung 


Now when sees the Count Garin 
That his offspring Aucassin 
Cannot tear himself away 
From the clear-faced Nicolette, 

In a cell he had him set. 

In a prison underground. 

Which was made of marble dark. 
Now when Aucassin came there 
He was sadder than before. 
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If you wish, you now may hear 
What lamenting he began: 

‘'Nicolette, sweet fleur-lc-lis, 

Sweet love with the clearest face. 

Sweeter than a bunch of grapes, 

Sweeter than the wine bowl's sop. 

One time I saw a pilgrim 
Who was born in Limousin, 

With the palsy nearly dead; 

Thus he lay upon his bed. 

A sick man he was indeed, 

Stricken with a dread disease. 

When you passed before Iiis bed, 

Then you lifted up your skirt. 

And your coat with ermine lined, 

Your chemise of linen white, 

Until he could see your leg. 

Straightway was the pilgrim cured 
More than he had ever been. 

Then he jumped up from his bed; 

To his country he returned, 

Safe and sound, completely cured. 

O sweet love, sweet fleur-de-lis. 

Sweet to kiss, sweet to embrace, 

Sweet to conic and sweet to go. 

Sweet to say and sweet to play, 

Sweet to please and sweet to squeeze, 

No man could ever hate you. 

Yet for your sake I am here 
In this prison underground 
Where I make a dismal end. 

Now I ought to kill myself 
For you, my love.*' 

XII 

Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 

Aucassin was put in prison, as you have heard and understood, 
and Nicolette was elsewhere in her chamber. This was in the sum- 
mertime, in the month of May, when the days are hot and long 
and clear and the nights still and serene. 

Nicolette lay one night in her bed, and she saw the moon shine 
clear through a window, and she heard the nightingale singing in 
the garden; so did she recall Aucassin, her love whom she loved 
so much. She began to reflect about Count Garin de Beaucaire, 
who hated her to death. So did she think that she would remain 
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there no longer; for, if she were discovered and Count Garin heard 
about it, he would make her die an evil death. She perceived that 
the old woman who was with her was sleeping. She got up and put 
on a good chemise of cloth of silk that she had, and she took her 
bed-clothes and towels, and tied them one to another and made a 
cord as long as she could. This she tied to the pillar of the window; 
so did she slide down into the garden. She took the front of her 
dress with one hand and the back with the other and raised it close 
about her, because of the dew which she saw heavy upon the grass, 
and so she made off down the garden. 

She had blond hair tightly curled, and eyes gray and laughing, 
and a slender face, and a nose high and well placed, and lips redder 
than the cherry or the rose in the summertime, and teeth small and 
white. And she had firm little breasts which raised up her gown as 
if they were two walnuts, and she was so slender in the waist that 
you could have circled it with your two hands. And the blossoms of 
daisies which she broke with the toes of her feet and which were 
lying upon her instep were completely black beside her feet and 
legs, so very, very white was the maiden. 

She came to the postern and unlocked it. So did she pass out into 
the streets of Bcaucaire, under cover of the shadows, for the moon 
was shining very clear. And she wandered about until she came to 
the tower where her lover was. Tlie tower was^. cracked from place 
to place. And Nicolette squatted down against One of the buttresses 
and wrapped her cloak about her. She stuck her head in through a 
crevice of the tower, which was old and ancient. So did she hear 
Aucassin, who, inside, was weeping and wailing loudly and re- 
gretting his sweet love, whom he loved so much. And when she 
had listened enough to him, she began to speak. 


Xlll 


Now it is sung 


Nicolette with clearest face 
Was leaning on a buttress. 

Aucassin she heard to weep 
And lament his sweetheart lost. 

Now she speaks and says her thought. 
“Aucassin, my noble lord. 

Gentle, high-born, honored youth. 
What's the use of all these sighs, 

This weeping and lamenting? 

For you can never have me; 

Your father and your family 
All hate me and detest me. 

For you Td sail the high seas 
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And go to other countries.” 
From her hair she cut a lock 
And threw it in his dungeon. 
Noble Aucassin took it 
And did it a great homage. 
He kissed it and embraced it 
And stuck it in his bosom, 
Then began again to weep 
All for his love. 


Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 

When Aucassin heard Nicolette say that she wished to go away 
to another country, in him there was nothing but anger. 

“Fair sweet love,'' said he, “you shall not go away, for then you 
would be the death of me. And the first one who saw you, and who 
would be able to do it, would take you immediately and put you 
into his bed, and so would he make you his mistress. And once 
you had lain in a man's bed — if it wasn't mine — don’t think that I 
would wait until I had found a knife with which I could pierce my 
heart and kill myself. No, indeed, I wouldn't wait that long, but I 
would rush about until I saw a wall or a dark stone, and I would 
dash my head against it so hard that I would make my eyes pop out 
and brain myself completely. For I would much prefer to die such a 
death than to know that you were in a man's bed — if it wasn't 
mine." 

“Ahl" said she. ''I don't think that you love me as much as you 
say. But I love you more than you love me." 

“Look here," said Aucassin, “fair sweet love, it couldn't be that 
you should love me as much as I love you. Woman can't love man 
as much as man loves woman, for the love of a woman is in her eye, 
and in the nipple of her breast, and in the toe of her foot, but the 
love of a man is planted in the heart where it can't escape." 

While Aucassin and Nicolette were talking there, the guardsmen 
of the town were coming down the street. They had their swords 
drawn beneath their cloaks, for Count Garin had commanded them 
that if they were able to take her, they should kill her. And the 
watchman who was on the tower saw them coming and heard them 
going along talking about Nicolette and threatening to kill her. 

“God," said he, “what a great pity for so fair a girl, if they should 
kill her. And it would be a very great charity if I could tell her, in 
some way they wouldn't perceive, that she should be on her guard. 
For if they kill her, then Aucassin, my young lord, will die, and that 
will be a great loss.” 
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XV 

Now it is sung 

The watchman was a gallant. 

Knowing, proud and courteous man. 

So did he begin a song 
Which was sweet and ran along. 

“Maiden of the noble heart, 

Body fair and full of grace, 

I’hou hast blond and shining hair, 

Grayish eyes and smiling face. 

Well do I see by thy air. 

Thou hast spoken to thy love. 

Who now for thee dying is. 

Listen while 1 tell thee this: 

From seducers guard thyself; 

They are looking for thee here, 

Bearing swords beneath their cloaks. 

Terribly tliey’ll threaten thee; 

Soon much evil will they do 
If thou guard not well."' 

XVI 

Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 

“Ah,"’ said Nicolette, “may the souls of your father and mother 
be in blessed repose, since so fairly and courteously you have told 
me about them. If it please God, I will guard myself well from 
them, and God help me do it.'' 

She wrapped her cloak about her in the shadow of the buttress 
until they had passed beyond. Then she took leave of Aucassin and 
went on until she came to the wall of the castle. Tlic wall was in 
pieces and had been boarded up, and she climbed up on this and 
made her way along until she was between the wall and the moat. 
And she looked down and saw that the moat was very deep and 
very steep, and she was very, very much afraid. 

“Oh God," said she, ‘'sweet creature! If I let myself fall, Fll 
break my neck, and if I remain here, they will take me tomorrow, 
and they will burn me in a fire. I would much prefer that I die 
here than that all the folk should stare at me tomorrow under 
marvelous circumstances." 

She made tiie sign of the cross above her head and let herself 
slide down into the moat. And when she came to the bottom, her 
beautiful feet and her beautiful hands, which had never learned 
that things might wound them, were bruised and torn, and the 
blood flowed from them in at least a dozen places; but nevertheless 
she felt neither hurt nor pain beeause of the great fear which she 
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had. And though getting in had been much trouble, getting out was 
even more. She thought to herself that it would never do any good 
to remain there. She found a sharpened stake which those within 
had thrown down in defense of tlie castle, and placing one foot be- 
fore the other, she mounted up with great difficulty until she came 
to the top. 

Now there was a forest, about two crossbow shots away, which 
stretched for at least thirty leagues in length and in breadth, and 
there were savage beasts in it — also serpents. She was afraid that 
if she entered there, these might kill her; and, on the other hand, 
she reflected, if they found her there, they would lead her back to 
the town to burn her. 


xvri 


Now it is sung 

Nicolette with clearest face 
Up the moat has made her way. 
Then began she to lament 
And in Jesus' name to pray: 
''Father, King of Majesty, 

I do not know where to go. 

If I go into the w’oocls, 

There the wolves wall eat me sure. 
The wild boars and the lions. 

Of which there arc a-plenty. 

If I wait the daylight clear 
So that they could find me here, 
They wdl light their fires of wood 
And my body will be burned. 

But, by God of Majesty, 

I would very much prefer 
That even wolves should eat me. 
Or wild boars or the lions. 

Than go into the city. 

I will not go." 


XVIII 

Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 

Nicolette lamented as you have heard. She commended herself 
to God and wandered on until she came into the forest. She didn’t 
dare to enter very deep into it because of the savage beasts and 
because of the serpents; so she crawled into a thick bush. Sleep 
seized her, and she slept until the next morning at seven-thirty 
when the shepherds came out of the town and drove their beasts 
between the wood and the river. There they drew aside to a very 
beautiful spring which was at the edge of the forest, and spread out 
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a cape and set their bread upon it. And while they were eating, 
Nicolette was awakened by the cries of the birds and of the shep- 
herds; so did she hurry toward them. 

“Fair children/* said she, “may the Mother of God aid you.*' 

''God bless youV' said the one of them who was more talkative 
than the others. 

“Fair children/* said she, "do you know Aucassin, the son of 
Count Garin dc Beaucaire?** 

“Yes, we know him well.** 

"So may God aid you, fair children,** she said. "Tell him that 
there is a beast in this forest, and that he is to come to hunt for it; 
and if he could catch it, he would not give one leg of it for one 
hundred marks of gold, not for five hundred, nor for any amount.** 

And they looked at her, and so did they see her so beautiful that 
they were all astonished. 

“I should tell him that?'* said he who was more talkative than 
the others. "Damned be the one who would ever talk about it, or 
who would ever tell him! It’s a phantom that you’re talking about, 
for there is no beast in the forest so valuable, neither stag nor lion 
nor wild boar, that one of his legs would be worth more than a 
shilling or two at the most, and you speak of such a great value! 
Damned be the one who believes you, or whoever shall tell it to 
him! You are some fairy, and wc have no desiife for your company, 
so you keep on your way.** 

“Ah, fair children,** she said, “you will do this. The beast has 
such medicine that Aucassin will be cured of bis illness. And I have 
five sous here in my purse; take them — if you will tell him. And he 
ought to hunt it within three days; and if, within three days, he 
doesn’t find it, he never will be cured of his illness.** 

“By faith,’* said he, "we will take the money, and if he comes 
here, we will tell him; but we’ll never go to look for him.** 

“It*s up to God,” said she. 

Then she took leave of the shepherds, and so did she go on her 
way. 


XIX 

Now it is sung 

Nicolette with clearest face 
Has parted from the shepherds. 

So she’s taken up her way 
Right into the leafy wood, 

Following an abandoned path 
Until she met a highway. 

Where seven roads divided 
Which went through the country-side. 
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Then the thought came to her head 
How she could prove her lover, 

If he loved her as he said. 

So she took the iris-flower 
And green grass from a thicket 
And some branches thick with leaves. 

So she made a leafy hut; 

Prettier was there never seen. 

By the truthful God she swore 
That if Aucassin came there 
And did not for love of her 
Rest in it a little while 
Never would he be her love 
Nor she be his. 

XX 

Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 

Nicolette had made a hut, as you have heard and understood, 
very pretty and attractive, for she had decorated it well inside and 
outside with flowers and with leaves. Then she lay down close by 
the hut in a thick bush to know what Aucassin would do. 

And the cry and rumor went through all the land and through 
all the country that Nicolette was lost. Some said that she had run 
away, and others said that Count Garin had had her murdered. 
Whoever may have had joy from it, Aucassin wasn’t at all happy 
about it. And Count Garin, his father, had him taken out of prison. 
So did he send for the knights and the ladies, and he had made a 
great rich feast, with which he thought to comfort Aucassin, his 
son. 

Although the feast was most complete, Aucassin stood leaning 
on a post all sad and all limp. Whoever had joy, Aucassin was in no 
mood for it; for he saw nothing at all there of the thing he loved. 
A knight looked at him and came up to him; so did he speak to him. 

''Aucassin,’’ said he, "I have been sick with the same illness that 
you have. I will give you some good advice, if you wish to believe 
me.” 

"Sir,” said Aucassin, "many thanks. I would appreciate some 
good advice.” 

"Get on a horse,” said he, "and ride along the forest to cheer 
yourself up. And you will see the flowers and the plants, and you 
will hear the little birds sing. By some chance you may hear some 
word for which you will be better.” 

"Sir,” said Aucassin, "Thanks very much. That’s what I’ll do.” 

He slipped out of the hall and went down the stairs and came 
to the stable where his horse was. He had the saddle and bridle put 
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on. He put his foot in the stirrup and mounted and went out of 
the castle. And he wandered until he came to the forest and rode 
along until he reached the spring and found the shepherds just at 
mid-afternoon. They had spread out a cape on tlie grass, and they 
were eating their bread and making very merry. 

XXI 

Now it is sung 

Now the shepherds gather round. 

Little Martin and Esmy, 

Little Frulin and Johnny, 

Little Robin and Aubrey. 

“Little shepherd boys/’ said one, 

''God help little Aucassin; 

He is a fine young fellow. 

And the girl with form so small 
And curly hair so yellow. 

Bright her face, her eye so gray. 

She gave us little pennies 

With which we’ll buy little cakes. 

Little knives and little sheaths, 

Little flutes and little horns, 

Little crooks and little pipes. 

May God help her.” 

XXII 

Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 
Wlicn Aucassin heard the shepherds, he recalled Nicolette, his 
very sweet love, whom he loved so much, and thought that she had 
been there. He pricked his horse with the spurs, and so did he come 
up to the shepherds. 

“Fair children, may God aid youf' 

“God bless you!” said the one who was more talkative than the 
others. 

“Fair children,” said he, “repeat the song that you were singing 
just now.” 

“We will not say it,” said the one who was more talkative than 
the others. “Damned now be the one who will sing it for you, fair 
sir.” 

“Fair children,” said Aucassin, “don’t you know me?” 

“Yes, we know very well that you are Aucassin, our young lord, 
but we don’t belong to you, but rather to the eount.” 

"Fair children, you will do this, I pray you.” 

“Oh, for God’s sake!” said he. “Why should I sing for you if it 
doesn’t suit me? When there is no man so rieh in this country, 
except Count Garin in person, who, if he found my oxen, or my 
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cows, or my sheep in his fields, or even in his grain, would risk 
having his eyes put out, for daring to chase them from it? And why 
should I sing for you if it doesn't suit me?" 

*'God aid you, fair children, if you will do it, and take ten sous 
which I have here in my purse." 

‘*Sir, we will take the money, but I will not sing it for you, for I 
have sworn it, but I will tell it to you if you wish.'" 

‘'It's up to God," said Aucassin, “I would rather have it told 
than nothing." 

"Sir, we were here a little while ago, between six and nine this 
morning, eating our bread by this spring, as wc are now, and a 
maiden came here, the most beautiful in the world, so that we be- 
lieved her to be a fairy, and this whole wood was made bright by 
her. And she gave us so much of what she had that wc made a 
promise to her, that if you came here, wc would tell you that you 
should go and hunt in this forest, where there is a beast which, if 
you should be able to catch it, you would never give up one of its 
legs for five hundred marks of silver, or for any price. For the beast 
has such a medicine that, if you could catch it, you would be cured 
of your illness. And you must take it within three days, and if you 
haven't caught it, you will never sec it again. Now hunt it, if you 
will; or if you will, leave it, for I have fully acquitted myself to- 
wards her." 

"Fair children," said Aucassin, "you have told me enough about 
it, and God let me find it!" 

XXIII 

Now it is sung 

Aucassin has heard the words 
Of h:s love with form so fair. 

Much they struck him to the core. 

Soon he leaves the shepherd boys 
And in the deep woods enters. 

His war-horse ambled quickly, 

At a gallop carried him. 

Now he speaks and says three words: 

"Nicolette, of form so fair. 

In this woods for you I've come. 

Fm not hunting stag or boar; 

Your tracks I am following. 

Your gray eyes and your sweet form, 

Your soft speech and gentle laugh 
Unto death my heart do wound. 

If it please the Father, God, 

Then shall I see you again. 

Sister, sweet love." 
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XXIV 

Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 

Aucassin went through the forest from path to path, and his war 
horse carried him along at a great speed. Don’t think that the 
briars and thorns spared him. Nothing of the sorti Rather they 
ripped up his clothes so that one could scarcely have made a knot 
out of the biggest pieces. And blood ran from his arms and his sides 
and his legs in forty places — or thirty, so that after the lad one 
might follow the traces of blood which fell on the grass. But he 
thought so much about Nicc»lette, his sweet love, that he felt 
neither pain nor unhappiness. And he went all day through the 
forest in such a w^ay that he n(ivcr did get news of her. And when 
he saw evening approaching, he began to weep because he couldn't 
find her. 

He was riding along an old path all covered with leaves, when 
he looked before him, in the middle of the path; so did he see a 
yokel such as I shall tell you. Great he was, and marvelous and 
ugly and hideous; and he had a great bushy head blacker than 
charcoal, and he had more than a hand’s breath between his two 
eyes, and he had great checks and a huge flat nose, and wide nos- 
trils and thick lips redder than loast beef, and big teeth, yellow and 
ugly. And he wore leggings and shoes of cow-hide, cross-laced with 
willow bark to above the knee. He was wearmg a cape unfinished 
inside and out, and he was leaning on a big club. 

Aucassin hurried toward him and was very frightened when he 
got a good look at him. 

‘4^’air brother, God help youl" 

*'God help you,” said he. 

“God help you. What arc you doing here?” 

“What’s it to you?’' said he. 

“Nothing,” said Aucassin, “I don’t ask you except with good 
reason.” 

“But why are you crying,” said he, “and making such a to-do? 
Surely, if I were as rich a man as you are, all the world wouldn't 
make me cry.” 

“Whatl do you know me?” said Aucassin. 

“Sure, I know well that you are Aucassin, the son of the caant, 
and if you will tell me why you are crying, I will tell you what I 
am doing here.” 

“Surely,” said Aucassin, “I wall tell you very gladly. I came this 
morning to hunt in the forest, and I had a white greyhound, the 
most beautiful in the world, and 1 have lost it. That’s why I'm 
crying.” 

“To hear,” said he, “by the heart that the Lord had in his belly, 
that you were crying over a stinking dog? May he be badly damned 
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who shall ever take any account of you, when there is no man in 
this land so rich, that if your father asked him for ten or fifteen 
or twenty, he would not have given them only too willingly and 
have been only too glad. But I ought to cry and wail.'^ 

'*And for what reason, brother?'" 

“Sir, ril tell you. I was in the hire of a rich farmer, and I drove 
his plough, a four-ox one. Now three days ago there came to me 
a great accident by which I lost the best one of my oxen, Roget, 
the best of my team. So now I am looking for him, and I haven't 
eaten or drunk for the last three days. And I don't dare go to the 
town, for they would put me in prison since I don't have the money 
to pay for it. Of all the wealth in the world, I have nothing more 
valuable than what you sec on my body. I have a poor old mother, 
and she had nothing more valuable than an old mattress, and they 
have taken it right out from under her back, so that she lies on the 
bare straw now. I am much more worried about her than about 
myself, for money comes and goes. If I have lost now, I will gain 
it another time; so shall I pay for my ox when I can, nor will I ever 
cry about it. And you were crying over a filthy dog — may anyone 
who ever takes any account of you be damned forever!" 

‘‘You certainly arc a good comfort, fair brother, and may you 
be blessed! And what was your ox worth?" 

“Sir, twenty sous they are asking me for it, and I can't get a 
single sou knocked off." 

“Now take," said Aucassin, “the twenty which I have in my 
purse, and pay for your ox." 

“Sir," said he, “thanks very much, and may God let you find 
what you arc seeking." 

He parted from him, and Aucassin rode on. 'Fhc night was fair 
and still, and he wandered along until he came to the place where 
the seven roads forked. So did he look before him, and he saw the 
hut that Nicolette had built, wdiich was hung outside and inside 
and on top and in front with flowers and w^as so beautiful that it 
could not be more so. When Aucassin saw it, he stopped all of a 
sudden, and the rays of the moon were shining in it. 

“Oh, God," said Aucassin, “Nicolette, my sw'cet love, was here, 
and she made this with her own beautiful hands. Because of her 
sweetness and for love of her, I will get down now and stretch out 
there fo^the rest of the night." 

Now the horse was big and tall, and Aucassin took his foot out 
of the stirrup to get down. He was thinking so much about Nicolette, 
his very sweet love, that he fell so hard on a stone that his shoulder 
flew out of place. He felt himself badly hurt, but he forced himself 
along as best he could, and tied the horse with his other hand to a 
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thornbush; then he turned on his side so that he crawled into the 
hut. He looked up through a hole in the hut, and he saw the stars 
in the sky. He saw one brighter than the others, and he began to 
say. 

XXV 

Now it is sung 

“I can see you, little star, 

Wliich the moon draws after her. 

Nicolette is with you there, 

My sweet love with golden hair. 

I think God wants to have her 
So that all the evening light 
Can by her be made more bright. 

At tlie risk of falling down 
Would that I were up with you; 

I would kiss you willingly. 

^riiough I were a monarch's son, 

You would worthy be of me. 

Sister, sweet love.'' 

XXVI 

Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 
When Nicolette heard Aucassin, she came 'to him, for she was 
not far off. She came into the hut; so did she throw her arms around 
his neck, kissed him, and embraced him. 

*Tair sweet love, it's good to find you!" 

'^And you, fair sweet love, it's good to find you/" 

They kissed each other and embraced; so was their joy beautiful. 
**Ah, sweet love," said Aucassin, '‘just now I hurt my shoulder, 
and now I feel neither pain nor grief since I have you." 

She felt him carefully and found that he had his shoulder out of 
place. She handled it and pulled it about so with her white hands 
that, as God who loves lovers willed it, it came back into place; 
and then she took somq flowers and fresh grass and green leaves, and 
she bound it up with the tail of her chemise, and he was completely 
cured. 

"Aucassin," said she, "fair sweet love, take counsel what you will 
do. If your father has this forest searched tomorrow, whatover may 
become of you, they will kill me." 

"Surely, fair sweet love, I should be very sad over it; but if I am 
able, they shall never get hold of you." 

He mounted on his horse, and toot his love up in front of him 
kissing and embraciiig her; so did they set off to the open fields. 
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XXVII 

Now it is sung 

Aucassin, the fair, the blond. 

The gentle and the loving. 

Out of that deep woods has gone 
With his love between his arms, 

His saddle-bow before him. 

He kissed her eyes and forehead. 

Kissed her mouth and then her chin; 

Then did Nicolette begin, 

“Aucassin, sweet handsome love, 

To what country shall we go?** 

“My sweet love, how should I know? 

I do not care where we go 
In the woods or on the roads 
So long as I am with you."' 

They passed the hills and valleys. 

The villages and cities, 

And at dawn they reached the sea 
And dismounted on the sand 
Near the seashore. 

XXVIII 

Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 

Aucassin had dismounted, both he and his love, as you have 
heard and understood. He held his horse by the reins, and his love 
by the hand, and so did they begin to go along the shore. And 
Aucassin looked toward the sea and saw a ship of merchants who 
were sailing near the coast. 

He hailed them and they came to him, and he made such terms 
with them that they took them into their ship. And when they 
were on the high seas, a storm arose, great and marvelous, which 
drove them from land to land, until they arrived in a strange 
country and entered into the port of the Castle of Torelore. Then 
they asked whose land it was, and they told them that it was the 
land of the King of Torelore. Then they asked what sort of a man 
he was, and if he had a war, and they told him, “Yes, a great one.” 

He took leave of the merchants, and they commended him to 
God. He mounted on his horse, his sword girded on, and his love 
in front of him, and wandered until he came to the castle. He 
asked where #ie king was, and they told him that he was lying 
in bed with child. 

"And where is his wife, then?” 

And ihey told him that she was with the army, and that she had 
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taken away with her everybody in the country. Aucassin heard it, 
and it seemed to him a great marvel. He came up to the palace 
and dismounted — both he and his love; and she held the horse, 
and he went up into the palace, his sword girded on, and wandered 
about until he came into the room where the king was lying. 

XXIX 

Now it is sung 

In the room came Aucassin 
The courteous and the noble, 
lie came straight up to the bed 
On which the king was lying. 

Right in front of him he stopped 
And spoke; listen what he said: 

“Fool, what are you doing here?*'' 

Said the king, ''I am with child. 

Wlicii my month shall be fulfilled 
And I shall be well again, 

I shall then be churched at mass 
As my ancestors have done; 

Then from cariydng on great war 
With my enemies again, 

I shall never stop."' 

XXX 

Now they tell and relate and continue the idle 
When Aucassin heard the king speak thus, he took all the bed 
clothes which were upon him and threw them around the room. 
He saw just in back of him a big stick. I Ic took it, turned about, and 
he struck him and beat him so much that he almost killed him. 

“Ah, fair sir,” said the king, “what do you want of me? Have 
you gone crazy that you beat me in my own house?'' 

“By God’s heart,” said Aucassin, “evil son of a slut, I will kill 
you, if you do not swear to me that never again shall a man in your 
land be brought to bed with child," 

He swore it, and when he had heard him swear it: 

“Sir,” said Aucassin, “now lead me there where your wife is with 
the army.” 

“Sir, willingly," said the king. 

He mounted on his horse, and Aucassin mounted on his, and 
Nicolette remained in the chambers of the queen. And the king 
and Aucassin rode along until they came to the place where the 
queen was, and they found there a battle of rotted wild apples, and 
of eggs and of fresh cheeses; and Aucassin began to look at them, 
and he was very, very much astonished indeed. 
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XXXI 

Now it is sung 

Aucassin had stopped and now, 

Elbow on his saddle-bow. 

He begins to marvel at 
This violent battlefield, 

For both sides had brought with them 
Cheeses quite fresh from the vats, 

With wood apples rotted soft, 

And some large field mushrooms too. 

He who most stirs up the fords 
Is proclaimed the lord of lords. 

Aueassin the valiant knight 
Stared at them with all his might 
And began to laugh. 

XXXII 

Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 

When Aucassin saw this marvel, he came to the king; so did 
he speak to him. 

‘'Sir,'* said Aucassin, ''arc these your enemies?'' 

'‘Yes, sir," said the king. 

“And would you like me to avenge you on them?" 

“Yes," said he, “if you like." 

And Aucassin put his hand on his sword, so did he rush among 
them and began to strike right and left and killed many of them. 
When the king saw that he was killing them, he took him by the 
bridle and said: 

“Ah, fair sir, don't kill them like this." 

“What?" said Aucassin, “don't you want me to avenge you?" 
“Sir," said the king, “you have done too much. It is not our 
custom to kill each other." 

The enemy turned and fled, and the king and Aucassin returned 
to tlie castle of Torclorc. And the people of the country told the 
king that he should cast Aucassin out of the land and detain Nico- 
lette as a wife for his son since she seemed, indeed, to be a woman 
of high lineage. Nicolette heard it, and was not at all glad about it, 
and she began to say: 


Now it is sung 


XXXIII 

“O, sir king of Torelore," 
Said the lovely Nicolette, 
“Your folk take me for a fool; 
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Wlien my love embraces me 
And feels me plump and tender, 

Then am I in such a state 
That neither songs nor dances. 

Fiddle, harp, nor viol gay, 

Nor the pleasures of the play 
Are worth a thing.” 

XXXIV 

Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 

Aucassin was in the castle of Torelore, and Nicolette, his love; 
and he had great delight and great case that he had with him 
Nicolette, his sweet love, whom he loved so much. And while he 
was in such ease and in such delight, a fleet of the Saracens came 
by sea and assailed the castle; so did they take it by force. And they 
took all the treasure and led the men and women away captive. 
They took Nicolette and Aucassin, and they bound Aucassin's hands 
and his feet, and they threw him into one ship and Nicolette into 
another. And there arose a storm on the sea, which separated them. 

The ship in which Aucassin was went skimming over the sea 
until it arrived at the Castle of Bcaucaire. The people of the 
country ran to the wreckage, and they found Aucassin, and so did 
they recognize him. When those of Beaucaire |aw their young lord, 
they made great joy over it, for Aucassin had lived in the castle of 
Torelore for three full years, and his father and mother were dead. 
They led him to the Castle of Beaucaire; $0 did they all become 
his men, and he held his land in peace. 

XXXV 

Now it is sung 

Aucassin has gone away 
To his city of Bcaucaire. 

All the country and the realm 
He now held in greatest calm. 

Swore by God of Majesty 

I’hat he much more regretted 

Nicolette with clearest face 

Than all of his relations 

Though they all were dead and gone, 

^‘Sweetheart with the clearest face, 

I don’t know where you may be, 

God has never made that place 
Either on the land or sea 
Where if I thought to ^nd you 
I would not look,” 
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XXXVI 

Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 

Now we will leave off about Aucassin and talk of Nicolctte. The 
ship in which Nicolette was belonged to the king of Carthage, and 
he was her father, and she had twelve brothers, all princes and 
kings. When they saw Nicolctte so beautiful, they offered her very, 
very great honors and made a feast for her, and often did they ask 
her who she was, for indeed she seemed to be a very noble lady 
and of high lineage. But she didn't know how to tell them who 
she was, for she had been stolen away as a little child. They sailed 
along until they arrived below the city of Carthage; and when 
Nicolette saw the walls of the castle and the country, she recog- 
nized that she had been brought up there and stolen from there as 
a little child. But she was not so small a child that she didn't know 
very well that she had been the daughter of the king of Carthage, 
and that she had been brought up in the city. 

XXXVII 

Now it is sung 

Nicolette, high-born and wise, 

Now has landed on the shore, 

Saw the buildings and the walls 
And the castle and the halls. 

Seeing which, she cried, ‘‘Alas, 

1 am of a high descent. 

Daughter to the Carthage king 
And cousin to the emir! 

Savage people hold me here. 

Aucassin, well-born and wise, 

Honorable, noble lord. 

Your sweet love so urges me, 

Speaks to me and troubles me, 

God the Spirit grant me this: 

That you hold me in your arms, 

Once again my forehead kiss. 

Kiss my mouth and kiss my face, 

My sweet young lord." 

XXXVIII 

Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 

When the king of Carthage heard Nicolette speak in that way, 
he threw his arms around her neck. 

“Fair sweet love," said he, “tell me who you are; don't you be 
afraid of me." 
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••Sir," said she, ‘‘I am the daughter of the king of Carthage, and 
I was stolen as a little child, fully fifteen years ago.” 

When he heard her speak thus, he knew well that she was speak- 
ing the truth; so did he make a very great holiday for her, and led 
her into the palace with great honor as the daughter of a king. For 
a husband he wished to give her a king of the pagans, but she had 
no desire to get married. She was there three or four full days. She 
reflected by what device she would be able to search for Aucassin. 
She bought herself a viol and learned to play it, until they wanted 
one day to marry her off to a rich pagan king. And she slipped out 
that night and came to the seaport; so did she take shelter with 
a poor woman on the shore. And she took an herb and smeared 
her head and face with it so that she was all black and stained. And 
she had a coat made and a cloak and a shirt and underbreeches, and 
rigged herself out in the guise of a jongleur. So she took her viol 
and came up to a sailor, and she made such terms with him that 
he took her aboard his ship. They raised their sails, and so did they 
sail away over the high seas until they arrived at the land of Prov- 
ence. And Nicolette started out and took her viol; so did she go 
along playing through the country until she came to the Castle of 
Bcaucairc, there where Aucassin was. 


XXXIX 


Now it is sung 

At Bcaucaire beneath the tower 
'Fherc was Aucassin one day 
Seated on a stone stairway. 
Round him were his barons proud. 
He saw the grass and flowers 
And heard the small birds singing 
And remembered of his love. 

For the noble Nicolette, 

Whom he'd loved so many days. 
He gives way to sighs and tears. 
Look, below is Nicolette 
With her viol and her bow. 
Now she speaks and tells her tale, 
''Listen to me, noble lords. 

Those above and those below, 
Would you like to hear a song 
Of a proud lord, Aucassin, 

Of the noble Nicolette, 

How their love endured so long. 
How he sought her in the wood; 



590 • Aucassin and Nicolette 

At Torelore in prison 

The pagans one day put them. 

Naught of Aucassin we know, 

But the noble Nicolette 
At Carthage is in prison. 

Now her father loves her well 
Who is lord of all that realm. 

As bride they wish to give her 
To a wretched pagan king. 

Nicolette won't think of it, 

For she loves a fair young lord 
By the name of Aucassin. 

Well she swears by God's own name 
That she will never marry 
If she cannot have the one 
Whom she so loves." 

XL 

Now they tell and relate and continue the tale 

Wlicn Aucassin heard Nicolette speak thus, he was very glad, 
and he drew her aside and asked her: 

"‘Fair sw’cct friend," said Aucassin, **do you know anything of this 
Nicolette of whom you have just sung?" 

''Sir, yes," said she, "I know of her as the most noble creature, 
and the most gentle and the most wise that was ever born. She is 
the daughter of the King of Carthage, who took her when Aucassin 
was taken; so did he lead her into the city of Carthage until he had 
learned indeed that she was his daughter. He made a great festival; 
and he wished each day to give her for a husband one of the most 
exalted kings in all Spain, but she would rather let herself be hanged 
or burned than take any one of them, however rich he might be." 

"Ah, fair sweet friend," said Count Aucassin, ‘*if you would go 
back to that land and tell her to come here to speak to me, I would 
give you as much of my wealth as you would dare demand or take. 
And know that for love of her, I have no desire to take a wife how- 
ever high her lineage may be, but only to wait for her. For I will have 
no wife if it isn't she. And if I had known where to find her, I would 
not be looking for her now." 

"Sir,” said she, "if you would do this, I would go and seek her 
for you and for her, whom I love very much.” 

He swore it to her, and then he had her given twenty pounds. 
She started to leave him, and he wept for the sweetness of Nicolette, 
When she saw him weeping: 

"Sir,” she said, "don't be dismayed, for in a little time I will have 
her brought into this town; so you will see her." 
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And when Aucassin heard her, he was very, very glad. And she 
went away from him; so did she go through the town to the house 
of the Viscountess, for the Viscount, her god-father, was dead. 
There she stayed, and she talked to her until she had revealed her 
plan, and the Viscountess had recognized her and knew indeed that 
it was Nicolette whom she had reared. So did she have her washed 
and bathed, and she stayed there eight full days. Then she took an 
herb which is called Clarity and smeared herself with it So was 
she as beautiful as she had ever been at any day. And she dressed 
herself in rich cloth of silk, of which the lady had much. 

She sat in her chamber upon a quilt of stitched silk cloth, and 
she called the lady and told her that she should go for Aucassin, hei 
love. She did it; and when she came to the palace, she found 
Aucassin who was weeping and regretting Nicolette his love be- 
cause she delayed so long, and the lady called him and said to him: 

‘'Aucassin, don't cry any more, but come along with me, and 1 
will show you the thing that you love most in all the world, for it 
is Nicolette, your sweet love, who has come from distant lands to 
find you."' 

And Aucassin was overjoyed! 

XLI 

Now it is Sling i 

Now when Aucassin had heard 
Of his love with clearest face, 

How she had come to this land> 

Glad was he, never more so. 

With the lady has he gone; 

Straight to that house did he ride. 

There they entered in a room 
Where Nicolette was sitting. 

When slie saw her lover there, 

Glad was she, never more so. 

Up she jumped and ran to him. 

And when Aucassin saw her. 

With both arms stretched out to her, 
lie embraced her tenderly 
While he kissed her eyes and face. 

All that night they left them thus. 

In the morning, the next day, 

Aucassin made her his wife. 

Lady of Bcaucaire she was; 

Then they lived for many days 
And much pleasure did they have. 

Now has Aucassin his joy 
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And Nicolette hers likewise. 

Our chantefable takes its end. 

I cannot tell you more. 

Our Lady’s Tumbler* 

In the ‘Xivcs of the Fathers"', the matter of which is of profit, a 
story is told tliat is not so without worth that it may not well be 
related. Now I will tell and repeat to you that which happened to 
a minstrel. This man had journeyed so much to and fro, and been so 
prodigal in his way of life, that at last he decided to become a monk 
of a lioly order, for he was weary of the world. Therefore he 
entered this holy profession at Clairvaux. 

And when this tumbler, who was so graceful, and fair, and 
comely, and well formed, became a monk, he knew not how to per- 
form any office that was to be done there. Of a truth, he had lived 
only to tumble, to turn somersaults, to spring, and to dance. To 
leap and to jump, this he knew, but naught else, and truly no other 
learning had he, neither the ‘Taternostcr"", nor the “Canticles"", nor 
the “Credo"’, nor the ‘'Ave Maria”, nor anything that could make 
for his salvation. He was greatly frightened in their midst, for he 
knew not what to say, or what to do of all that was to be done 
there. And because of this, he was very sad and pensive. And every- 
where he saw the monks and the novices, each one serving God in 
such office as he held. He saw the priests at the altars, for such was 
their office, the deacons at the Gospels, and the subdcacons at the 
epistles. And at the proper time, the acolytes straightway rang the 
bell at the vigils. One recited a verse, and another a lesson, and the 
young priests were at the psalter, and the novices at the misereres, 
and the least experienced were at the paternosters, for in this way 
was their work ordered. And he looked everywhere throughout the 
offices and the cloisters, and saw hidden in the corners here four, 
here three, here two, here one. And he observed each one as closely 
as he was able. One made lamentation, another wept, and another 
groaned and sighed. And much did he wonder what ailed them. 

And at length he said, “Holy Mary, what ails these folk that they 
conduct themselves thus, and make such a show of grief? They must 
be mueh upset, it seems to me, since they all make such a great 
outcry.” And then he said, ‘‘Ah, miserable being! By the Holy Mary 
what have I said? I suppose that they are praying for God’s grace. 
But, unhappy being that I am, what am I doing here, when he who, 

♦Our text is a translation by Alice Kemp-Welch; Chatto & Windus, Lon- 
Kemp-Welch, slightly revised ‘by the don, 1903. Reprinted, with revisions, 
present editor. From Of the Tumbler of by permission of the publisher. 

Our Lady and Other Miracles by Alice 
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in his calling, serves God with all his might, is thus enslaved? Never 
shall I render any service here, for naught can I do or say. Very 
unfortunate was I when I became a monk, for I know not how, 
even, to pray ariglit. I look hither and thither, and do nothing, 
save waste time and eat bread to no purpose. If in this I am found 
out, I shall be utterly undone. I am a lively fellow, and if I do 
nothing here but cat, I shall be turned out into the fields. Very 
miserable am I in this higli office!'' 

Then he wept to allay his grief, and truly did he desire to be 
dead. “Holy Mother Mary,'' said he, “beseech your sovereign Father 
of His grace to guide me, and to bestow upon me such wisdom that 
I may be able to serv'e both Him and you in such a way as to be 
worthy of tlic food wliich I eat here, for well I know that now I do 
wrong." 

And when he had thus made a lament, he went prying about 
the Church until he entered a crypt, and he crouched down near 
an altar, and hid himself there as best he eould. And above the altar 
was the image of Our Lady, the Holy Mary. And in no way did it 
surprise him tliat he felt in safety there, and he perceived not that 
it was God, who well knows how to guide His own, who had led 
him there. 

And when he had heard the bell ring for the Mass, he rushed 
forth trembling from the crypt. “Ah!" said he, “I am like a traitor! 
Even now each one is saying his response, and here am I like a 
tethered ox, and I do nothing here but browse, and waste food in 
vain. Shall I therefore neither speak nor act? By the Mother of God, 
this will I do, and never shall I be blamed for it. I will do that which 
I have learnt, and thus, after my own manner, will I serve the 
Mother of God in her Church. The others do service with song, and 
I will do service with tumbling." 

And he took off his habit, and then stripped himself, and laid his 
garments beside the altar, but so that his body should not be un- 
covered he kept on a tunic, which was very clinging and close fit- 
ting. It was little better than a shift; nevertheless his body was 
wholly covered. And thus he was fitly clad, and he girded his tunic, 
and duly prepared himself; and then he turned to the image and 
gazed on it humbly. “Lady," said he, “to your keeping I commend 
my body and my soul. Gentle Queen and Lady, despise not that 
which I am acquainted with, for, without ado, I will endeavor to 
serve you in good faith, if it be that God will aid me." 

Then he began to turn somersaults, now high, now low, first for- 
wards, then backu'ards, and then he fell on his knees before the 
image, and bowed his head. “Ah, very gentle Queen!" said he, “of 
your pity, and of your generosit}% despise not my service." Then 
he tumbled, and leaped, and turned gaily the somersault of Metz. 
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And he bowed to the image, and worshipped it, and thus he paid 
homage to it as well as he knew how. And presently he turned the 
French somersault, and then the somersault of Champagne, and 
after that, those of Spain and of Brittany, and then that of Lor- 
raine. And he exerted all of his strength and skill. 

And after that, he did the Roman somersault, and then he put 
his hand before his face, and turned very gracefully, and looked very 
humbly at the image of the Mother of God. '‘Lady,'' said he, “I do 
homage to you with my heart, and my body, and my feet, and my 
hands, for naught but this do I understand. Now would I be your 
gleeman. Yonder they are singing, but I have come here to divert 
you. Lady, you who can protect me, for God's sake do not despise 
me.** Then he beat his breast, and sighed, and mourned very griev- 
ously that he knew not how to do service in any other manner. And 
then he turned a somersault backwards. “Lady," said he, “so help 
me God, never before have I done this. Lady! that one would have 
his utmost desire, who could dwell with you in your most glorious 
mansion! For God's sake. Lady, receive me there. I do this for youi 
sake, and not at all for my own." Then he again turned the somer- 
sault of Metz, and performed many tumbles and capers. 

And when he heard the monks celebrating, he began to exert 
himself, and so long as the Mass lasted, he ceased not to dance, and 
to jump, and to leap, until he was on the point of fainting, and he 
could not stand up; and thus he fell to the ground, and dropped 
from sheer fatigue. And just as the grease pours from spitted meat, 
so the sweat poured from him, from head to foot. “Lady,** said he, 
“no more can I do now, but truly I shall come back again." 

And he was quite overcome by heat. And he took up his clothing, 
and when he was dressed, he took his leave, and bowed to the 
image, and went liis way. “Farewell, very gentle friend," said he, 
“For God's sake, grieve not at all, for if I am able, and it is per- 
mitted me, I will come back, for each hour I wish to serve you to 
the utmost of my power, so gracious arc you.*' 

And for a long time he led this life, and, at each hour precisely, 
he returned to the image, to render service and homage. In truth, so 
greatly did it please him, and with such good will did he do this, 
that never a day was he so tired that he did not perform his very 
best to delight the Mother of God, and never did he desire to do 
other service. 

It was well known that he went each day into the crypt, but no 
one, save God, knew what he did there, nor would he, for all the 
riches of the whole world, have had any, save the supreme God 
alone, know of his doings. 

Think you now that God would have prized his service if he had 
not loved Him? By no means, however much he tumbled. But He 
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prized it because of his love. Much labour and fatigue, many fasts 
and vigils, many tears and sighs and groans and prayers, much dili- 
gence in discipline, both at Mass and at matins, the bestowal of all 
that you have and the payment of whatever you owe — if you love 
not God with all your heart, all these are wholly thrown away in 
such manner. Understand well that they avail not for true salvation. 
Of a truth, without love and without pity, before God all counts 
for naught. God asks not for gold or for silver, but only for true 
love in the hearts of men, and this one loved God truly. And be- 
cause of this, God prized his service. 

For a long time the good man lived thus, but for how long he 
lived so, contented, I cannot tell you. But in the course of time 
great trouble came to him, for one of the monks who in his heart 
greatly blamed him because he came not to matins, said that he 
would never leave off until he knew who he was, and what he was 
good for, and in what manner he earned his bread. And so closely 
did the monk pursue him, and follow him, and keep watch on him, 
that he distinctly saw him perform his service in the simple manner 
which I have described to you. 

^'By my faith,*' said he, *‘hc has a good time of it, and much 
greater pleasure, it seems to me, than we have all together. While 
the others are at prayer, and at work in the house, this one dances 
with as much vigour as if he had a hundred silver marks. Well in- 
deed he performs his service, and in this manner he pays us that 
which is his due. A goodly proceeding, this, to be sure! We sing 
for him, and he tumbles for us! We pray for him, and he plays for 
us! If we weep, he soothes us. I wish that all the convent could see 
him at this very moment just as I do, even if I had to fast for it till 
dusk. Not one would be there, I think, who would be able to keep 
from laughing if he witnessed the tumbling of this fellow, who thus 
kills himself, and who so excites himself by tumbling that he has 
no pity on himself. God counts it unto him for penance, for he 
does it without evil intent, and, certainly, I hold it to be not 
wicked, for, as I believe, he does it in good faith, for he wishes 
not to be idle.'* 

And the monk saw how he laboured without ceasing all day long. 
And he laughed much, and made merry over the matter, but it 
caused him sorrow as well as merriment. And he went to the abbot, 
and reported to him, from beginning to end, all that he had learnt, 
just as you have heard it. 

And the abbot arose, and said to the monk, “On your vow of 
obedience, I command that you keep silence, and speak not of this 
elsewhere, and that you so well observe this eommand, that you 
speak not of this matter save to me alone; and we will both go 
thither, and we shall see if this is so, and we will beseech the 
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heavenly King, and His very gentle and dear Mother, who is so 
precious, and of so great renown, that she, of her sweetness, will 
pray of her Son, her Father, and her Lord, that if it so pleases Him, 
He will this day suffer us to witness this service in such a way that 
God may be the more loved on account of this, and that, if thus it 
pleases Him, the good man may not be found worthy of blame for 
it/’ 

And then they went thither very quietly, and without delay they 
hid themselves in a secret corner near the altar, so that the tumbler 
did not see them. And the abbot, watching there, observed all the 
service of the novice, and the many somersaults which he turned, 
and how he capered, and danced, and bowed before the image, and 
jumped, and leaped, until he was ready to faint. And so greatly was 
the tumbler overcome by fatigue, that he fell heavily to the ground, 
and so exhausted was he, that he sweated all over from his efforts, 
so that the sweat ran down the middle of the crypt. But in a little, 
the Mother of God, whom he served entirely without guile, came to 
his aid, and well she knew how to help him. 

And then the abbot looked, and he saw descend from the vault- 
ing so glorious a lady, that never had he seen one so fair or so richly 
crowned, and never had another so beautiful been created. Her 
vesture was all wrought with gold and precious stones, and with her 
were angels and archangels from the heavens above, who gathered 
around the tumbler, and cheered and sustained him. And when 
they were grouped about him, he was wholly comforted, and they 
made ready to tend him, for they desired to repay him for the serv- 
ices which he had rendered unto their lady, who is so precious a 
jewel. And the sweet and noble Queen took a white cloth, and with 
it she very gently fanned her minstrel as he lay before the altar. 
And the noble and gracious Lady fanned his neck and body and 
face to cool him, and took great pains to tend him, and gave herself 
up to the care of him; but of this the good man took no heed, for 
he neither perceived, nor did he know, that he was in such fair 
company. 

And the holy angels who lingered with him, paid him much 
honour, but the Lady no longer remained there, and she made the 
sign of the cross as she turned away; and the holy angels, who 
greatly rejoiced in keeping watch over their companion, took charge 
of him, and awaited the hour when God would take him away from 
this life so that they could carry away his soul. 

And four times the abbot and the monk witnessed without hin- 
drance how each hour he went there, and how the Mother of God 
came there to aid and succour her liegeman, for well she knows how 
to protect her own. And the abbot had much joy of it, for he had 
been very desirous to know the truth concerning it. Now God had 
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truly shown him that the services which this poor man rendered 
were quite pleasing to Him. And the monk was quite bewildered 
by it, and from emotion he glowed like fire. '*Sir/' said he to the 
abbot, '‘this is a holy man whom 1 see here. If I have said anything 
that is evil concerning him, it is right that my body should make 
amends for it. Therefore assign me a penance, for without doubt he 
is altogether an upright man. Truly we have seen all, and we can no 
longer be mistaken.'' 

And the abbot said, "You speak rightly. God has indeed made 
us understand that He loves him with a very great love. And now 
I straightaway command unto you that, in virtue of obedience, and 
so that you fall not under condemnation, you speak to no one of 
that which you have seen, save to God or to me." 

"Sir," said he, "to this do I assent." 

And at these words they departed, and no longer did they stay in 
the crypt, and the tumbler did not remain, but when he had done 
all his service, he clothed himself again in his garments, and went 
to busy himself in the monastery. Thus passed the time, until that, 
a little while after, it came to pass that the abbot sent for him. 

And when he lieard that he was sent for, and that it was the 
abbot who made enquiry for him, so greatly Was he troubled that 
he did not know what he should say. "Alas,'' Said he, '"I am found 
out. Never a day passes without distress, or without toil or disgrace, 
for my ser\'icc counts for naught. I suppose it is not pleasing to 
God. Gentle Lady, Holy Mary, how troubled is my mind! I know 
not. Lady, from whom to seek counsel, so come now to my aid. At 
the first word, they will say 'Away with you!' Woe is me! How shall 
I be able to answer when I know not one single word with which 
to make explanation? But what good is this? I am obliged to go." 

And weeping, so that his face was all wet, he came before the 
abbot and knelt before him in tears. "Sir," said he, "for God's sake, 
have mercy! Would you drive me away? Tell me all your commands, 
and I will do all your bidding." 

Then said the abbot, "This I wish to know, and I want you to 
answer truthfully. You have been here for a long time, and I want 
to know by what services, and in what manner, you earn your 
bread." 

"Alas," said he, "well knew I that it all would come out, and that 
when all my actions were known, no one would have anything more 
to do with me. Sir," said he, "now I will go away. Miserable am I, 
and miserable shall I be, for never can I do anything that is right." 

Then the abbot replied, "I did not mean that at all, but I pray 
you, and further, I command you, thac, in virtue of obedience, you 
wholly reveal your thoughts to me, and tell me in what manner 
you serve us in our monastery." 
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'"Sir/' said he, '‘this will be the death of me. This command will 
kill me/' 

Then at once he told him, painful though it was, the whole story 
of his life, in such a way that he omitted nothing, relating it just 
as I have related it to you. 

And the holy abbot turned to him, and, weeping, raised him up. 
And he kissed both his eyes. ‘"Brother," said he, “be silent now, for 
truly do I promise you that you shall be at peace with us. God grant 
that we may have your fellowship so long as we deserve it. We shall 
be good friends. Fair, gentle brother, pray for me and I will pray, in 
return, for you. And so I beseech and command you, my dear friend, 
that you forthwith render this service openly, just as you have done 
it, and still better, if you know how." 

“Sir," said he, ""are you in earnest?" 

“Yes, truly," said the abbot, ""and I charge you, on pain of pen- 
ance, that you no longer doubt it." 

Then was the good man so very joyous, so the story relates, that 
he scarcely knew what he did. But despite himself, he was con- 
strained to rest, for he had become quite pale. And when he was 
come to himself again, he was so overcome with joy, that he was 
seized with a sickness of which he died within a short time. But 
very cheerfully did he perform his service without ceasing, morning 
and evening, by night and by day, so that not an hour did he miss, 
until he fell ill. Then such great sickness laid hold upon him that 
he could not move from his bed. But what distressed him most, 
since he never complained of his sufferings, was that he could not 
pay for his sustenance. This troubled him much, and besides, he 
feared that his penance would be in vain, because he could not 
continue his customary service; and he felt that he deserved blame. 
And the good man, who was so filled with anguish, besought God 
that He would receive him before more shame came upon him. For 
he was so distressed that his actions had become known that he 
could not endure it. And he was compelled to lie down forthwith. 

The holy abbot held him in great honour, and he and his monks 
went each hour to chant at his bedside, and such great joy had he 
in that which was sung to him of God, that he did not at all long 
for Poitou,^ so much did it please him to learn that all would be 
forgiven him. And he made a good confession and repentance, but 
nevertheless he was fearful. And, as I have told you, at last his death 
took place. 

The abbot was there, and all his monks, and the novices and 
good folk, who kept watch over him very humbly, and quite clearly 
they saw a wonderful miracle. They saw how, at his death, the an- 

1. a region in France. The meaning is that he had no longing to return to secular 
life. 
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gels, and the Mother of God, and the archangels, were ranged 
about him. And there, also, were evil, and cruel, and violent devils, 
waiting to take possession of his soul — ^and this was a fact! But to 
no purpose had they so long lain in wait for him, and striven so 
earnestly for him, and pursued him, for now they had no power 
over his soul. And forthwith his soul left his body, but by no means 
was it lost, for the Mother of God received it. And the holy angels 
who were there sang for joy, and then they departed, and carried it 
to heaven, and this was seen by all the monks, and by all the others 
who were there. 

Now they fully knew and perceived that God had willed it that 
the love of His good servant should no longer be hidden, and that 
all should know and perceive his goodness, and they had great joy 
and wonder at it. And they paid much honour to his body, and car- 
ried it into the Church, and fervently celebrated the service of God. 
And they buried him with honour in the choir of the mother- 
church, and kept watch over him, as over the body of a saint. 

Thus died the minstrel. Cheerfully did he tumble, and cheer- 
fully did he serve, for the which he merited great honour, and there 
was none to compare with him. 

Now let us pray God, without ceasing, that He may permit us to 
serve Him so worthily that we may be deservmg of His lo\'e. The 
story of the tumbler has been told. 


DANTE ALIGHIERI 

(1265-1 321) 

The Divine Comedy (La divina commedia)* 

Hell (Inferno) 

CANTO I 


[It is the eve of Good Friday, 1300, and Dante is thirty-five 
years old. He comes to himself in the darkness of the wood of Error, 
not knowing how he had lost the true way. Gaining the foot of a 
hill, the Delectable Mountain, or hill of virtue, he is cheered by the 
morning sun, and begins the ascent, but is baffled by a Leopard 
(Lust), then dismayed by a Lion (Pride), and a Shc-Wolf (Ava- 
rice). Turning to run back to the valley, he is met by the spirit of 
Virgil, the poet of his adoraton, who in the Vision typifies human 


* Abridged. Written in the early four- 
teenth century. The translation and 
headnotes are by Lawrence Binyon; the 
footnotes are by C. H. Grandgent, from 
La divina commedia di Dante Alighieri, 
edited and annotated by C. H. Grand- 


gent, copyright, 1933, by D. C. Heath 
and Company, Boston. Reprinted with 
the permission of the translator’s wife 
and the Society of Authors, and by 
special permission of D. C. Heath and 
Company, Boston. 



600 • Dante Alighieri 

wisdom. Virgil tells him that he cannot pass the She-Wolf, though 
a savior of Italy is one clay to arise who will chase her into Hell; 
and Dante is to follow him and be shown the spirits who are in 
pain and have no hope, and the spirits who through pain are to 
come to bliss; and from these he will be led by another (Beatrice, 
Dante's early love, typifying Heavenly Wisdom) to see the spirits 
in Paradise. Dante follows in Virgil's steps.] 


Midway life's journey I was made aware 
That I strayed into a dark forest. 

And the right path appeared not anywhere. 

Ah, tongue cannot describe how it oppressed, 

This wood, so harsh, dismal and wild, that fear $ 

At thought of it strikes now into my breast. 

So bitter it is, death is scarce bitterer. 

But, for the good it was my hap to find, 

I speak of the other things that I saw there. 

I cannot well remember in my mind -w 

How I came thither, so was I immersed 
In sleep, when the true way I left behind. 

But when my footsteps had attained the first 
Slope of a hill, at the end of that drear vale 
V'liich with such terror had my spirit pierced, n 

I looked lip, and beheld its shoulders pale 
Already in clothing of that planet's light 
Which guideth men on all roads without fail. 

Then had my bosom a little of respite 

From what had all the pool of my heart tost m 

While I so piteously endured the night. 

As one, whom pantings of his breath exhaust. 

Escaped from the deep water to the shore. 

Turns back and gazes on the danger crost, 

So my mind, fleeing still and stricken sore, 

Turned back to gaze astonished on that pass 
Which none hath ever left alive before. 

When my tired body had rested a brief space 
I trod anew the slope, desert and bare, 

With the firmer foot still in the lower place. io 

And at the ascent, as 't were on the first stair, 

Behold! a Leopard, very swift and light 


17. "That planet”: the sun, which is 
lust rising. The sun, here and elsewhere, 
typifies enlightenment, perhaps righteous 
choice, the intelligent use of the free 
will. 

30. This perplexing and much dis< 
cussed line seems to describe the act 


of cautiously feeling one’s way up a 
slope. 

32. When Dante tries to scale the 
hill, three beasts beset his path. These 
animals evidently stand for Dante’s 
vicious habits, which prevent his re- 
form. The ravening wolf is Incontinence 
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And covered with a hide of mottled hair. 

And it would not depart, but opposite 

On my path faced me, so that many a time 35 

I turned me to go back, because of it. 

The moment was the morning s earliest prime. 

And the sun mounted up, accompanied 
By those stars that with him began to climb 
When divine love first made through heaven to glide 40 
Those things of beauty, so that hope I caught 
Of that wild creature with the gaudy hide. 

The hour of time and the sweet season wrought 
Thus on me; yet not so much, but when appeared 
A Lion, terror to my heart he brought. 45 

He seemed coming against me with head reared 
Ravening with hunger, and so terrible 
7 ’hat the very air seemed of his breath afeared; 

And a Shc-Wolf, that in her famished fell 

Looked all infuriate craving (she hath meant 50 

I'o many ere now that they in misery dwell). 

On me the grimness of her aspect sent 
A burden that my spirit overpowered. 

So that I lost the hope of the ascent. 

As one that is with lust of gain devoured, 55 

When comes the time that makes him lose, will rack 
His thoughts lamenting all his hope deflowered. 

To such state brought me, in dread of his attack. 

That restless beast, who by degrees perforce 
To where the Sun is silent drove me back. 60 

While 1 was rushing on my downward course 
Suddenly on my sight there seemed to start 
One who appeared from a long silence hoarse. 

When I beheld him in that great desert 

'‘Have pity on me!'' I cried out to his face, 6s 

“Whatsoever — shade or very man — thou art."' 

He answered me: “Not man; man once 1 was. 

My parents both were of the Lombard name. 

Of Mantua by their country and by their race. 

Sub Julio was I born, though late I came: 70 


of any kind, the raging lion is Vio- 
lence, the swift and stealthy leopard is 
Fraud. We may understand, from the 
episode, that Dante could perhaps have 
overcome the graver sins of Fraud and 
Violence, but was unable, without 
heavenly aid, to rid himself of some 
of the habits of Tncontinence. 

39-41. It was believed that when the 
universe was created, the heavenly 


bodies were placed in their vernal posi- 
tions. The sun is in the sign of Aries 
from March 21 to April 20 inclusive. 

63. At this crisis Reason, personified 
in Virgil, comes, at divine bidding, to 
the sinner’s rescue. The voice of Reason 
h*':: not been heeded for so long that it 
comes faintly to the sinner’s ear, 

70-71. Julio'*: at the time of 
Julius Caesar; but so late that he was 
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In Rome the good Augustus on me shone, 

In the time of the false Gods of lying fame. 

Poet was I, and sang of that just son 

Of old Anchiscs, who came out from Troy 
After the burning of proud Ilion. ys 

But thou, why turn'st thou back to such annoy? 

Why climbcst not the Mount Delectable 
The cause and the beginning of all joy?'’ 

'‘And art thou, then, that Virgil, and that well 

Which pours abroad so ample a stream of song?’' So 

I answered him abashed, with front that fell. 

“O glory and light of all the poets’ throng! 

May the ardent study and great love serve me now 
Wliich made me to peruse thy book so long! 

Tlioii art my Master and my Author thou. 85 

Thou only art he from whom the noble style 
I took, wherein my merit men avow. 

Regard yon beast from which I made recoil! 

Help me from her, renowned sage, for she 
Puts all my \'eins and pulses in turmoil.” oo 

"Needs must thou find another way to flee,” 

He answered, seeing my eyes with weeping fill, 

"If thou from this wild place wouldst get thee free; 

Because this beast, at w^hich thou criest still, 

Suffereth none to go upon her path, 95 

But hindercth and entanglcth till she kill. 

And hath a nature so perverse in wrath. 

Her craving maw never is satiated 
But after food the fiercer hunger hath. 

Many are the creatures with whom she hath wed, 100 

And shall be yet more, till appear the Hound 
By whom in pain she shall be stricken dead. 

He will not batten on pelf or fruitful ground, 

But wisdom, love, and virtue shall he crave. 


identified with the reign of Augustus, 
and not that of Caesar. Virgil was 
barely twenty-six when Caesar perished. 

72. Repeatedly Virgil makes pathetic 
but always dignified and reticent allu- 
sion to his lack of Christianity and his 
consequent eternal exclusion from the 
presence of God. 

73. “That just son^’: Aeneas. 

84. We learn from Inj. XX, 114 
that Dante knew the Acneid by heart. 

101-105. This Hound is obviously a 
redeemer who shall set the world aright. 
If we compare this passage with an- 
other prophecy in Purg. XXXIII, 40- 
45, it is tolerably clear that he is to be 


a temporal rather than a spiritual 
savior — a great Emperor, whose mission 
it shall be to establish the balance of 
power, restore justice, and guide erring 
humanity. Such an Emperor, destined 
to come at the end of the world, was 
not unknown to legend. As the predic- 
tion was still unfulfilled at the time of 
the writing, Dante naturally made it 
vague. We know that the poet enter- 
tained great hopes of the youthful 
leader. Can Grande della Scala, in 
Dante’s last years the chief representa- 
tive of the Imperial power in Italy. 
“Feltro and Feltro’^ may point to the 
towns of Feltre and Monte Feltro. 
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Twixt Fcltro and Feltro shall his folk abound. los 

He that abased Italy shall save. 

For which Euryalus, Turnus, Nisus died, 

For which her virgin blood Camilla gave. 

And her through every city far and wide 

Back into Hell's deep dungeon shall he chase, no 

Whence envy first let loose her ravening stride. 

Wherefore I judge this fittest for thy case 

That I should lead thee, and thou follow in faith, 

To journey hence through an eternal place, 

Where thou shalt hear cries of despairing breath, 115 

Shall look on the ancient spirits in their pain. 

Such that each calls out for a second death. 

And thou shalt see those who in fire refrain 
From sorrow, since their hope is in the end. 

Whensoever it be, to the blessed to attain. 120 

To whom if thou dcsirest to ascend 
There shall be a spirit worthier than I, 

When 1 depart, who shall thy steps befriend. 

For that Lord Emperor who reigns on high, 

Because I was not to his law submiss, . 125 

Wills not that I to his city come too nigh. 

In every part he ruleth, and all is his, 

There is his city, there is his high seat: 

O happy, whom he chooseth for that bliss!'' 

And I to him: '‘O Poet, I entreat 130 

In the name of that God whom thou didst not know, 

So that I 'scape this ill and worse ill yet, 

Lead me where thou hast spoken of but now, 

So that my eyes St. Peter's gate may find 
And those whom thou portrayest in such woe!” 13s 

Then he moved onward: and I went behind. 

CANTO II 

[As the evening of the first day falls, Dante begins to doubt his 
courage for the journey. He recalls the visit to the underworld of 
Aeneas (told by Virgil in the Sixth Aeneid) and of St. Paul (the 
theme of a medieval legend) and declares himself unworthy to 
follow such as these. Virgil then discloses that Beatrice came from 
Heaven, prompted by Divine Grace, to ask him to rescue Dante 
from the dangers into which he has fallen. Dante's courage at once 
revives, and he accepts his mission.] 


108 . 1 Camilla, a warrior virgin who 122. Beatrice, 
fought against the Trojans. 134. The gate of Purgatory, opened 

118-119. The souls in Purgatory. only to the elect. 
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The day was going, and the darkened air 
Was taking from its toil each animal 
That is on the earth; I only, alone there, 

Essayed to arm my spirit against all 

The terror of the journey and pity's plea, s 

Which memory, that errs not, shall recall. 

0 Muses, O high Genius, strengthen me! 

0 Memory, that what I saw hast writ. 

Here shall be made known thine integrity. 

1 began: 'Toet, who guidest now my feet, lo 

Look if the virtue in me avail to endure 

The arduous pass, ere thou trust me to it. 

Thou sayest the father of Silvius went secure 
In his corruptible body, and that world knew 
Which Death knows not, of all his senses sure. 15 

But if the Adversary of Sin that due 

Of favour gave him, weighing the high effect 
And who, and what, should be his great issue, 

'riiis seems not unmeet to the intellect; 

For he was born to father and prepare 20 

Rome and her Empire, as high heaven's elect, 

Both of wliich, the true history to declare, 

Were the foundations of that sainted spot 
Which is the scat of greatest Peter's heir. 

By this adventure, whence thy praise he got, as 

He learned things that for him were argument 
Of victory, and the Papal Mantle wrought. 

Afterwards too the Chosen Vessel went 
The confirmation of that faith to bring 
Which is for way of our salvation meant. 30 

But I, why go? By whose commissioning? 

1 am not Aeneas, no, nor Paul: too weak 
I, and others also, deem me for this thing. 

If I resign me, then, that world to seek, 

I fear the quest for folly be aspersed. 3S 

Thou art wise and canst divine more than I speak.^ 

And like one who unwills what he willed first 

And new thoughts change the intention that he had, 

So that his resolution is reversed, 

So on that dim slope did my purpose fade 40 

For I with thinking had dulled down the zest 
That at the outset sprang so proud and glad. 

*'If rightly I read the trouble in thy breast," 

13—21. This first visitor of the lower 28. “The Chosen Vessel” is St. Paul: 
world is Father Aeneas, founder of Acts 9:15. 

Rome. 
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The shade of the Magnanimous replied, 

'With eowardice thy spirit is oppressed, 45 

Whieh oftentimes a man hath mortified. 

So that it turns him baek from noble deed. 

As with false seeing a beast will start aside. 

Now, that thy heart may from this fear be freed. 

Hear why I came and what I heard, and where, so 

When first I felt the pity of thy need. 

I was with those who arc in suspense: and there 
A Lady of so great beauty and blessedness, 

I craved for her command, called me to her. 

Her eyes so slione, the Morning Star shines less. ss 

And she began to speak, gentle and low. 

In the angel voice that did her soul express: 

'O courteous Mantuan spirit, whom men fame so 
That thy renown yet lasts, and till Time end 
The motion of his hours, shall greater grow, 60 

He that is iny friend, but not fortune's friend. 

Halts on the lonely moor, by feat deterred 
So that the path he darcth not ascend. 

Already I fear he may so sore have erred 

'riiat I have risen to succour him too late, 65 

From what of him in Heaven I have heard. 

Go now, and with thy poet's speech ornate 
And what means else may rescue courage weak 
Help him, and me deliver of this care's weight 
I am Beatrice who send thee, him to seek. 70 

I come from that place for which now I sigh. 

It was love moved me and made my lips to speak. 

Often to thy praise will I testify 

When I am come into my Lord’s presence.' 

She then was silent; and I made reply: 75 

*0 Lady, who art the only virtue whence 
Mankind may overpass what is contained 
Within the heaven of least circumference, 

So welcome is the bidding thou hast deigned. 

That were it now done, it were done too slow. 80 

It needs but that thy wish should be explained: 

But tell me why into this core of woe 

Thou shun’st not to descend, turning thy face 
From the ample air, whither thou ycarn'st to go?' 


52. “Who are in suspense": between 
Heaven and Hell, in Limbus. 

53. “A Lady": Beatrice. 

58. Virgil was born near Mantua. 

70. Beatrice stands for Revelation, 
for which Dante’s distorted mind must 


be prepared by Reason. 

77. Mankind surpasses everything 
contained within the sphere of the 
moon (everything perishable) only 
through divine revelation, embodied in 
Beatrice. 
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'Since thou/ she answered, 'so much of this case 85 

Dcsireth knowledge, briefly shalt thou hear 
Why I shrink not to come into this place. 

Those things that have the power to wound and sear. 

To them alone should due of dread be paid; 

To the others not, they are not things to fear. 90 

I am by God so, in his mercy, made, 

That misery of yours touches me not 
Nor in the scorch of this fire am I frayed. 

A Lady in heaven is to such pity wrought 

By the hard pass, whereto I bid thee haste, 95 

That the strict law’s remission she hath sought. 

She called to her Lucy, and made request. 

Saying, Now thy faithful one hath need of thee: 

I entrust him to thee; and do thou the rest. 

Lucy, the enemy of all cruelty, 100 

Arose and came and stood within my gaze 
There, where the ancient Rachel sat by me. 

She spoke and said: Beatrice, God’s true praise, 

Why hclpcst thou not him, who loved thcc so 
lliat for thy sake he left the vile crowd’s ways? 105 

Hcarest thou not the plaining of his woe? 

Seest thou not what death would him undo 
By that wild flood the sea may not o’ererow? — 

None in the world was ever swift to ensue 

Ilis good, or fly his hurt, as these my feet no 

At once, after those words were uttered few, 

Hastened to come down from my blessed seat, 

Confiding in thy speech, so nobly graced, 

It honours both thee and those hearing it.' 

Having said this, her footsteps she retraced, ns 

Turning from me her eyes that wept and slionc; 

At sight of which she made me more to haste. 

Thus I came to thcc, as she desired, and won 

Thee from that ravening beast which would withhold 
The short way to the Beauteous Mount begun. 120 

What is it, then, keeps thee? Why, why haltest cold? 

Why in thy heart nourishest fear so base? 

Why art thou not delivered, eager, bold. 


92. The happiness of the blest is not 
marred by compassion for the damned. 

94. “A Lady”: the Virgin, who is not 
expressly named anywhere in the /»- 
ferno. Hell being a place where mercy 
does not enter. 

97. Lucy has been regarded by almost 
all interpreters as the emblem of Grace 
•--probably, as her name suggests, II* 


luminating Grace. 

102. Rachel symbolized the contem- 
plative life. 

108. ^‘The wild flood” is perhaps the 
Acheron, the river of death which flows 
beneath Dante’s feet, and which does 
not empty into the sea, but runs down 
through Hell. 
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When three such blessed Ladies of their grace 

Care in the court of Heaven for thy plight, 12s 

And my words promise thee such good to embrace?'' 

As little flowers, that by the chill of night 
Arc closed, prick up their stems drooping and bent, 

And to the early ray rc-open white. 

So was it with my courage fallen and spent; 130 

And I began, as one from bondage freed, 

So good a warmth about my body went: 

“O most compassionate She, who helps my need! 

O courteous thou, who to that uttered word 

Didst listen, and to its truth so swift give heed! 135 

Thou makest me so eager in accord 

With what thou say'st, and quickenest so my heart, 

That to my first resolve I am restored. 

Now it is one will moves us both; thou art 

Guide, master, lord!" These words to him I said, 140 

And then, perceiving that he made to start, 

Began the desolate, arduous path to tread. 

CANTO III 

[The poets pass through the door of Hell. And first, in what is 
Hell’s ante-room, they meet a confused lamenting rabble: these arc 
those, displeasing alike to God and to his emnics, who pursued 
neither good nor evil. Among them Dante recognizes him '‘who 
made the great refusal," generally identified with the Pope Cclcstinc 
V, who, elected in 1294, resigned a few months later in favor of 
Boniface VIII, Dante's great enemy. Then they come to the shores 
of Acheron, the river which circles tlie rim of Hell before descend- 
ing deeper; across it Charon ferries the lost souls, but demurs to 
taking Dante in his boat, A sudden earthquake throws Dante into 
a trance,] 

Through me the way is to the City of Woe: 

Through me the way into the eternal pain; 

Through me the way among the lost below. 

Righteousness did my maker on high constrain. 

Me did divine Authority uprear; 5 

Me supreme Wisdom and primal Love sustain. 

Before I was, no things created were 
Save the eternal, and I eternal abide. 

Relinquish all hope, ye who enter here. 

5-6. Hell was made by the triune heaven and the earth. And the earth 
God — Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, or was without form, and void” (Gen. 
Power, Wisdom, and Love. 1:1-2). At this point, apparently, Hell 

7-8. “In the beginning God created was created for the rebellious angels, 
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These words, of a dim colour, I espied lo 

Written above the lintel of a door. 

Whereat: ''Master, the sense is hard,'' I cried. 

And he, as one experienced in that lore: 

"Here all misgiving must thy mind reject. 

Here cowardice must die and be no more. 15 

We are come to the place I told thee to expect. 

Where thou shouldst see the people whom pain stings 
And who have lost the good of the intellect." 

His hand on mine, to uphold my falterings. 

With looks of cheer that bade me comfort keep, 20 

He led me on into the secret things. 

Here lamentation, groans, and wailings deep 
Reverberated through the starless air, 

So that it made me at the beginning weep. 

Uncouth tongues, horrible chattcrings of despair, 25 

Shrill and faint cries, words of grief, tones of rage, 

And, with it all, smiting of hands, were there. 

Making a tumult, nothing could assuage, 

To swirl in the air that knows not day or night, 

Like sand with the whirlwind's eddying cage. 30 

And I, whose mind failed to discern aright, 

Said: "Master, what is it that my ear affrays? 

Who arc these that seem so crushed beneath their plight?" 
And he to me: "These miserable ways 

The forlorn spirits endure of those who spent as 

Life without infamy and without praise. 

They arc mingled with that caitiff rabblcmcnt 
Of the angels, who rebelled not, yet avowed 
To God no loyalty, on themselves intent. 

Heaven chased them forth, lest, being there, they cloud 40 
Its beauty, and the deep Hell refuses them. 

For, beside these, the wicked might be proud/' 

And I: "Master, what is the grief extreme 

Which makes them so their fortune execrate?'* 

He answered: "Brief words best their case beseem, 4S 

They have no hope of death: and their estate 
Is so abased in the blind life they own 
That they are envious of all others' fate. 

Report of them the world pemiitteth none. 

Mercy and Justice have them in disdain. 50 


who sinned almost as soon as they 
were made. On the Judgment Day, when 
all the wicked shall have been con- 
signed to Hell, it will be sealed up, 
and will remain unchanged forever. 


18. “The good of the intellect” is the 
vision of God. 

42. The guilty might derive some 
satisfaction from comparing themselves 
with these. 
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Let us not talk of them. Look, and pass on.'' 

I, who looked, beheld a banner all a-strain. 

Which moved, and, as it moved, so quickly spun 
That never a respite it appeared to deign. 

And after it I saw so many run, ss 

I had not believed, they seemed so numberless. 

That Death so great a legion had undone. 

When I had marked some few among the press, 

I chanced the shade of him to recognize 
Who made the great refusal, in cowardice. 6o 

Forthwith I was assured, and knew mine eyes 
Looked of a truth on the abject crew that were 
Odious to God and to his enemies. 

These paltry, who never were alive, were bare 

As to the body, and all about were stung 65 

By stings of tlic wasps and hornets that were there. 

Because of these, blood, from their faces sprung. 

Was mingled with their tears and flowed to feast 
The loathly worms about their feet that clung. 

Then as my peering eyes made further quest, 70 

I saw folk on the shore of a great stream. 

'‘Master,'" I said, “make to me manifest 
Who these are and what law constraineth them 
Willingly to pass over and be gone, 

If rightly I can discern by the faint gleam."' 75 

And he to me: “The things shall all be known 
To thy understanding when our steps arc stayed 
Upon the mournful shores of Acheron." 

Casting abashed eyes downward, and afraid 

Lest that my words should some offence have wrought, 80 
I ceased from speech until the stream we made. 

And toward us lo! arriving in a boat 

An Ancient, white with hair upon him old, 

Crying, “Woe to you, ye spirits inisbegot! 

Hope not that heaven ye ever shall behold. 85 

I come to carry you to yon shore, and lead 
Into the eternal darkness, heat and cold. 

And thou who art there, a living spirit, with speed 
Get hence, nor with these who are dead delay" — 

But when he noted that I took no heed, 90 

He said: “By another ferry, another way 

60. Without much doubt this is Celes- self physically and mentally unfit, 
tine V, a pious hermit, who, after a Tb’.\>ugh his renunciation Boniface VIU, 

Jong vacancy of the papal ofiice, was Dante’s chief enemy, became Pope, 

elected Pope in July, 1294, but ab- 83. The ancient boatman is Charon, 

dicated five months later, feeling him- 
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Of entrance must thou seek to pass, not here. 

Needs must a lighter vessel thee convey/' 

My Guide to him: ‘‘Charon, thy frowns forbear. 

Tlius is this thing willed there, where what is willed 95 
Can be accomplished. Further questions spare.” 

Then were the shaggy cheeks from trouble stilled 
Of that old steersman on the livid fen 
Around whose eyes flame in a circle wheeled. 

But those forlorn and naked spirits of men loc 

Changed colour, chattering with their teeth, all numb, 

Soon as the harsh words sounded in their ken. 

They blasphemed God, blasphemed their mother's womb, 

The human kind, the place, the time, the seed 
Of their engendering, and their birth and doom; 105 

Then weeping all together in their sad need 
Betook themselves to the accursed sliore 
Which awaits each who of God takes no heed. 

Charon, the demon, beckoning before. 

With eyes of glowing coal, assembles all: no 

Whoever lags, he beats him with his oar. 

And as the late leaves of November fall 
To earth, one after another, ever fev;er 
Till the bough sees its spoil gone past recall. 

So by that river Adam's seed impure 115 

Cast themselves from the wharf, one after one, 

At signals, as the bird goes to the lure. 

Thus are they borne across the water dun; 

And ere they disembark on the far strand 
On this another gathering is begun. lao 

“Son," said the courteous Master, “understand 
That all those who have died in the anger of God 
Congregate hither out of every land. 

And they are prompt to pass over the flood, 

For Divine Justice pricketh in them so 125 

That fear is changed to longing in their blood. 

By this way no good spirit is seen to go. 

Therefore if Charon doth of thee complain. 

What his words mean thou easily may'st know.'' 

When he had ended, the whole shadowy plain 130 

Shuddered so strongly, that the terror past 
Still at the memory bathes me in sweat again. 

94 . Charon sees that Dante is des- Hell, becomes a demonic figure, 
tined to be carried, after death, to 117. “The lure”: the call by which 
Purgatory in the angel’s boat described the hunter lures it. 
in Purg, II, 40-*51. 126. Any reality seems to them less 

97-99. Charon, like most of the intolerable than the apprehension, 
classical guardians retained in Dante’s 
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Out of the tear-drenched earth came forth a blast 
That made a crimson flash before me leap 
And numbness over all my senses cast. 135 

And I fell, like to one seized with a sleep. 

CANTO IV 

[Wlicn the poet awakes he is on the farther side of Acheron and 
on the brink of the great Abyss. He descends with Virgil to the 
First Circle or Limbo, where arc the souls of the iinbaptizcd and of 
the virtuous heathen. Virgil describes the descent of Christ into 
Limbo. In a part which is more luminous they are greeted by 
Homer and other chief poets of antiquity; it is here that Virgil's 
own place is. Farther on is a noble castle, where arc seen heroes 
and heroines of old, Aristotle, ‘'the master of them that know," and 
the philosophers, and other famous spirits.] 

Rumble of thunder upon my brain deep-drowsed 
So shook the sleep that at the heavy sound 
I started, like a man by force aroused. 

And my now rested eyes casting around 

I rose upright, with peering gaze intent 5 

To know the place wherein myself 1 fotmd. 

True it is, I stood on the edge of the descent 
Where the hollow of the gulf out of despair 
Amasses thunder of infinite lament. 

Sombre, profound, and brimmed with vaporous air 10 

It was, so that I, seeking to pierce through 
To the very bottom, could see nothing there. 

"‘Let us go down to the blind world below," 

Began the Poet, on a sudden pale, 

“I shall be first, and thou behind me go/' is 

And I, who had marked his colour so to quail. 

Said: ‘‘How shall I come where thou losest cheer 
Who art wont over my falterings to prevail?" 

And he to me: “ 7 'hc misery that is here, 

Down among this folk, maketh my face wan 20 

With pity, which thine eyes mistake for fear. 

Descend we: the long way constrains us on." 

So he entered, and he made me enter too. 

On the first circle that the abyss doth zone. 

Here was no sound that the car could catch of rue, 25 

Save only of sighs, that still as they complain 
Make the eternal air tremble anew. 

And this rose from the sorrow, unracked by pain. 

That was in the great multitude below 
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Of children and of women and of men. 30 

The good Master to me: “Wouldst thou not know 
What spirits are these thou seest and hearest grieve? 

Vd have thee learn before thou farther go, 

These sinned not: but the merit that they achieve 

Helps not, since baptism was not theirs, the gate 35 

Of that faith, which was given thee to believe. 

And if ere Christ they came, untimely in date. 

They worshipped not with right experience; 

And I myself am numbered in their state. 

For such defect and for no other offence 40 

We are lost, and only in so far amerced 
That without hope we languish in suspense.'' 

I, when I heard this, to the heart was pierced, 

Because I knew men to much virtue bred 
Whose spirits in that Limbo were atliirst. 45 

*"Tcll me, my Master, tell me. Sir!" I said. 

Seized with a longing wholly to be assured 
Of that faith wherein error cannot tread, 

'‘Did ever any of those herein immured 
By his own or other's merit to bliss get free?" 50 

And he, aware what meant my covert word, 

Answered: '"I was yet new in this degree 
When I saw one in power crowned appear 
On w'hom the signs of victory were to see. 

He took from us the shade of our first sire; 55 

Of his son Abel, and Noah of that same seed; 

Moses, the obedient and the law-giver; 

The patriarch, Abraham, and the King, David; 

Israel with his father and with his sons; 

Rachel also, to win whom so much he did; 60 

And many another; and made them blessed ones; 

And I would have thee know that, before these. 

There has been no human soul that he atones." 

We ceased not to go on by slow degrees. 


34. “These sinned not”: Virgil will 
not have Dante suppose for a moment 
that his companions in Limbus have 
been evildoers. 

46-48. As soon as Dante learns that 
Virgil’s soul dwells in Limbus, he is 
eager to receive from this witness cor- 
roboration of the doctrine of the 
descent of Christ into Hell. 

52. “I was yet new . . Virgil 
died in the year 19 b.c. 

53. “I saw one . . . appear”: Christ, 
who is never named in the Inferno . — 
“Crowned”: doubtless a cruciform nim- 
bus. After the crucifixion Christ went 


down into Hell, and took from Limbus 
the souls of the worthy people of the 
Old Testament. 

55, “Our fust sire” is Adam. 

59. “Israel”: Jacob; “his father”: 
Isaac; “his sons”: his twelve children. 

60. To win Rachel, Jacob served 
Laban twice seven years: Gen. 29:18- 
28. 

63. Before the descent of Christ all 
human souls went, if bad, to Hell; if 
good, to Limbus. Since that time 
Christian souls penitent at the moment 
of death have gone to Purgatory. 
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Though he spoke still, and past the wood had come^ 6$ 
The wood I mean of spirits thick like trees, 

And, since my slumber, had not advanced therefrom 
Far, when a radiant glow beyond us shone 
Which overcame a hemisphere of gloom. 

A little distance from us it lay on, 70 

Yet not so much but that I saw in part 
What honourable folk that place had won. 

thou that honourcst Science and Art, 

Who are these that have such honour and acclaim 
That it removes tliem from the rest apart?’' 75 

And he to me: “The glory of the name 

Whicli sounds of them above in the earthly sphere 
Gains favour of Heaven which tlius promoteth them.'* 
Meanwhile a voice was sounding in my car: 

“Honour ye all the great Poet: his shade 80 

That had departed, now again is here." 

After the voice had paused and silent stayed, 

I saw four great shades come with one accord. 

The}' liad an aspect neither gay nor sad. 

The good Master began to speak his word: 85 

“On him who bears the sword thine eyes now cast, 

Wlio comes before the others, as their lord. 

He IS Homer, who all poets hath surpassed. 

The next who comes is Horace, satirist, 

Ovid the third, and Lucan is the last. 90 

Because each nature doth with mine consist 

Through that name which the one voice glorifies 
They do me honour, and themselves not least.” 

Thus came that noble school before mine eyes 

Assembling round the lord of loftiest style 95 

Who over the others like an eagle flics. 

After they had talked together a little while. 

They turned to me and welcoming signs displayed: 

At which salute I saw my Master smile. 

And yet more honour unto me they paid, 100 

For me into their band did they invite. 

So that I a sixth amid such wisdom made. 

Thus we went moving onwards toward the light 
Speaking such things as here were better mute, 

Though there to speak them was both meet and right. los 

76-78. God allows the intelligence, 79. We are not told which of the 

by the good use of which they won such spirits utters the greeting to Virgil, 
renown on earth, to remain with them 86. “On him who bears . . 

in the other world. Homer, who is depicted with a sword 

because he sang of arms. 
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Now came we to a Noble Castle’s foot. 

With lofty walls seven times engirdled round, 

And a fair rivulet moated it about. 

Tliis we passed over as it had been dry ground. 

Through seven gates entering with those sages, lo! no 
A meadow of fresh verdure there I found. 

On it were people with grave eyes and slow, 

And great authority was in their mien. 

They spoke seldom, with mild voices and low. 

Tlius we retired on one side that demesne ns 

Into an open, luminous, high place, 

So that they stood where they could all be seen. 

There on the green enamel, face to face. 

Were shown me the great spirits, so that I 
Exalt myself to have enjoyed sueh grace. 120 

I saw Elcctra in a great company 

Among whom Hector and Aeneas were, 

And arm^id Caesar with the falcon eye. 

I saw Camilla and Penthesilea there 

Over against them, and the Latian King; las 

Lavinia his daughter sitting near; 

That Brutus who drove out the proud Tarquin; 

Lucrcce, Cornelia, Julia, Marcia, four 
Together, and by himself the Saladin. 

When I had raised my eyes a little more, 130 

I saw the Master of those who know: he sate 
Amid the sons Philosophy to him bore. 

All do him honour, all eyes on him wait. 

Here I beheld Plato and Socrates 

Who of all arc nearest to his high estate. 135 

Democritus, whose world blind Chance decrees; 

Diogenes, Thales, Anaxagoras; 

Zeno, Heraclitus, and Empedocles; 


107. The “Noble Castle,” or the 
Palace of Wisdom, is surrounded by 
seven walls representing the four moral 
virtues (prudence, temperance, forti- 
tude, and justice) and the three in- 
tellectual virtues (understanding, knowl- 
edge, and wisdom). 

no. The gates probably symbolize 
the seven liberal arts of the trivium 
(grammar, logic, rhetoric) and the 
quadrivium (music, arithmetic, geome- 
try, astronomy), which afford access to 
knowledge. 

121. Electra, daughter of Atlas, and 
mother of Dardanus who was the found- 
er of Troy. 

124. Camilla: a warrior maiden (cf. 
Inf., I, 108); Penthesilea: queen of 


the Amazons. 

126-28. “Lavinia”: wife of Aeneas; 
“Brutus”: Lucius Junius Brutus, im- 
placable foe of the Tarquins; “Luc- 
rece”: Lucretia, wife of Collatinus; 
“Julia”: daughter of Caesar, wife of 
Pompey; “Marcia”: wife of Cato of 
Utica; “Cornelia”: mother of the 
Gracchi. 

129, “Saladin,” the model of chivalry, 
was sultan of Egypt and Syria in the 
twelfth century. He is different in race 
and religion from those mentioned 
hitherto. 

131. “The Master of those who 
know”: Aristotle. 

137, “Thales” was one of the seven 
wise men of Greece. 
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Him who was skilled the virtue of plants to class, 
Dioscoridcs, I saw; and Orpheus' shade; 140 

1 ully’s and Linus'; moral Seneca’s; 

Euclid, and Ptolemy, who the stars surveyed; 

Hippocrates, Avicenna, and Galen, 

Avcrrocs also, who the Comment made. 

I may not portray all in the full scene, 145 

Being hurried on so by the long theme’s care, 

That oft the word comes short of the thing seen. 

The band of six to two hath dwindled, where 
By another road the sage Escort inclines 
Out of the quiet into the trembling air. iso 

I come to a place where there is naught that shines. 

CANTO V 

[The descent to the Second Circle, with which Hell proper be- 
gins. Here are the souls of carnal sinners. Minos, who presides over 
the entrance of Hell as Judge and assigns their places to the 
damned as they come in, at first refuses admittance to Dante, but 
is overawed by Virgil. The carnal sinners are blown about forever 
on stormy winds, and among them Virgil points out famous lovers. 
Dante wishes to speak with one pair, who arc Francesca da Rimini 
and Paolo Malatesta, brother of the husband; to whom for state 
reasons Francesca had been married. Hearing Francesca’s story 
Dante is so overcome with pity that he faintsj 


From the first circle I thus descended down 
Into the second, which less space admits. 

And so much more pain that it stings to groan. 
There Minos, hideously grinning, sits. 

Inspects the offences at the entering in. 

Judges and, as he girds himself, commits. 

I mean, that when the ill-born spirit comes in 
Before his presence, it confesses all; 

Thereon that scrutinizer of each sin 
Sees what place Hell holds for its fittest stall; 


140. Orpheus is considered as a 
philosopher. 

141. “Tully,” or Cicero, was one of 
the first philosophers that Dante studied. 
“Linus”; an imaginary Greek poet 
(other texts have “Livy,” the Roman 
historian, who also wrote philosophical 
works). “Seneca” the moralist was 
thought to be a different person from 
the dramatist. 

142. “Ptolemy,” the great geographer 
and astronomer of Alexandria, who 
lived in the second century b.c. 


143. “Hippocrates, Avicenna, and 
Galen”; three famous physicians of 
Greece, Turkestan, and Mysia. 

144. “Averroes”; a Spanish Moor of 
the twelfth century, was a celebrated 
scholar and philosopher. Having read 
the works of Aristotle in ancient Syriac 
translations, he composed three commen- 
taries on them; one of these was 
followed by St, Thomas. 

i48. The company of six dwindles to 
two — Virgil and Dante. 
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Round him as many times his tail doth throw 
As the degrees he wills that it should fall. 

Always before him stand they, row on row; 

To sentence comes each of the wretched train: 

They tell, and hear; and straight are whirled below. 15 
‘*0 thou, who comest to the home of pain,'" 

Said Minos to me, when my face he spied, 

Leaving his business of the great Arraign, 

“Beware in whom thou, entering, dost confide. 

Let not the broad approach thy feet ensnare.'' 20 

“Why cricst thou out?" answered to him my Guide: 
“Hinder thou not his destined steps. Forbear! 

'Flius is the thing willed there, where what is willed 
Can be accomplished. Further question spare." 

Now begin notes of wailing never stilled 25 

To pierce into my car; now am I come 
Where thronging lamentations hold me thrilled. 

I came into a place of all light dumb 
I’hat bellows like a storm in the sea-deep 
When the thwart winds that strike it roar and hum. 30 
The abysmal tempest that can never sleep 

Snatches the spirits and headlong hurries them, 

Beats and besets them with its whirling sweep. 

When they arrive before the ruin, stream 

The cries up; there the wail is and the moan, 35 

'Fhcre the divine omnipotence they blaspheme. 

I learnt that in such restless violence blown 
This punishment the carnal sinners share 
Whose reason by desire was overthrown. 

And as their beating wings the starlings bear 40 

At the cold season, in broad flocking flight. 

So those corrupted spirits were rapt in air 
To and fro, down, up, driven in helpless plight, 

Comforted by no hope ever to lie 

At rest, nor even to bear a pain more light. 45 

And as the cranes in long line streak the sky 
And in procession chant their mournful call. 

So I saw come with sound of wailing by 
The shadows fluttering in the tempest's brawl. 

Whereat, “O Master, who are these," I said, so 

“On whom the black winds with their scourges fall?" 

34. *‘The ruin”: as the pit narrows has fallen. In Canto XII, 31-45, we 
progressively toward the bottom, the are told that when Christ descended into 
terraces correspondingly decrease in cir- Hell, his coming was preceeded by an 
cumference. At one point in the round of earthquake, which shook down the walls 
this shelf is a break, where the rock of the abyss in three spots. 
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•^The first of those concerning whom thou hast prayed 
To know,” he answered, ‘‘had dominion 
Of many tongues, which she as empress swayed. 

With vice of luxury was she so undone 55 

That she made lust a law by her decree, 

To obliterate the shame that she had won. 

This is Semiramis: we read that she 

Came after Ninus, and had been his bride. 

She ruled the land the Soldan holds in fee. 6o 

That other is she who by her own hand died 
For love's sake, to Sichaeus' urn untrue; 

Voluptuous Cleopatra comes beside. 

See Helen, for whose sake the long years drew 
111 after ill; see great Achilles there, 6s 

Who fought with love in the end, and whom love slew. 

See Paris, Tristram!” More than a thousand pair 
He with his finger pointing at shades of fame 
Showed me, whom love had power from life to tear. 

After that I had heard my Teacher name 70 

Each lady of old, with her enamoured knight, 

My thoughts were mazed, such pity upon me came. 

I began: “Poet, I fain would, if I mighty. 

Speak with those two that hand in han(d appear 
And, as they move, seem to the wind so light.” 7s 

And he to me: “When they approach more near. 

Thou shalt see. By the love which is their guide 
Do thou entreat them then, and they will hear.” 

Soon as the wind's whirl made them nearer glide, 

I raised my voice up: “O tired spirits, come 80 

And speak with us, if that be not denied.” 

Eagerly as a pair of pigeons, whom 

Desire calls, and their will bears, as they fly 
On wide unfaltering wings to their sweet home, 

So swerved those spirits from out the company 8s 

Where Dido is, flying toward us underneath 
The fell mirk; such a power had my fond cry. 

“O kind and gracious creature that hast breath 
And comest journeying through the black air 
To us who made the earth bloody with our death, 90 
Were but the world's King friend to us, a prayer 

S2. “The first of those . . is Se- [65. Achilles’ love of Polyxena, a 

miramis, queen of Assyria. Trojan princess, led to his death. — 

61. “She who by her own hand died'' J. C. McG.] 
is Dido. The story of her fatal love for C7. “Paris”; son of Priam. “Tris- 
Aeneas (and her infidelity to the tram”: the hero of the most famous 

memory of her dead husband Sichaeus) medieval love romance, 
is told in Aeneid, IV. 
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Should from us both implore Him for thy peace 
Because thou hast taken pity on our despair. 

Whether to speak or listen better please, 

We will speak with you, and hear and understand, 95 
Now while the lull'd wind spares a little case. 

The place where I was born sits on the strand 

Where Po descends to his peace, and with him takes 
All the other streams that follow him down the land. 


Love, that in gentle heart so quickly wakes, 100 

Took him with this fair body, which from me 
Was torn: the way of it still hurts and aches. 

Love, that to no loved one remits his fee, 

Took me with joy of him, so deep in-wrought, 

Even now it hath not left me, as thou dost see. 105 

Love led us both to one death. He that sought 
And spilt our life — Cain's hell awaits him now.'' 

These words to us upon the wind were brought. 

When I had heard those wounded spirits, my brow 

Sank downward, and I held it where it was, uo 

Until the Poet spoke: '‘What musest thou?" 

And when I answered, I began: "Alas! 

How many sweet thoughts and what longings fain 
Led them into the lamentable pass!" 

I turned, and I began to speak again: 115 

"Francesca, the tears come into mine eyes 
For sorrow, and for pity of thy pain. 

But tell me: in the time of the sweet sighs 
How did Love vouchsafe proof of what he is, 

And of the obscure yearnings make you wise?" 120 

And she to me: "No grief surpasses this 

(And this thy Teacher understands full well) — 

In the midst of misery to remember bliss. 

But if thou so desire to know how fell 


The seed whose first root in our bosoms fed, 125 

I'll tell, as one who can but weep and tell. 

One day together, for pastime, we read 

Of Launcelot, and how Love held him in thrall. 


We were alone, and without any dread. 


97. “The place where I was born”: 
Ravenna, then only one mile from the 
sea and connected with the Po river by 
canals. 

99. The tributaries are conceived as 
chasing the Po down to the sea. 

102. “The way of it still . . . aches”: 
because, murdered as she was without 
a chance to repent, she incurred eternal 
punishment. 

107. “Caines hell”: the abode of 


traitors to kindred, at the bottom of 
Hell, which awaits Francesca’s husband, 
Gian Ciotto. 

122. “Thy Teacher”; Virgil, who was 
happy and glorious on earth, and is 
now condemned to eternal exile. 

128. “We read of Launcelot”: the 
French prose romance of Launcelot of 
the Lake, which tells of the love of the 
hero for Guinevere, wife of King 
Arthur. 
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Inferno 

Sometimes our eyes, at the word's secret call, 

Met, and our cheeks a changing colour wore. 

But it was one page only that did all. 

When we read how that smile, so thirsted for, 

Was kissed by such a lover, he that may 
Never from me be separated more 
All trembling kissed my mouth. The book I say 
Was a Galahalt to us, and he beside 
That wrote the book. We read no more that day.'^ 
While the one spirit spoke thus, the other cried 
So lamentably, that the whole life fled 
F"or pity out of me, as if I died; 

And I fell, like a body falling dead. 


CANTO X 

[Passing between the flaming sepulchers and the rampart circling 
the city, Dante is accosted from one of tlie tombs by Farinata, 
cliief of the Ghibcllines of Florence, who foretells to Dante the 
length of his exile and explains the nature of the foreknowledge 
possessed by the dead. He is interrupted by his companion in the 
tomb, the father of Guido Cavalcanti (Dante’s greatest friend, 
poet and son-in-law of Farinata), who not seeing Guido with Dante 
is anxious to know if he is alive or dead: but Dante does not en- 
lighten him. In reply to a question, Farinata says that P'redcrick II, 
the emperor, ^'stupor mundi,'' whose half-Oriental court in Sicily 
was so brilliant in the thirteenth century, and the Cardinal Otta- 
viano degli Ubaldini, arc among the heretics entombed.] 


Now journeying along a secret track 
Between the ramparts and the sufferers 
My Master goes, and I behind his back. 

“O sovran Virtue, who down the circling tiers 
Of the impious leadest me where thou dost bid. 
Satisfy,” I said, “the wish that in me stirs. 

Tlie people who in these sepulchres arc hid. 

May they be seen? None watches; none keeps guard. 
And see! already raised is every lid.” 

And he to me; “All shall be fast and barred 
When from Jehosophat they shall hither hie 
Each with the body he left under the sward. 


137. “The book . . . was a Gala- 
halt to us”: Galahalt was the inter- 
mediary who brought Launcelot and 
Guinevere together; Paolo and Fran- 
cesca had no such go-between — the 
book was their Galahalt, their guide to 


love. 

11. On the day of Judgment all souls, 
haring recovered their bodies, will 
gather in the Valley of Jehoshaphat, 
whence, after hearing their sentence, 
they will return to Heaven or Hell. 
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This is the quarter wherein buried lie 

Epicurus and all those his doctrine swayed, 

Who with the body make the soul to die. 15 

Therefore unto the question thou hast made 
Here within soon shalt thou an answer find 
And also to the wish thou hast not betrayed.^' 

And I: ‘'I keep not from thee, Eseort kind, 

My thought, save that, as thou too didst require 20 

Ere now, I speak but in few words my mind.^^ 

‘Tuscan, who goest through the city of fire 
Alive, with comely speech upon thy tongue. 

Halt here, if thou wilt tarry at my desire. 

The speech thou uscst manifests thee sprung as 

From that famed country which it may be, I tried. 

Which I perhaps with too much trouble wrung/’ 

Suddenly in my ear this sound was cried 
From out one of those coffers; and I drew, 

In fear, a little closer to my Guide. 30 

And he to me spoke; “Turn! Wliat dost thou do? 

See Farinata, raising himself amain! 

From the w'aist all of him shall rise in view."' 

My gaze from him I could not now have ta’cn: 

And he re se up to front me, face and breast, 35 

As if of Hell he had a great disdain. 

With prompt, inspiriting hands my Guide then prest 
Me towards him, past the other sepulchres. 

Counselling, “Use the words thou findest best.’* 

When I was where his tomb its front uprears 40 

He looked at me a little, and with a kind 
Of scorn he questioned: “Who were thy forebears?” 

I, who had it to obey him in mind. 

Concealed nothing from him, but told all out. 

At which his brows upward a little inclined: 4S 


14. Although all heresies are pun- 
ished in this circle, the only one that 
concerns Dante is that called “Epicu- 
rean,” a name bestowed, in his day, 
upon materialistic free-thinking which 
denied the immortality of the soul and 
regarded a comfortable life as the high- 
est good. There is grim irony in the 
eternal burial of sinners who affirmed 
that the spirit perishes with the body. 
Epicurus himself, pagan though he was, 
is with them. 

32 , This famous heretic is Manente 
degli Uberti, called Farinata, chief of 
the Florentine Ghibellines, a wise and 
valiant leader, who died in 1264, a year 
before Dante’s birth. In 1260 he had 
taken part in the battle of Montaperti, 


where the Guelfs of Florence suffered a 
fearful defeat from the Sienese, the ex- 
iled Ghibellines, and King Manfred’s 
Germans. After this rout the neighbor- 
ing towns and barons held a council at 
Empoli, and all but Farinata were in 
favor of destroying Florence; he, how- 
ever opposed the project so stoutly 
that it was abandoned. In 1283 the in- 
quisitor, Salmone da Lucca, condemned 
him (nearly twenty years dead), his 
wife, his sons, and his grandsons, as 
heretics; his bones were cast out, his 
property confiscated and sold. His brave 
and haughty spirit is not quelled even 
by his fiery punishment: he appears 
with head and chest erect. 
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Then he said: “Fiercely did they use to flout 
Me and my forefathers; and since they spurned 
My party, twice I scattered them in rout/' 

“If they were chased, on all sides they returned, 

Both times," I answered, “from adversities: 50 

But yours that art have not so rightly learned.” 

Beside him then a shadow by degrees 

Emerged, and was discovered to the chin: 

I think he had raised himself upon his knees. 

He looked around as if he had thought to win 55 

Sight of some other who might be with me; 

And when that hope was wholly quenehed within. 

Cried weeping: “If through this blind prison, free, 

Tliou gocst by virtue of thy nature’s height, 

Where is my son? Why is he not here with thee?” 60 
And I to him: “ Tis not by my own right 
I come; he that waits yonder leads me here. 

Of whom perhaps thy Guido had despite.” 

His words, and manner of penance, made appear 

Ilis name, as if I had read it on his brow, 65 

Therefore my answer had I made thus clear. 

Suddenly erect, he cried: “What saidest diou? 

He had? Lives he not, then, in the sweet air? 

Docs the sun’s light not strike upon hsn now?” 

When of a certain pause he was aware 70 

Ere I replied, where he had risen to stand 
Down he fell backward, and so vanished there. 

But, haughty of spirit, that other, at whose demand 
I had halted, changed not aspect, nor his head 
Moved, nor his side bent, no, nor stirred a hand. 7S 

“And if,” continuing his own words, he said, 

“To learn that art they have so little wit, 

It tortureth me more than doth this bed. 

But fifty times shall not afresh be lit 

The countenance of the Lady who reigns here 80 

Ere thou shalt know the cost of learning it. 

And, so thou would’st return back to the dear 

48-Sl. Farinata scattered the Guelfs Dante, was a famous poet and student, 
in 1248 and 1260; but they returned to and an ardent partisan. 

Florence in 1251, after the death of 61-63. Dante hastens to explain Gui> 
Frederick II, and in 1266, after the do’s absence by the assurance that it is 

battle of Benevento; they then ex- not his own wit, but Virgil’s, which 

pelled the Ghibellines, who never directs him, adding that Guido may not 

“rightly learned” the art of returning. have duly esteemed the ancient sage. 

52. The “Shadow” is Cavalcante de’ 79-81. “The Lady who reigns here” 
Cavalcanti, a noble and wealthy Flor- is w^cate, who in the sky appears as 

entine, the father of that Guido whom the moon. Before fifty months have 

Dante calls his “first friend.” This passed, Dante is to learn how hard is 
Guido Cavalcanti, a little older than the art of returning from exile. 
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Earth, tell me why in each of its decrees 
That People against my people is so severe?” 

Then I: 'The havoc and the butcheries 85 

That made the Arbia dyed all red to run, 

Hath filled our temple with such litanies.” 

He sighed, shaking his head; and then spoke on: 

"In that I was not single; nor, I swear. 

Would I in ill cause with the rest have gone. 90 

But single I was in that place yonder, where 
All on the ruin of Florence had agreed. 

I only with open face defended her.” 

"Ah, so may peace come also to thy seed. 

Resolve me,'’ I prayed him, "this hard knot that ties 95 
My judgment in it, and the riddle read. 

It scemeth, if 1 hear aright, your eyes 

Perceive beforehand what Time brings with him. 

But with the present yc use otherwise.” 

"We see like those for whom the light is dim,” 100 

He answered me, "the things that are remote; 

So much still shines for us the Lord Supreme. 

When they come near, or are, then avails not 
Our understanding, and we know no more, 

Save what is told us, of your human lot. 105 

Easily may’st thou understand, therefore. 

That all we have of knowledge shall be dead 
From that time when the Future shuts its door.” 

Then pricked in conscience for my fault, 1 said, 

"Will you not now acquaint that fallen one no 

His child is not yet from the living fled? 

And if before to his answer I made none 

Tell him it was my thought that was not free. 

Being in that knot which now you have undone.” 

And now my Master was recalling me. ns 

I’herefore more earnestly the spirit I prest 
To tell me who were those with him. And he: 

"With more than a thousand I lie here opprest. 

Yonder the Second Frederic is inurned, 

84. In 1280, when most of the Ghi- of the past and indistinctly cognizant of 

bellines were allowed to come back, the future, have no knowledge of present 

several of the Uberti were expressly events on earth. Just how much the 

excluded. “present” embraces we are not told. 

85-86. “The havoc and the butch- After the Judgment Day, when earthly 

erics”: a reference to the battle of life shall cease and the foresight of lost 

Montaperti, beside the Arbia river; souls shall thus come to an end, their 

(cf. the note at line 32). blindness will be unrelieved. 

91. “In that place yonder”: at the 119. The great Emperor Frederick 
diet of Empoli; (cf. the note at line II (1194-1250), who was long en- 
32). gaged in strife against the Papacy, was 

100-108. The damned, while aware generally regarded as an Epicurean. 
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The Cardinal also: I speak not of the rest.” lao 

With that he hid himself. My steps I turned 
Back toward the ancient Poet, pondering 
That saying wherein some menaee I discerned. 

He moved, and as we went: ''What is this thing,” 

He said to me, "which teases so thy mind?” 125 

I satisfied him in his questioning. 

"Keep in thy memory what thine ears divined 
To be against thee,” warned the Sage. "Attend 
Now,” and with finger lifted he enjoined: 

"When thou before the radiance shalt bend 130 

Of that Lady, whose beauteous eyes see all. 

Thou shalt learn thy life's journey unto its end.” 

Then to the left he turned his steps; the wall 
Wc quitted, toward the middle advancing by 
A path that strikes into a valley's fall, 135 

Wherefrom the fume rose noisome even thus high. 


CANTO XIII 

[Crossing Phlegethon by the ford, the poets arrive in the Wood 
of the Suicides, who have become withered ind poisonous trees 
among which the Harpies cry. Pier dellc Vigne, who rose to great 
power and to be Frederick IPs most intimate adviser, then sud- 
denly fell into disgrace and committed suicide, speaks from one of 
the trees and tells Dante his story. Their talk is interrupted by a 
rushing noise made by two spirits pursued by hounds. Tliesc are 
Giacomo da Sant' Andrea, and Lano, a Sienese, two notorious 
spendthrifts. Another spirit, unnamed and unknown, tells Dante 
that he is of Florence, the city which had Mars for its patron and 
by changing him for the Baptist was thought to have incurred that 
god's malignity.] 


Ncssus had not regained the bank beyond 
When wc betook us onward from the shore 
To a wood, wherein no path was to be found. 

No green leaves there, but all of dim colour: 

Smooth branches none, but wry with knot and gnarl; 
No apples, but gaunt twigs with poison sour. 

Not scrub or thicket rougher hides the snarl 


120. “The Cardinal” Ottaviano degli 
Ubaldini, apostolic legate in Lombardy 
and Romagna against Frederick, in the 
Kingdom of Naples against Manfred, 
was accused of unbelief and of sym- 
pathy with the Imperial cause. Several 
of the early commentators report him 


as saying: “If there is a soul, I have 
lost it for the Ghibellines.” 

131. “Of that Lady”: Beatrice. 

[1. a centaur who acts as 

guardian of this ^rt of the seventh 
circle. — ^J. C. McG.J 

7~9. Cecina, a town near Volterra, 
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'Twixt Cecina and Corneto of the beasts 
That roaming them abhor the well-tilled marl. 

Here have the savage Harpies made their nests 
Who chased the Trojans from the Strophades 
With baleful prophecy of coming pests. 

Wide wings, and human necks and visages, 

Clawed feet, and a gross belly plumed below. 

They make lament above on the strange trees. 

“Before thou further dost adventure, know 
Tliat thou art in the second ring, from which,'' 

The gracious Master said, “thou canst not go 
Until the terrible great sand thou reach. 

Thou shalt see here — therefore look well around — 
Things which may take the credence from my speech." 
Even then I heard on all sides wailing sound, 

But of those making it saw no one nigh, 

Wherefore I stood still, in amazement bound. 

I think he thought that I thought that the cry 
Of those so many voices came from folk 
Who 'mid those trees hid, at our coming shy. 

So now the Master said: “If thy hand broke 
A shoot from any branch, the thoughts that went 
With thy conjecture soon wouldst thou revoke." 

Then I stretched forth my hand a little, and bent 
And plucked a puny branch from a great thorn. 

And the trunk cried out: “Why hast thou me rent?" 
And when it grew embrowned with blood, so torn. 

It cried again: “Why hast thou wounded me? 

Wast thou without one breath of pity born? 

Men were we, and are now turned each to a tree. 

If souls of serpents were within us penned, 

Still should compassion have been found in thee.” 

As a green brand that bumeth at one end, 

At the other drips and hisses from the wood 
Where the escaping wind and fire contend. 

So from that broken splinter words and blood 
Together came: whereat, like one afraid, 

I let the tip fall and all silent stood. 

“If he, O wounded spirit,” my sage then said. 


and Corneto, a town close to Civitavec- 
chia, denote the northern and southern 
limits of the woody, swampy district 
known as Maremma. In Dante’s time 
it was covered with dense forest. 

10-12. The Harpies are voracious, 
filthy birds with maidens’ faces. On the 
Strophades Islands, off Messenia, where 


they dwelt, their foul presence re- 
peatedly interrupted the Trojans’ re- 
past; and finally one of them uttered 
so threatening a prophecy that the 
warriors hastily departed. 

19. “The terrible great sand”: the 
third ring, consisting of a waste of sand, 
upon which falls a rain of fire. 



Inferno • 625 


“Had but been able to believe before 
What he has seen but in my verse portrayed 
He would not have stretched hands to hurt so sore; 

But the incredible thing moved me to prove so 

To him what now I do myself deplore. 

But tell him who thou wast; so that thereof 
To make amends, he may thy fame renew, 

Where grace permits him to return, above.'' 

Then the trunk: “Thy sweet words so melt me through, 55 
My lips cannot keep silence; if to impart 
My tale I linger, may it not burden you. 

I am he who lield both keys of PVederick's heart 
And to their wards so softly did apply, 

Locking and then unlocking with such art, 60 

That few liad privacy of him as I. 

So loyal was I to the proud office, 

That sleep and pulses both were lost thereby, 
llic whore that at the house where Caesar is 


Will ever her adulterous glances aim, 65 

Man's common banc, of courts the special vice. 

The minds of all against me did inflame, 

And these, inflamed, inflamed my lord august 
I’ill my glad honours withered to sad shame. 

My soul into disdainful temper thrust, 70 

'I’ll inking by death to escape the world's disdain. 

Made me, the just, unto myself unjust. 

But by the fresh roots that this tree sustain 
I swear that never troth unto my lord. 

So worthy of honour, did I vow in vain. 75 

If either of you be to the world restored. 

Comfort my memory which still lies so low 
From the stroke dealt to it by Envy's sword." 

The poet waited; then: “Since he is slow 

Further to speak and thou the hour has got, 80 

Speak now and ask, if more thou wouldest know." 

Then I to him. “Demand thou of him what 


I’hou think'st will most my mind's desire appease. 
Such pity is in my heart, that I could not." 


48. “But in my verse . . i.e., in 

the story of Polydorus in Aencid III, 
2 2—43. 

58. “I am he . . Pier delle yigne, 
who entered the court of Frederick II 
as a notary, and so won the confidence 
and affection of the sovereign that for 
over twenty years he was entrusted 
with the most important affairs of the 
realm. In 1248, or 1249, he was 
accused and convicted of treason; his 


eyes were put out, and according to one 
account he was condemned by the 
Emperor to be led In derision, on an ass, 
from town to town. To escape dishonor, 
he killed himself by dashing his head 
against a wall. Pier, as Dante con- 
ceived him, is a magnanimous courtier, 
and most pathetic in his unshaken de- 
votion to the master who wronged him. 

64. “The whore” is Envy, and the 
house of Caesar is the Imperial court. 
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He resumed therefore: '‘So may this man ease, 85 

By doing of what thou dost entreat, thy pain, 

Now, O imprisoned spirit, may it please 
To tell us how the soul beeonies the grain 

Of this gnarled wood; tell us too, if thou may'st. 

Whether any from such limbs deliverance gain/' 90 

Then the trunk sighed out strongly until the blast 
Of breath became voice into language knit: 

"My answer into brief words shall be cast. 

When the fierce spirit doth the body quit 

From which it hath with violence broken out, 95 

Minos consigns it to the seventh pit. 

It falls into the wood, and there, without 
Place chosen for it but as fortune dole, 

Like any grain of spelt it comes to sprout. 

Shoots up to a sapling and a forest bole; too 

Then the Harpies feeding on its leaves, their nest. 

Make for it both pain and the pain's loop-hole 
We shall go seek our spoils out, like the rest. 

But not to be again in them arrayed; 

He earns not that who himself hath dispossessed. 105 

Hither shall we drag them through the grievous glade 
And on the boughs our bodies shall be strung, 

Each on the thorn-tree of its guilty shade." 

We still upon the voice attentive hung. 

Supposing it desired to tell us more, no 

When suddenly we heard a noise upsprung, 

Like one who hears the coming of the boar 
And hunt behind it on his place intrude. 

And hears the branches crash and beasts' uproar. 

And on the left hand lo! two spirits pursued, 115 

Naked and torn, who fled at speed so sick 
That all the ground with broken boughs they strewed. 

The foremost: "O come now. Death, O come quick!" 

And the other, finding feet too slow to escape: 

"Thy heels made no such answer to the prick, 120 

Lano, at Toppo jousts." And then, mayhap, 

Because the breath was failing in him, he 
Made of himself and of a bush one shape. 

Behind, the wood was full, from tree to tree, 

Of great black mastiffs, running with such gust 12s 

As greyhounds from their leashes slipping free. 

102. By breaking the leaves, they perished in the battle of Pieve del 
provide an outlet. Toppo. The speaker is Giacomo da Sant’ 

121. The spendthrift Lano of Siena Andrea. 
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Into him, as he crouched, their teeth they thrust 
And tore him all asunder, shred by shred, 

To carry his woeful limbs off as they lust. 

My Guide now took me by the hand and led 130 

My steps up to the bush, that vainly sighed 
Lamenting through its fractures as they bled. 

•‘O Giacomo da Sant' Andrea," it cried, 

“What blame have I of thy sins, or what good 
Get’st thou by coming in my screen to hide?" 13s 

The Master spoke, when by it now he stood: 

“Who wast thou who through all these wounds dost blow 
Thy sorrowful speech forth, mingled with thy blood?" 

And he to us: “Ye spirits that witness how 

J have been with so great ignominy torn 140 

That these my leaves arc severed from the bough, 

Gather them close about the bush forlorn! 

My city is that which changed its first patron 
To choose the Baptist; for which act of scorn 
He by his arts will ever make it groan; 145 

And were it not that Arno doth retain 
Upon her bridge some shadow of him in stone, 

Those citizens who the city built again 
On the ashes left by Attila's decree, 

Would have expended all their toil in vain. 150 

I made my gibbet of my own roof-tree." 


CANTO XV 

[Dante follows Virgil along one of the petrified high banks of the 
stream which crosses the sand; and as they go, they meet a troop 
of those who indulged unnatural lust (the “violent against na- 
ture"), and among them Dante recognizes Brunetto Latini, famous 
in Florence as a philosopher and man of learning and author of 
the Treasure, They greet each other affectionately; Brunetto speaks 
warmly of Dante’s merits, and severely of the ingratitude of 
Florence; Dante acknowledges in tender words all he owes to 
Brunetto and his writings. Among Brunetto's companions is a 


133. 'J'he soul in the bush, whose 
identity is uncertain, addresses the sec- 
ond of the two runners, a mad 
prodigal. 

143. “My city”: Florence, whose 
first patron, according to tradition, was 
Mars. The new patron was John the 
Baptist, whose image adorned the 
florin. The Florentines gave up martial 
valor for money making. 


147. “Some shadow of him . . 
an old stone statue, supposed to rep- 
resent the God of War, stood at the 
head of the Ponte Vecchio. 

149. It was believed that Attila, King 
of the Huns, had destroyed Florence. 

151. “Gibbet”: place of execution. 
Two of the earliest commentators say 
that this sinner hanged himself with a 
girdle in his house. 
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bishop transferred by Boniface VIII {servus servorum Dei was a 
style used by the Popes) from Florence to Vicenza: the first refer- 
ence in the poem to the great pope whom Dante detested.] 

Now one of the hard banks our footing bears, 

And the stream's smoke maketh a shadowy shield 
So that the fire both bank and water spares. 

As 'twixt Wissant and Bruges the Pdemings build, 

Dreading the tide that ever toward them pours, s 

Their rampart that compels the waves to yield. 

And as the Paduans do by Brenta's shores, 

Their villages and castles to make fast. 

Ere Chiarentana feels the sun's hot force, 

These dykes were fashioned of like mould and cast, xo 

Albeit the master, whoever it was that wrought, 

Had made them not so lofty nor so massed. 

Already wc were from the wood remote 

So far, that had my eyes turned baek thereto 
They could not have had power the place to note, 15 

When up to us now a band of spirits drew. 

Coming beside the bank; and scrutiny 
Each made of us, as men arc wont to do 
At dusk, when a new moon is in the sky; 

And at us, puckering their brows, they pried » 

Like an old tailor at his needle's eye. 

As thus by all that company wc were eyed, 

One of them recognized me, and by the skirt 
Caught hold of me, and what marvel!" cried. 

Soon as he touched me, I could no more avert as 

Mine eyes, but on his visage scorched and sere 
Fixt them, until beneath the mask of hurt 
Did the remembered lineaments appear. 

And to his face my hand inclining down. 

I answered, "Ser Brunetto, are you here?" 30 

And he: “May it not displease thee, O my son. 

If Brunetto Latini turn with thee 
A little back, and let his troop go on." 

I said: “That same thing most contenteth me. 

And if that I sit with you, you prefer, 3S 

So will I do, if he I am with agree." 

‘*0 my son," said he, '‘of this herd, whoe'er 
One instant stops, an hundred years must lie 
Helpless against the fire a hand to stir; 

7 . The “Brenta” is a stream in north- 9. “Chiarentana": a mountainous re- 
eastern Italy. gion north of the Brenta. Its melting 

snows swell the river. 
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Therefore go on, while at thy skirts go I 40 

And then rejoin my comrades in lament, 

Who as they go, their loss eternal sigh/' 

I dared not from the road make the descent 
To go level with him; but bowed my head 
Like one who walkcth inly reverent. 45 

lie began now; ''What fate or fortune led 
Thee down into this place, ere thy last day? 

Who is it that thy steps hath piloted?’' 

''Above there in the clear world on my way," 

I answered him, "lost in a vale of gloom, 50 

Before my age was full, I went astray. 

But yester morn I turned my back therefrom. 

As I re-entered it, he came from far. 

And by this same path he shall guide me home." 

And he to me: "If thou follow thy star, ss 

Thou’lt fail not glorious harbour at the end. 

If in tile beautiful life I did not err. 

And had Fate ehosen my own years to extend. 

Seeing Heaven did on thee so benignly look, 

I had been with thee to hearten and befriend. 60 

But tliat ungrateful, that malignant folk : 

Who came of old down from Fiesolc, , 

And still smaek of the mountain and the roek, 

Will for thy good deeds turn thine enemy. 

And there is eause; among the acid sloes 65 

111 fits that sweet figs fruit upon the tree. 

Old fame on earth proclaims them envious, 

Arrogant, blind of eye and greedy of throat. 

Wipe thyself clean of all such ways as these. 

Thy fortune keeps thee for such honoured note 70 

iliat either side will hunger in pursuit 
Of thee; but far shall grass be from the goat. 

Let them their own selves tear in pieces, brute 
Beasts of Ficsole, and not impede 

If 'mid their rankness any scion shoot 75 

In which reviveth still the sacred seed 
Of those true Romans who incorrupt remained 
When grew that nest of malice and of greed." 

"Could all of my desire have been attained," 


53. “He came . . Dante avoids 
mentioning Virgil by name in Hell. 

61. “That malignant folk”: the Flor- 
entines. 

62. “Fiesole” is at the top of a steep 
hill near Florence. Catiline, driven from 
Rome, took refuge there with his 


followers. When the place was finally 
taken, tradition has it that the sur- 
viving inhabitants, combining with a 
Romnn colony, founded Florence. 

77-78. Dante believed that his own 
family belonged to the old Roman stock 
of Florence. 
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I answered him, ‘'not yet from the estate So 

Of our humanity had you been banned. 

Still in my heart stays, memory’s dear inmate, 

Tlie fatherly kind image, paining now, 

Of you, when in the world, early and late. 

You taught me how man may eternal grow. 8s 

And whilst I breathe the air, it is most right 
My grateful tongue deelare all that I owe. 

What of my course you tell that I do write 
And keep for a Lady with another text 
For her wise comment, if I of her win sight. 90 

Of this much would I have you disperplext. 

I am prepared, so conscience not upbraid, 

For Fortune, whatsoe’er she purpose next. 

Not new to these cars is such boding made. 

Therefore let Fortune turn her wheel to accord os 

With her own pleasure, and the boor his spade.'* 

Then over his right shoulder turned my Lord 
Backward and looked at me, and spoke anon: 

“He listens well who noteth well the word.” 

None the less I continue speaking on joo 

With Sir Brunetto, and I ask him who 
Of his companions highest note have won. 

And he to me; ''Of some ’tis well to know: 

But of the rest ’twcrc better naught be said; 

So much talk, this short time, wc must forgo. J05 

Know then in brief, all these were scholars bred 
And clerks, and upon earth great fame they knew. 

And all by the same soilurc forfeited. 

Priscian goeth among that sorry crew 

And Francesco d’Accorso; and didst thou crave no 

Such scurf, thou mightest have seen and spoken to 
Him who from Arno to Bacchiglion’s wave 
By the servant of God’s servants was transferred, 

And there his sinfully spent nerves outgave. 

I would say more, but must not be deferred ns 

My going, and speech must end now; for I see 
Smoke of new dust there from the sand upstirred. 

People are coming with whom I may not be. 

But let my Treasure (and I ask no more), 


95-96. Let fate and men pursue their 
thoughtless course: this sounds like a 
proverbial phrase. 

97. “My Lord’*: Virgil. 

109*-! 10. “Priscian”: the great Latin 
grammarian of the sixth century. 
“Francesco d’Accorso”: a renown^ 


jurist, lived in Bologna and in England, 
in the thirteenth century. 

112. He “who from Arno” is, is 
Andrea di Mozzi, a bishop removed in 
1295 by Boniface VIII. 

119. My “Treasure”: Brunetto La- 
tini’s main work. 
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Wherein I live still, be commended thee/' 120 

He turned, and seemed like, in the field before 
Verona, one of those who run the race 
For the green cloth; so seemed he running, nor 
Seemed in the loser's but the winner's place. 


CANTO XXVI 

[Dante addresses his native city in shame. He had recognized five 
Florentines of noble family among the Thieves. Virgil leads him up 
the rugged path to the next chasm, the eighth, where arc the Evil 
Counsellors, whose theft is spiritual, each imprisoned in a burning 
flame. One of the flames has a double tip and conceals the spirits 
of Ulysses and Diomed. Virgil asks one of them to speak; and 
Ulysses tells of his last voyage into the unknown ocean below the 
Equator and shipwreck near the Mount of Purgatory. This story 
does not agree with the Odyssey and is thought to be Dante's inven- 
tion. (It suggested Tennyson's poem.)] 


Florence, exult that thou hast grown so great 
Tliat thy wings beat the seas and lands around 
And wide thy name is spread within Hell's Gate! 
Among the Thieves five of such note I found 
Thy citizens, whence shame eomes to my cheek, 
Nor to thine honour doth it much redound. 

But if the truth in dream of morning speak, 

Thou shalt in short time feel what upon thee 
Prato, and others also, thirst to wreak. 

If it were now, not too soon would it be! 

Sinec come it must, I would that come it were, 

F or, with each year, heavier it is for me. 

Thence we departed; and by that same stair 
Which served for our dcseent, of ledges frayed, 

My Guide elimbed back, and me with him up-bare. 
And as our solitary way we made 

Among the juts and splinters of the scarp. 

The foot sped not without the hand to aid. 

Then did I grieve, and grief returneth sharp, 

Seeing what I saw in memory, and I rein 
More than of wont my genius, lest it warp 
And run where Virtue is not to eonstrain. 


123. In the annual games held in 
Verona in the thirteenth century the 
first prize in the foot-race was a green 
cloth. 

7. It was a popular belief that 


dreams occurring just before dawn 
would come true. 

9. “Prato” is a little town near 
Florence: thou shalt feel the grief which 
even thy nearest neighbors wish thee. 
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So that if good star or aught better still 
Enrich me, I may not grudge myself the gain. 

Like fire-flies that the peasant on the hill, 25 

Reposing in that season, when he who shines 
To light our world his face doth least conceal, 

At that hour when the fly to gnat resigns, 

Secs glimmering down along the valley broad, 

There where, perhaps, he ploughs or tends the vines, 30 
So numerous the flames in the Eighth Chasm glowed 
Down all its depth, laid open to mine eyes 
Soon as I came to where the bottom showed. 

As he who avenged him by the bears saw rise 

The fiery chariot that Elijah bore 35 

With horses mounting straight into the skies, 

For follow it with his eyes he could not more 
Than to behold only the flame serene 
Like to a little cloud above him soar; 

Thus moved along the throat of that ravine 40 

Each flame, for what it stole it doth not show. 

And within each a sinner is, unseen. 

I stood upon the bridge, rising tip-toe. 

Had I not caught a rock and on it leant 
I should have fallen, without thrust or blow. 45 

The Guide, who saw me gazing thus attent, 

Said: ''Within these fires arc the spirits confined. 

Burned by the shroud within which they arc pent.'' 

"Master," I answered, "this had I divined 

Myself already, which thou makest plain. 50 

And cv’n now was the question in my mind: 

Who is in that fire which comes so torn in twain 
As if it rose above the pyre that bare 
Eteoclcs beside his brother slain?" 

He answered me: "Ulysses suffers there ss 

And Diomed; as they braved Heaven's wrath before 
Together, now its vengeance must they share. 

Within their flame tormented, they deplore 
The Horse and its deceiving ambuscade 


23. “Aught better” is divine grace. 

25. In this pretty simile of the fire- 
flies, the season which is indicated (lines 
26-27) is the summer solstice, the hour 
(line 28) is dusk. 

34. “He who . . Elisha (2 Kings 
2:23-24). 

54. Etcocles and Polynices, the rival 
sons of Oedipus, contending for the 
possession of Thebes, killed each other. 
When their bodies were burned on the 
same pyre, the flames divided into two 


peaks. 

55-60. Ulysses and Diomed, two of 
the leading heroes of the Trojan war, 
go together in their punishment, as they 
went together to expose themselves to 
divine wrath. — “The Horse . . the 
wooden horse full of Greek warriors, 
which the Trojans were persuaded to 
take into the city. By this means Troy 
was destroyed, and Aeneas and his 
followers, who afterwards founded the 
Roman stock, had to flee. 
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Which opened for Rome’s gentle seed the door. 6o 

And they lament the guile, whereby the shade 
Of Dcidamia for Achilles rues; 

And for Palladium stolen are they paid.” 

'‘If they within those sparks a voice can use, 

Master,” I said, “I pray thee of thy grace — 6s 

A prayer that strongly as a thousand sues — 

Forbid me not to tarry in this place 
Until the horned flame blow hitherward: 


See, toward it how the longing bends my face.” 

And he to me: “The thing thou hast implored 70 

Dcserveth praise: and for that cause thy need 
Is answered: yet refrain thy tongue from word. 

Leave me to speak, for well thy wish I read. 

But they, since they were Greeks, might turn aside, 

It may be, and thy voice disdain to heed.” 75 

After the fire had come, where to my Guide 

Time and the place seemed fit, I heard him frame 
His speech upon this manner, as lie cried: 

“O ye who are two within a single flame. 

If, while I lived, merit of you I won, 80 

If merit, much or little, had my name, 

When the great verse I made beneath the sun, 

Move not, but let the one of you be heard 
Tell where he went to perish, being undone.” 

1'hc greater horn of the ancient flame was stirred 85 

To shudder and make a murmur, like a fire 


When in the wind it struggles and is blurred, 
Tlicn tossed upon a flickering crest yet higher. 
As it had been a tongue that spoke, it cast 
A voice forth from the strength of its desire, 
Saying: “When I from Circe broke at last. 

Who more than a year by Gacta (before 
Aeneas had so named it) held me fast. 

Not sweet son, nor revered old father, nor 


The long-due love which was to have made glad 
Penelope for all the pain she bore. 

Could conquer the inward hunger that I had 


62. Thetis, to save her son Achilles 
from the war, disguised him as a girl 
and entrusted him to King Lycomcdcs 
of Scyros; there he won the love of the 
king’s daughter Deidamia, and prom- 
ised that he would be true to her. 
Discovered by Ulysses and Diomed, he 
departed with them to the war, and for- 
got his promise. 

63. Ulysses and Diomed stole the 
Palladium, an image of Pallas, on 


which the fate of Troy depended. 

80. Virgil assumes that he has im- 
mortalized Ulysses and Diomed in his 
Acneid. 

91. Circe, daughter of the sun, was 
a sorceress who turned men into beasts. 
Ulv««ies visited her and compelled her 
to restore her victims to human form. 

92. Aeneas named the place in mem- 
ory of his nurse CaieU, who had died 
there. 
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To master earth's experience, and to attain 
Knowledge of man's mind, both the good and bad. 

But I put out on the deep, open main loo 

With one ship only, and with that little band 
Which chose not to desert me; far as Spain, 

Far as Morocco, either shore I scanned. 

Sardinia's isle I coasted, steering true. 

And the isles of which that water bathes the strand. 105 

I and my crew were old and stiff of thew 
When, at the narrow strait, we could discern 
The boundaries that Hercules set far in view 
That none should dare beyond, or further learn. 

Already I liad Sevilla on the right, no 

And on the larboard Ceuta lay astern. 

‘Brothers,' I said, ‘who manfully, despite 

Ten thousand perils, have attained the West, 

In the brief vigil that remains of light 
To feci in, stoop not to renounce the quest ns 

Of what may in the sun's path be essayed, 

The world that never mankind hath possessed. 

Think on tlie seed ye spring from! Ye were made 
Not to live life of brute beasts of the field 
But follow virtue and knowledge unafraid. 120 

With such few words their spirit so I steel'd. 

That I thereafter scarce could have contained 
My comrades from the voyage, had I willed. 

And, our poop turned to where the Morning reigned, 

We made, for the mad flight, wings of our oars, 125 

And on the left continually we gained. 

By now the Night beheld within her course 
All stars of the other pole, and ours so low, 

It was not lifted from the ocean-floors. 

Five times the light had been rekindled slow 130 

Beneath the moon, and quenched as oft, sinee we 
Broached the high venture we were plighted to. 

When there arose a mountain in the sea, 

Dimm'd by the distance: loftier than aught 
That ever I beheld, it seemed to be. 135 

Then we rejoiced; but soon to grief were brought. 


108. “The boundaries”: the pillars of 
Hercules, on either side of the Strait of 
Gibraltar, 

124. They turn their stern to the 
morning and sail forth, constantly gain- 
ing on the left; that is, their course is 
not due west, but southwest. 


128. “Ours”: our northern pole; when 
they pass the equator, the North Star 
sinks below the sea level. 

130. “Five times . . they have 
sailed five months. 

133. Doubtless the mountain of Pur- 
gatory, directly opposite Jerusalem, in 
the middle of the Hemisphere of Water. 
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A storm came out of the strange land, and found 
The ship, and violently the forepart caught. 

Three times it made her to spin round and round 

With all the waves; and, as Another chose, 140 

The fourth time, heaved the poop up, the prow drowned, 

Till over us we heard the waters close/' 

CANTO XXVII 

[Another flame appears, and a voice from it asks for news of 
Romagna, and Dante tells of its condition. The name of this spirit 
is not given, but he is Guido da Montcfcltro, a distinguished Gliibel- 
line. He tells how he was persuaded by Pope Boniface VIII to give 
fraudulent counsel, "llic poets then pass to the next chasm.] 

Quieted now, the flame rose all upright. 

Having no more to speak, and with the accord 
Of the sweet poet was moving from our sight 
When another, that came on behind it, toward 

Its summit caused us to direct our eyes 5 

Because of the wild sound that from it roared. 

As the Sicilian bull, that w'ith the cries 
Of him (and it was justice) bellowed first 
Who with his file had sliaped it in that guise. 

Kept bellowing as the sufferer's voice outburst, 10 

So that although it was of brass compact 
'I’hc metal seemed with agony transpierced; 

Thus from the fire at first, since a way lacked 
For issue, the despairing words up-cast 
Were changed into its language by the tract; 15 

But after they had found their road at last 
Up to the tip, imparting to the flame 
The trembling the tongue gave them as they passed. 

We heard it say: “O thou at whom I aim 

My voice, who used'st speech of Lombardy 20 

Saying, ‘Now go, no more of thee I claim,' 

Ihough over-tardy I have come, maybe. 

Speak with me, so it not irk thee and if thou wilt: 

Thou scest, although I burn, it irks not me. 

If into this blind world thou art but now spilt 25 

From that sweet Latin country whence I bore 
Hither the entire burden of my guilt, 

Tell me if Romagna now have p>eace or war; 

7. The brazen Sicilian bull, made for it fir^t on its maker, Perillus. 

Phalaris, tyrant of Agrigentum, was so 28. Romagna is the region lying be- 
constructed that the shrieks of victims tween the Po, the Apennines, the 
burned within it sounded like the Adriatic, and the Reno, 
bellowing of a real beast. Phalaris tried 
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For I was of the mountains there, between 
Urbino and where the springs of Tiber pour.** 3o 

Still all attentive downward did I lean. 

When soft my Leader touched me on the side 
Saying, ‘'Speak thou; a Latin this has been.” 

To him without ado then I replied, 

Having no need my answer to prepare: 35 

“O spirit that there enshrouded dost abide, 

Not now is thy Romagna, and was not e’er, 

Without war in her tyrants’ hearts; but blood 
Of battle in open field I left not there. 

Ravenna stands as long years it hath stood, 40 

Where covering Cervia with vans outspread 
Polenta’s Eagle over it doth brood. 

The city that of the French made slaughter red 
And ere that proved its fortitude so long, 

Under the Green Paws hides once more its head. 45 

The old mastiff of Verrucchio and the young. 

Who brought Montagna into such evil state, 

After their wont still tear where they have clung. 

Guideth Lamone’s and Santerno’s fate 

The young Lion of the Wliite lair, changing side 50 

Winter and summer, with the seasons' date. 

And that city the Savio flows beside, 

Even as it lies between the hill and plain. 

Tyranny and freedom do its life divide. 

Now who thou art declare to us, nor refrain ss 

In hardness more than others have been hard. 

So may thy name on earth its front maintain.” 

When for awhile the flame had shrilled and roared 
After its manner, the sharp tip it swayed 
'This way and that, and then his breath outpoured: 60 

“If I believed that my reply were made 
To one who could revisit earth, this flame 
Would be at rest, and its commotion laid. 

But seeing that alive none ever came 

Back from this pit, if it be truth I hear, 6s 


30. The county of Montefeltro lies 
between Urbino and the Tuscan Apen- 
nines. 

41-42. Cervia, a town near Ravenna, 
was subject to the Polenta family, 
whose arms contained an eagle. 

43. *‘The city”; Forli, whose in- 
habitants, in 1282, had defeated their 
French besiegers with great slaughter. 
In 1300 it was ruled by the Ordelaffi, 
who had in their arms a lion with green 
claws. 


46-47. The “old mastiff” is Mal- 
atesta da Verrucchio, lord of Rimini; 
the “young mastiff” is his son Malates- 
tino. In 1296 they defeated the Ghibel- 
line forces of Rimini, and murdered 
their leader Montagna. 

49. Faenza, on the Lamone, and 
Imola, near the Santerno, were ruled by 
Maghinardo da Susinana, whose banner 
bore a blue lion on a white field. 

52. “That city” is Cesena. 
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I answer without dread of injured fame. 

I was a man of arms, then Cordelier, 

Hoping, so girdled, in my ways to amend; 

And certainly that hope had come entire 
But for the Great Priest, whom may ill attend, 70 

Who brought me back into my sins of old. 

And how and why Fll have thee comprehend. 

Whilst I was bones and pulp and in the mould 
My mother made for me, my deeds were those 
Of the sly fox, not of the lion bold. 75 

All cunning stratagems and words that gloze 
I knew, and mastered the uses of deceit 
So that to earth’s end rumor of it goes. 

When at the age which coimselleth retreat 

I saw me arrived, the which should all constrain 80 

To strike the sail, and gather in the sheet, 

That which before had pleased me now was pain. 

And from the world a penitent I withdrew. 

Ah, miserable! it should have been my gain. 

The prince of the new Pharisees, who knew 8s 

I low to wage war beside the Latcran 
And not with Saracen and not with Jew— 

(For each one of his foes was Christian^ 

And none to conquer Acre’s fort had' gone 
Nor trafficked in the land of the Soldin ) 90 

Regarding neither the office of his throne 
Nor the Holy Orders, nor in me that cord 
Which used to make lean those that girt it on, 

As on Soracte Constantine implored 

Sylvester’s art his leprosy to heal — 95 

So for my mastery me this man conjured 
To cure his prideful fever, and made appeal 
lb me for counsel: and I kept me mute. 

For like a drunkard seemed his words to reel. 

And then he spoke: 'Let not thy heart misdoubt; ,00 

Here I absolve thee. Now instruct me how I 
May Palestrina from the earth uproot. 

Heaven, as thou knowest, I have authority 
To unlock the lock: for double is the key, 

67. “Cordelier”: a Franciscan friar. demolished. 

70. “The Great Priest” is Pope 89. No one of them had been a 
Boniface VIII. renegade to help the Saracens take Acre 

85. Boniface VIII was waging war at in 1291. 
home, close to his Lateran palace, with ‘^r. Pope Sylvester I, who had taken 
the Colonna family, who had en- refuge on Mt. Soracte, near Rome, was 

trenched themselves in their stronghold sought out, according to the legend, to 
of Palestrina. This city was surrendered cure the Emperor Constantine of lep- 
lo Boniface on false promises, and then rosy; this he did by baptism. 
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Which he who came before me prized not high/ 105 

Then that strong argument enforcing me 
1 o think silence the worst counsel of all, 

I said, 'Since, Father, I am cleansed by thee 
Of that guilt into which I now must fall, 

Wouldst thou in the high seat hold triumphant head, no 
Make large thy promise, its fulfilment small/ 

Francis came afterwards, when I was dead, 

To take me; and one of the Black Cherubim 
Denied him: 'Thou wilt do me wrong,' he said. 

'Among my minions must I carry him ns 

Because he gave the treacherous advice. 

Since when by the hair I have held him, every limb. 

For the unrepentant unabsolv^d dies. 

Nor can a soul repent and will the sin 

At once, in this a contradiction lies.' 120 

0 wretched me! How startled was I then, 

When seizing me he said: 'Tliou thoiightcst not, 

May be, that I had a logician been!' 

To Minos then he bore me; he straightway got 

Ilis tail eight times around his horny side 125 

And biting on it then with anger hot, 

'To the thievish fire this sinner goes,' he cried. 

I’hcrcforc I, where thou seest me, am borne 
Lost in this swathing, and in grief abide." 

When he had ended thus his words forlorn, ijo 

The flame departed sorrowing, all frayed 
With struggle and tossing upward its sharp horn. 

1 and my Guide with me passed on, and made 

Along the cliff to the other arch up-built 
Over the fosse in which their fee is paid 13s 

To those who, sowing discord, harvest guilt 


CANTO xxxn 

[The Ninth Circle is formed by the frozen waters of Cocytus, 
into which all the rivers of Hell descend. It is divided into four 
concentric rings. The outermost is called Caina, from Cain who 
killed his brother, and contains those who have done violence to 
their own kin. The second is called Antenora, from Antenor the 
Trojan, and contains those who, like him, betrayed their country. 

105. "He who came before me . . though absolved by a Pope, Guido had 

Celestine V, who renounced the papacy. not genuinely repented of his last mis- 

111-120. St. Francis of Assisi came deed, and therefore the absolution was 

to claim the departing spirit; but invalid. 
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The other two are called Ptolomea and Giudecca. In Caina Dante 
finds the two sons of Alberto degli Alberti frozen into the ice: tliey 
had killed each other. Dante learns who they are from Cainicion 
de’ Pazzi. Moving into Antenora — for there is no material division 
between the rings of this circle — he strikes his foot against the head 
of Bocca degh Abbati, the traitor on the Florentine side at the battle 
of Montaperti; Bocca refuses to tell his name, though Dante dis- 
covers it, but is eager to tell of other traitors. Passing on, Dante 
secs two sinners frozen in one hole, one of whom gnaws the head 
of the other.] 


If I had rhymes to rasp and words to grate 
Congenial with the gninness of the pit 
Whereon all the other scarps collect their weight, 

I should crush out the juice of my conceit 
More fully; but not having them, I fall 
Into fear, being constrained to tell of it. 

For to portray the bottom and core of all 
Tlic world is no feat to essay in sport, 

No, nor for tongues that Mamma, Pappa, call. 
But may those Ladies now my verse support 
'riirough whom Thebes rose up to Araphion's note 
So that my words may not the truth distort. 

0 rabble above all others misbegot. 

Who arc in the place to speak of which is hard, 
Better on earth ye were born sheep or goat! 

When wc were down within the well's dark ward 
Under the Giant’s feet, and yet more low, 

And still on the high wall was my regard, 

1 heard a voice say: “Look how thou dost go! 

Beware that thy feet spurn not as they pass 
The heads of thy sad brethren worn with woc.^ 
Whereat I turned, and saw a great morass 
Before me and beneath, whose icy flood 
Had likeness not of water but of glass. 

Never in Austria did Danube broad 

Darken his wintry stream with veil so thick, 

Nor Don afar beneath the freezing cloud. 

As there was here: for even were Tambernic 
Or Pietrapana down upon it shot. 

It would not, ev’n at the edge, have given a creak. 


9, Not fit for a childish tongue. 

10. “Ladies”: the Muses, thanks to 
whom Amphion’s lyre charmed the rocks 
to move and form the walls of Thebes. 

21. The “sad brethren” who thus ad- 


dress Dante from the ice, are the 
counts of Mangona. 

28-29. “Tambernic” is an unidenti- 
fied mountain, “Pietrapana” is a moun- 
tain in the Apennines. 
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Like, when the peasant-woman dreams of what 
She’ll glean afield, the frogs that, every one 
With muzzle out of water, croaking squat, 

So livid, up to where men’s shame is shown, 

Tlic desolate shades were in the ice confined, 35 

Setting their teeth to the stork’s chattering tune. 

Each of them downward held his face inclined. 

And by the mouth their bitter cold was seen 
And by the eyes the torment of their mind. 

When I had looked awhile upon that scene, 40 

I turned, and at my feet saw two closc-prcst 
So that their hair commingled in between. 

“Tell me, ye who are crushed so, breast to breast,’' 

Said I, “who arc ye?” And back their necks they bent, 

And when to me their gaze they had addressed, 45 

I'hcir eyes, before moist but with tears unspent, 

Brimmed at the lids, and what between them welled 
Gushed down over the lids and what forth welled 
Log to log clarnping-iron never held 

So firmly; wherefore with their heads they sparred, 50 
Butting like goats, such rage within them swelled. 

And one who had both ears by cold quite marred, 

With brow still bent, said: “Why with scrutiny 
As in a glass look'st thou on us so hard? 

If thou desire to learn who these two be, 55 

The vale wherefrom Bisenzo’s waters flow 
They and their father Albert held in fee. 

They issued from one body: Caina through 

I’hou well may’st search and nc^'cr find a shade 
More worthy to be stuck in the icy glue; 

Not him whose breast and shadow by the blade 
In Arthur’s hand were cloven at one blow; 

Not Focaccia; nor him who with his head 
So blacks my sight, it can no further go. 

And Sassol Mascheroni had for name: 65 

If thou be Tuscan, him wilt thou well know. 

And lest thou tease me further speech to frame, 

Know that Camicion de’ Pazzi I was, 

56. The ^‘Bisenzo” is a little stream 63. “Focaccia’’ de’ Cancellieri, of 

that runs near Prato. Pistola, killed one of his relatives in a 

57. Alberto, count of Mangona. His tailor’s shop. 

sons quarrelled over their inheritance 65. “Sassol Mascheroni” murdered a 
and killed each other. nephew to secure his inheritance. 

61. “Him whose breast . . Mor- 68-69. Of Camicion de’ Pazzi noth- 
dred, the treacherous nephew of King ing certain is known. He is said to 
Arthur, who was pierced by such a blow have treacherously slain a kinsman 
from him that, when the weapon was named Ubertino. “Carlino” de’ Pazzi 
pulled out, a ray of sunlight traversed is still alive; he was to commit his great 
his body. crime in 1302, when he was bribed to 
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And wait for Carlin to excuse my shame/’ 

Then saw I countless visages, alas! 70 

Purpled with cold, that made me shudder, and still 
The shudder comes when frozen pools I pass. 

As we were going toward the middle still 
Where the universe concentres all its weight 
And I was trembling in the eternal chill, 75 

Whether it was by will or chance or fate 
I know not, but as ’mid the heads I went 
Hard against one my stumbling foot I set. 

'‘Why dost thou trample me?” it made lament; 

'If thou com'st not the vengeance to increase 80 

I'or Montaperti, why, then, me torment?” 

And I: “Wait, Master, here, that he may ease 
My mind of a certain doubt that I have had. 

'flicn will I haste as much as thou dost please.” 

The Leader stood: then spoke I to that shade 
Wlio still kept bitterly blaspheming there, 

“What art thou, who dost others so upbraid?” 

“Who art thou, who dost through Antetjora dare 
Come smiting others,” said he, “on the cheek? 

Wert thou alive, it were too much to bear.” 

“Alive I am,” replied I, “and if thou seek 
kaine, it may profit that thy name bfe writ 
Among the other names whereof I speak.” 

And he: “My craving is quite opposite. 

Take thyself off; vex me no more; be sped. 

’lb flatter on this slope thou hast small wit.” 

Then seizing him by the hair behind, I said: 

“Needs must I have thy name from thine own lip 
Or not a hair remains upon thy head.” 

Whence he to me: “’Phough all my scalp thou strip, 
ril tell not who I am; I will resist. 

Though over me a thousand times thou trip.” 

Already I had his hair twined in my fist, 

And more than one tuft had I plucked away, 

The while he howled, nor would his face up-twist. 

When another cried: “What ails thee, Bocca, say! 

Is it not enough to chatter with thy jaws? 

Must thou howl too? What fiend has thee for prey?” 
“Speak not now,” said I, “there’s no longer cause; 

For to thy shame, accursed traitor thou! no 

surrender to the Florentine Blacks the tht disastrous defeat of the Florentine 
castle of Pietravigne. Guclfs in 1260 by the Sienese Ghibel> 

81. The mention of Montaperti lines. The rout was attributed to the 
arouses Dante’s suspicions. This was traitor Bocca degli Abati (see line 106). 


85 


95 
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ril tell the truth of what thy treachery was.” 

“Away!'' he answered. “Blab, I care not how. 

But if thou get hence, let the tale be told 
Of him who had his tongue so prompt but now. 

Here in his place he rues the Frenchman's gold. ns 

Thou canst say: Tlim of Duera I espied, 

Tliere where the sinners ache amid the cold.’ 

Shouldst thou be questioned who was there beside, 

'rhou hast at hand the Beccheria here 
Who, with his gorget slit by Florence, died . 120 

Farther on, I think, is Gianni dc' Soldanier, 

Ganclon, and Tebaldcllo, who made the trap, 

Opening Faenza when all slept in her." 

We had left him now behind, when in one gap 

Frozen together two so close I saw 125 

That the one head to the other was a cap. 

And as upon a crust a famished jaw, 

So the uppermost, there where the brain joins with 
'Hie nape, did eagerly the other gnaw. 

Not otherwise did frenzied teeth 1^0 

Upon the brows of Menalippus feed 
Than he upon the skull and parts beneath. 

“O thou who showest by such bestial deed 
Thy hatred upon him thou dost devour, 

Tell me why," said I, — “but be this agreed 135 

That, if with reason thou complain so sore, 

I, knowing who ye are and what his crime, 

May yet on earth above repay thy score, 

So my tongue be not withered ere the time." 

CANTO XXXIII 

[The two sinners are Count Ugolino and the Archbishop of Pisa, 
both traitors. Ugolino, having the chief power in Pisa, where he 
was head of the Guelfs, allied himself with the Archbishop, the 
leader of the Ghibellines, in order to get rid of his nephew; then the 
Archbishop turned against him and had him and his four sons im- 
prisoned in a tower and starved to death, as Ugolino now describes 

116. Buoso da Duera of Cremona, 122. “Ganelon” is the famous traitor 
being bribed by the French, allowed, to Charlemagne, at Roncesvalles. The 

in 1265, the army of Charles of Anjou, Ghibelline Tebaldello surrendered to 

to pass by the Ghibelline forces. the Bolognese Guelfs his own city of 

il9. Tesauro dei Beccheria of Pavia Faenza. 
was beheaded by the Guelfs of Florence 130. Tydeus, one of the seven kings 
for conducting secret negotiations with who attacked Thebes, was mortally 

the Ghibelline exiles. wounded by Menalippus, whom he suc- 

121. “Gianni de* Soldanier,” in 1266, ceeded in killing. Before dying, he 

headed a mob against bis Ghibelline called for the head of his opponent, and 

associates. gnawed it fiercely. 
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to Dante. After an outburst of bitter indignation against Pisa, Dante 
passes on with Virgil to the third ring, the Ptolomca, so called from 
Ptolemy, whose treacherous act of murder is told in the Book of 
Maccabees. Here they find Friar Alberic, who invited his brother 
and nephew to a feast and then had them killed, the signal to the 
murderers being ‘'Bring in the fruit/' He explains the peculiar 
privilege of Ptolomea, that sometimes a man is brought there still 
alive, leaving a demon in his body on earth. This is the ease with 
him and with Branca d’Oria, who had his father-in-law, Michel 
Zanche murdered.] 

That sinner raised up from the brute repast 
His mouth, wiping it on the hairs left few 
About the head he had all behind made waste. 

Then he began: “lliou wiliest that I renew 

Desperate grief, that wrings my very heart 5 

Even at the thought, before I tell it you. 

But if my words prove seed for fruit to start 
Of infamy for the traitor I gnaw now 
Thou shalt hear words that with my weeping smart. 

Albeit I know not who thou art, nor how lo 

Thou hast descended hither, Florentine, 

Unless thy speech deceive me, sccmcst 'thou. 

Know then that I was the Count Ugolin, 

And this man Roger, the Archbishop: why 
I neighbour him so close, shall now be seen, 15 

That by the malice of his plotting I, 

Trusting in him, was seized by trcacher}% 

Needs not to tell, nor that I came to die. 

But what hath not yet been reported thee, 

How cruel was that dying, hear, and then 20 

Judge with what injury he hath injured me. 

TTie narrow slit within the prison-pen 

Tliat has from me the name of Famine's Tower 
(And it must yet imprison other men) 

Had sliown me through its chink the beam of more 2s 

Than one moon, when the dream of evil taste 
For me the curtain of the future tore. 

Tin’s man appeared as master and lord who chased 
Tlic wolf, and the wolf-cubs over the mount 
That lets not Pisan eyes on Lucca rest. 30 

26. Just before dawn of the day when have ominous dreams, but of a more 
the door was to be nailed up, Ugolino character. 

has an allegorical dream; from lines 28. “This man”: Archbishop Rug- 
38-39 we learn that his companions gieri. 



644 • Dante Alighieri 

Hounds, trained and lean and eager, led the hunt 
Where with Gualandi and Sismondi went 
Lanfranchi; these he had posted in the front. 

Full soon it seemed both sire and sons were spent; 

And in my vision the strained flanks grew red 35 

Wliere by the tearing teeth the flesh was rent. 

When I awoke before the dawn, in dread, 

I heard my children crying in their sleep, 

Them who were with me, and they cried for bread. 

Cruel art thou if thou from tears canst keep 41J 

To think of what my heart misgave in fear. 

If thou weep not, at what then eanst thou weep? 

By now they were awake, and the hour drew near 
Wlicn food should be set by us on the floor. 

Still in the trouble of our dreams we were: 45 

And down in the horrible tower I heard the door 
Nailed up. Without a word I looked anew 
Into my sons’ faces, all the four. 

I wept not, so to stone within I grew. 

They wept; and one, my little Anselm, cried: 50 

'You look so, Father, what has come on you?^ 

But I shed not a tear, neither replied 

All that day nor the next night, until dawn 
Of a new day over the world rose wide. 

A little of light crept in upon the stone ss 

Of that dungeon of woe; and I saw there 
On those four faces the aspect of my own. 

I bit upon both hands in my despair; 

And they supposing it was in the access 

Of hunger, rose up with a sudden prayer, 60 

And said: 'O Father, it will hurt much less 
If you of us cat: take what once you gave 
To clothe us, this flesh of our wretchedness.' 

Then, not to make them sadder, I made me brave 

That day and the one after we were dumb. 65 

Hard earth, couldst thou not open for our grave? 

But when to the fourth morning we were come, 

Gaddo at my feet stretched himself with a cry: 

'Father, why won’t you help me?’ and lay numb 

And there died. Ev’n as thou seest me, saw I, 70 

One after the other, the three fall: they drew, 

Between the fifth and sixth day, their last sigh. 

I, blind now, groping arms about them threw, 

32~53. Gualandi, Sismondi and Lan- Gbibellines; in the dream they figure 
franchi are the leaders of the Pisan as huntsmen. 
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And still called on them that were two days gone. 

Then fasting did what anguish could not do/' 75 

He ceased, and twisting round his eyes, thereon 
Seized again on the lamentable skull 
With teeth strong as a dog's upon the bone. 

Ah, Pisa! thou offence to the whole people 

Of the fair land where sound is heard of SI, 8o 

Since vengeance in thy neighbours' hands is dull, 

Caprara and Gorgona shifted be 

Into Arno’s mouth, and Arno back be rolled, 

'Fliat every living soul be drowned in thee! 

For if Count Ugolin by treachery sold 85 

Thy forts, it was not cause thou shouldst torment 
Ilis little sons, whatever of him was told. 

Their youth, O thou new 'I'licbes, made innocent 
Uguiccionc and Brigata, and those 
Two others named already in that lament. go 

We passed on, where the frost imprisons close 
Another crew, stark in a rugged heap. 

Not bent down, but reversed all where they froze. 

The very weeping there forbids to weep; 

And the grief, finding m the eyes a stop, 95 

Turns inward, to make anguish bite more deep. 

For their first tears collect in one great drop, 

And like a vizor of crystal, in the space 
Beneath the brows, fill all the hollow up. 

And now although, as with a callous place 100 

Upon the skin, because the cold stung so. 

All feeling had departed from my face, 

It seemed as if I felt some wind to blow. 

Wherefore I: ''Master, who is it moves this air? 

Is not all heat extinguished here below?” 105 

Whereto he answered: '‘Soon shalt thou be where. 

Seeing the cause which pourcth down the gust. 

Thine eye to this the answer shall declare.” 

And one sad shadow amid the icy crust 


75. Hunger did more than grief could 
do: it caused my death. 

80. The languages of Europe were 
classified according to the word for 
“yes,” Italian being the language of si. 

81. “Thy neighbours”: Lucca and 
Florence, which waged bitter war 
against Pisa. 

82. “Caprara and Gorgona”: two 
small islands in the sea not far from 
the month of the Arno, beside which 
Pisa lies. 

85. ihe archbishop represented to 


the Pisans that Ugolino, in 1285, had 
betrayed them in the matter of five 
strongholds which he had allowed Lucca 
and Florence to occupy. In reality the 
cession of these castles was a necessary 
piece of diplomacy. 

88. Thebes being the wickedest city 
of the ancients, Dante calls Pisa the 
“new Thebes.” 

CO. “Two others'^ Anselmuccio and 
Gaddo. Gaddo and Uguccione were 
Ugolino’s sons, Brigata and Anselmuc- 
cio his grandsons. 
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Cried to us: ''O yc souls, so cruel found, 

That into the last dungeon ye are thrust. 

Raise the stiff veils wherein my face is bound. 

So that the grief which chokes my heart have vent 
A little, ere the weeping harden round/' 

Wherefore I: 'Tell me, if I to this consent, 

Who art thou; if I do not succour thee. 

May I to the bottom of the ice be sent." 
am Friar Albcric," then he answered me; 

"He of the fruits out of the bad garden, 

Who, dates for figs, receive here my full fee." 

"Oh," replied I to him, "thou art dead, then, 

Already?" He answered, "I have no knowledge 
How stands my body in the world of men. 

This Ptolomea hath such privilege 

That often a soul falls down into this place 
Ere Atropos the fated thread abridge. 

And that thou may'st more willingly the glaze 
Of tears wipe from my cheek-bones' nakedness, 

Know that, on the instant when the soul betrays, 

As I did, comes a demon to possess 
Its body, and thenceforth rulcth over it 
Until the timed hour come for its decease. 

The soul falls headlong to this cistern-pit: 

The body of him who winters there behind 
Perhaps among men still appears to sit. 

Ihou must, if newly come, call it to mind; 

It is Scr Branca d’ Oria. Years enough 

Flavc passed since he was to his prison assigned." 

"I think," I said, "that thou dost lie; whereof 
Proof is, that Branca d' Oria never died, 

And cats, drinks, sleeps, and puts clothes on and off," 
"Up there with the Evil Talons," he replied, 

"Where sticky pitch is boiling in its bed. 

Not yet had Michel Zanche come to bide. 

When this man left a devil in his stead 
In his own body, and in one of his house 
Who with him played the traitor and did the deed. 
But stretch thy hand out hither and unclose 
My eyes for me." And I unclosed them not; 


no 


IIS 


120 


125 


130 


*35 


140 


*45 


120. ‘'Dates for figs," that is: I 
am being repaid with interest, a date 
being worth more than a fig. 

126. “Atropos": the Fate who cuts 
the thread of life. 


145. Branca’s soul, leaving a devil 
in its stead, reached this ninth circle as 
soon as the murdered man’s soul 
(Michel Zanche) reached the eighth. 
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And to be rude to him was courteous. 190 

Ah, Genoese, who have utterly forgot 
All honesty, and in corruption abound, 

Why from the earth will none your people blot? 

For with Romagna's cvillcst spirit I found 
One of you, who, for deeds he did contrive 15s 

Even now in soul is in Cocytus drowned 
And still in body appears on earth alive. 

CANTO XXXIV 

[There remains the last ring of tlic circle, the Giudccca (so named 
from Judas Iscariot), where the sinners arc wholly imprisoned in 
the ice. Here at the centre of the earth is the monstrous form of 
Lucifer, half above the ice and half below it. He has three heads; 
and in his teeth arc mangled the spirits of Judas, of Brutus, and of 
Cassius. All has now been seen. Dante puts his arms round Virgil's 
neck; and Virgil, clinging by Lucifer's shaggy side, lets himself 
down to his waist; there he turns round (at the center of gravity 
m the universe), so that his head is where his feet had been, and 
climbs in the opposite direction, i.e. toward tiiie antipodes, which, 
except for the Mount of Purgatory, is all water. By a long passage 
in the rock the poets climb up till through a round opening they 
see the stars, and emerge at last in the southerp hemisphere on the 
shores of the Mount of Purgatory surrounded by the sea.] 

‘The banners of the King of Hell proceed 
Toward us,” my Guide said. ‘'If thme eyes avail 
To espy him, forward gaze and give good heed.” 

As when the thick autumnal mists exhale, 

Or when night draws down on our hemisplicre, 5 

A mill shows far away with turning sail, 

Such structure to my eyes seemed now to appear; 

And, for the wind that blew, I shrank behind 
My Master, because else no rock was near. 

Now was I (verse for them I fear to find) lo 

There where the frozen spirits as in glass 
Were covered wholly, and there like straw they shined. 
Some prostrate lie, some standing in their place. 

This on its head, that on its soles upright, 

Another like a bow bends feet to face. is 

When we had gone so far as appeared right 
For tlie good Master's purpose to reveal 
To me the creature that was once so bright, 

154. Alberigo de’ Manfredi. 155. Branca d’Oria. 
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He turned about and stayed me upon my heel. 

Saying: '‘Behold Dis, and the place behold » 

Where thou thy soul with fortitude must steel/' 

How faint I then became, how frozen cold, 

Ask me not, Reader; for I write it not, 

Because all speech would fail, whatever it told. 

I died not, yet of life remained no jot. 2 $ 

Think thou then, if of wit thou hast any share, 

What I became, deprived of cither lot. 

The Emperor of the kingdom of despair 
From the mid-breast emerged out of the ice; 

And I may with a giant more compare jo 

Than giants with those monstrous arms of his: 

Consider now how huge must be the whole 
Proportioned to the part of such a size. 

If he was once fair as he now is foul. 

And ’gainst his Maker dared his brows to raise, 3S 

F’itly from him all streams of sorrow roll. 

O what a mar\'el smote me with amaze 
When I beheld three faces on his head! 

The one in front showed crimson to my gaze: 

Thereunto were the other faces wed 40 

Over the middle of cither shoulder’s height, 

And where the crest would be, their union made. 

The right was coloured between yellow and white, 

Tlic left was such to look upon as those 

Who come from where Nile flows out of the night. 4S 

Two mighty wings from under each arose 
Commeasurable with so great a bird: 

Never did sails at sea such form disclose. 

Feathers they had not, but like bats appeared 

Tlie fashion of them, and with these he flapped 50 

So that three winds were from their motion stirred. 

Thence all Cocytus was in frost enwrapt. 

He wept with six eyes, and the tears bencatli 
Over three chins with bloody slaver dropt. 

At each mouth he was tearing with his teeth 5s 

A sinner, as is flax by heckle frayed; 

Each of the three of them so suffcrcth. 

The one in front naught of the biting made 
Beside the clawing, which at whiles so wrought 

[ 20 . Dis: Lucifer, or Satan. — J. C. 34-36. If Lucifer’s beauty, as God 
McG.] created him, was equal to his present 

30-31. A rough computation makes ugliness, his revolt against his Creator 

Dis more than a third of a mile in was an act of such monstrous ingrati- 

stature. tude as to be a fitting source of all 

subsequent sin and sorrow. 
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That on the back the skin remained all flayed. 6o 

‘That soul up there to the worst penance brought 
Is Judas the Iscariot,” spoke my Lord. 

‘TIis head within, he plies his legs without. 

Of the other two, hanging with head downward, 

Brutus it is whom the black mouth doth maul. 65 

See how he writhes and utters not a word! 

Cassius the other who seems so large to sprawl. 

But night again is rising; time is now 

That wc depart from hence. We have seen all.” 

I clung about his neck, he showed me how, 70 

And choosing well the time and place to trust. 

When the great wings were opened wide enow, 
lie clutcliecl him to the shaggy-sided bust. 

And climbed from tuft to tuft down, slipping by 
Between the matted hair and icy crust. 75 

When wc were come to that part where the thigh 
Turns on the thickness of the haunches’ swell, 

My Guide with effort and with difficulty 
Turned his head where his feet had been; the fell 

He grappled then as one who is mounting, so 80 

'lliat I conceived us turning back to Hdl. 

“Hold fast by me, for needs must that we go,” 

Said my Guide, panting like a man quite spent, 

“By such a ladder from the core of woe.” 

And issuing through the rock where it was rent 85 

He made me sit upon the rock’s edge there; 

Then toward me moved, eye upon step intent. 

I lifted up my eyes, and Lucifer 
Thought to have seen as I had left him last; 

And saw him with legs uppermost appear. 90 

And if into perplexity I was cast 

Let them be judge who arc so gross of wit 
They see not what the point is I had passed. 

“Rise up now,” said the Master, “upon thy feet. 

Tlic way is long, and arduous the road. 95 

The sun in mid-tierce now repairs his heat.’' 

No palace-chamber was it that now showed 
Its flinty floor, but natural dungeon this. 

Which but a starving of the light allowed. 

68. By the time of Jerusalem, it is which is situated on the other side of 
the eUning of Saturday, April 9. 1300. the earth’s center. Virgil puts Dante 
The poets have spent twenty-four hours down on the brink of the crevice, 
in their downward journey. '^ 0 . “Tierce” embracing the three 

8S Through the chink between hours following sunrise, “midtiercc” is 
Satan’s thigh and the rocky bottom of about half-past seven o’clock in the 
the ice, they emerge into a cavern morning. 
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''Master, before I pluck me from the abyss, 

Said I, when I had risen erect, "speak on 
A little, so my error to dismiss. 

Where is the ice? And how is he, head prone. 

Thus fixt? And how so soon is it possible 
The sun from evening has to morning run?” 

And he: "Tliou dost imagine thyself still 
On the other side of the centre, where I gript 
'File hair of the Worm that thrids the earth with ill. 


There wast thou while with thee I downward slipt; 
But when I turned round, from that point we fled 
Whereon to weight from every part is heaped. 
Now thou art under the hemisphere’s deep bed 
Opposite that wlierc spreads the continent 
Of land, 'neath whose meridian perished 
Tlic Man who sinless came and sinless went. 

Thou hast thy feet upon a little sphere, 

Whose surface is Giudecca’s eomplemcnt; 

When it is evening there, ’tis morning here. 

And he whose hair for us a ladder made 


Is still fixed as before and doth not stir. 


He fell from Heaven on this side and there stayed. 
And all the land which ere that stood forth dry, 
Covered itself with sea, by him dismayed, 

And came to our hemisphere; and, him to fly, 
Perhaps, what on this side is seen around 
Left its place here void and shot up on high.’' 
There is a cave that stretches underground 
Far from Beelzebub as his tomb extends, 
Known not by sight, but only by the sound 
Of a stream flowing, that therein descends 
Along the hollow of rock that it has gnawed. 
Nor fallcth steeply down, but winds and bends. 
The Guide and I, entering that secret road. 
Tailed to return into the world of light. 

Nor thought on any resting-place bestowed. 


105. As Dante presently learns, the 
chanRe from evening to morning is due, 
not to any unusual movement of the 
sun, but to the altered position of the 
observers, who have passed from one 
hemisphere to the other. The differ- 
ence in time between them is 12 hours. 

112-117. “Hemisphere’^ means here 
hemisphere of the sky, not of the earth. 
It is the celestial hemisphere which 
covers the terrestrial Hemisphere of 
Water. Opposite to it is the celestial 
hemisphere “ ’neath whose meridan” lies 
Jerusalem, where Jesus was slain. The 


“sphere” of line 116 is the circular 
block of ice and stone immediately sur- 
rounding Satan. On the Hell side it is 
ice, on the other side it is stone. 

121-126. At the time of their 
creation, sea and land were not sep- 
arated. Then Satan fell, and all the 
land shrank away from the surface of 
the side where he descended, leaving a 
vast empty bed to be filled by the sea. 
The ground which he traversed “per- 
haps” fled away from him, and issued 
forth to form the Island of Purgatory, 
leaving a vacant cavern near the center. 
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Wc climbed, he first, I following, till to sight 
Appeared those things of beauty that heaven wears 
Glimpsed through a rounded opening, faintly bright; 

Thence issuing, we beheld again the stars. 

Purgatory (Purgatorio) 

CANTO I 

[Having emerged from Hell, Virgil and Dante find themselves 
on the eastern shores of the island-mountain of Purgatory, which 
is at the antipodes of Jerusalem. It is the dawn of Easter Day, 1300. 
I'oiir stars, symbols of the cardinal virtues (perhaps suggested by 
descriptions of the Southern Cross), blaz.c in the sky. Cato, the 
Guardian of Purgatory, appears to the poets and questions them. 
J 3 cing satisfied by Virgil, he tells them to wait for the daylight; but 
first Virgil is to wash Dante’s face with dew and to gird him with a 
reed.] 

Now hoisteth sail the pinnace of my wit 
I ’or better waters, and more smoothly flics 
Since of a sea so cruel she is quit. 

And of that second realm, which purifies 

Man’s spirit of its soilure, will I sing, 5 

Where it becometh worthy of Paradise. 

Here let dead Poesy from her grave iip-spring, 

O sacred Muses, whom I serve and haunt. 

And sound. Calliope, a louder string 

1 o accompany my song with that high chant 10 

Which smote the Magpies’ miserable choir 
That they despaired of pardon for their vaunt. 

Tender colour of orient sapphire 

Which on the air’s translucent aspect grew. 

From mid heaven to horizon deeply clear, is 

Made pleasure in mine eyes be bom anew 
Soon as I issued forth from the dead air 
That had oppressed both eye and heart with rue. 

Tlie planet that promoteth Love was there. 

Making all the East to laugh and be joyful, 20 

And veiled the Fishes that escorted her. 

139. The descent through Hell occu- daughters of King Pieros; they chal- 

pied Friday night and Saturday. [The lenged the Muses to a contest and, be- 

ascent from the bottom of Hell to the ing worsted by one of them, Calliope, 

surface of the earth on the island of became so insolent that they were 

Purgatory occupied all of Saturday turned into birds, 

night. — J. C. McG.l Each of the three 21. Venus was dimming, by her 
great divisions of the poem ends with brighter light, the constellation of the 

the sweet and hopeful word “stars.” Fishes; the time indicated is an hour 

o~n. The Magpies were the nine or more before sunrise. 
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I turned to the right and contemplated all 
The other pole; and four stars o*er me came. 

Never yet seen save by the first people. 

All the heavens seemed exulting in their flame. 15 

O widowed Northern clime, from which is ta'en 
The happy fortune of beholding them! 

When from my gaze I had severed them again, 

Turned somewhat to the other pole, whose law 

By now had sunken out of sight the Wain, 30 

Near me an old man solitary I saw. 

In his aspect so much to be revered 
That no son owes a father more of awe. 

Long and with white hairs brindled was his beard, 

Like to his locks, of which a double list 3S 

Down on his shoulders and his breast appeared. 

The beams of the four sacred splendours kist 
His eountcnance, and they glorified it so 
That in its light the sun’s light was not missed. 

•‘Who are yc, that against the blind stream go,'' 40 

Shaking those venerable plumes, he said, 

“And flee from the eternal walls of woe? 

Who hath guided you? what lamp your footsteps led, 

Issuing from that night without fathom 

Which makes a blackness of the vale of dread? 4S 

Is the law of the abyss thus broken from? 

Or is there some new change in Heaven's decrees, 

That, being damned, unto my crags ye come?" 

Then did my leader on my shoulder seize 

And with admonishing hand and word and sign 50 

Make reverent my forehead and my knees; 

Then spoke: “I come not of my own design. 

From Heaven came down a Lady, at whose prayer. 

To help this man, I made his patliway mine. 

But since it is thy will that we declare ss 

More of our state, needs must that I obey 
And tell thee all: deny thee I would not dare. 

He hath never yet seen darken his last day, 

Yet so near thereto through his folly went 

That short time was there to re-shape his way. 60 

23-24. Dante invents here a constel- Purgatory, beheld these stars, 
lation of four bright lights, correspond- 31. This custodian of Purgatory (an 
Ing to the Great Bear of the north, example of that free will which the 

These luminaries symbolize the four souls in his domain are striving, by 

cardinal virtues: Prudence, Temper- purification, to regain) is Cato the 

anoe. Fortitude, and Justice. Adam and Younger, who on earth killed himself 

Eve before the fall (“the hrst people”), in Utica rather than submit to Caesar, 

dwelling at the top of the mountain of 
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Even as I said, to his rescue I was sent, 

Nor other way appeared that was not vain 
But this on which our footsteps now are bent. 

I have shown him all the sinners in their pain, 

And now intend to show him those who dwell 65 

Under thy charge and cleanse themselves of stain. 

How I have brought him were too long to tell. 

Our steps a Virtue, helping from on high, 

That he might see thee and hear thee, did impel. 

Now on his coming look with gracious eye. 7« 

He sceketh freedom, that so precious thing. 

How precious, he knows who for her will die. 

Thou knowest: for her sake, death had no sting 
In Utica, where thou didst leave what yet 
The great day shall for thy bright raiment bring. ys 

The eternal laws are still inviolate; 

For he doth live, nor me doth Minos bind. 

But I am of the circle where the chaste eyes wait 
Of Marcia, visibly praying that thy mind, 

O sainted breast, still hold her for thine own. 8u 

For love of her, then, be to us inclined. 

Suffer tliat thy seven realms to us be shown; 

And thanks of thee shall unto her be brought, 

If there below thou deign still to be known.'' 

''Marcia was so pleasing to my thought * Sj 

Yonder,” he answered, “and myself ;SO fond, 

Whatever she willed, I could refuK her naught. 

Now no more may she move me, since beyond 
Tlie evil stream she dwells, by the decree 
Made when 1 was delivered from that bond. 90 

But if a heavenly lady hath missioned thee, 

As thou hast said, of flatter)' is no need. 

Enough, that in her name thou askest me. 

Go then; first gird this man with a smooth reed, 

And see thou bathe his features in such wise 9$ 

That from all filthiness they may be freed. 

It were not meet that mist clouded his eyes 
To dim their vision, when he goes before 
The first of those that serve in Paradise. 

This little isle, there where for evermore too 

The waters beat all round about its foot, 

77 - 79 . Minos, the Judge of Hell, from Limbus by Christ, he became 

does not bind Virgil, who dwells in subject to the law forbidding the 

the Limbus. “Marcia” was Cato's wife, olessed to be moved by the fate of the 
88--90. When Cato was released damned. 
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Bears rushes on the soft and oozy shore. 

No other plant that would put forth a shoot 
Or harden, but from life there is debarred, 

Since to the surf it yields not from its root. los 

And then return not this way afterward. 

Tlic sun, at point to rise now, shall reveal 
Where the mount yieldcth an ascent less hard.^' 

So he vanished; and I rose up on my heel 

Without word spoken, and all of me drew back no 

Toward my guide, making with mine eyes appeal. 

He began: '‘Son, follow thou in my track. 

Turn we on our footsteps, for this way the lea 
Slopes down, where the low banks its boundary make.” 

The dawn was moving the dark hours to flee 115 

Before her, and far off amid their wane 
I could perceive the trembling of the sea. 

We paced along the solitary plain. 

Like one who seeks to his lost road a clue, 

And till he reach it deems he walks in vain. 120 

When we had come there where the melting dew 
Contends against the sun, being in a place 
Where the cool air but little of it iipdrcw, 

My Lord laid both hands out on the lank grass 

Gently, amid the drops that it retained: 12s 

Wherefore I, conscious what his purpose was, 

Lifted to him my checks that tears had stained; 

And at his touch the colour they had worn, 

Ere Hell had overcast it, they regained. 

Then came we down to the land's desert bourne, 130 

Which never yet saw man that had essayed 
Voyage upon that water and knew return. 

There did he gird me as that other bade. 

O miracle! even as it was before. 

The little plant put forth a perfect blade ,35 

On the instant in the place his fingers tore. 

CANTO II 

[The sun rises. A boat, steered by an angel, swiftly approaches 
the shore; it contains a company of spirits brought to Purgatory. 
These landed, the angel with the boat departs to collect other spirits 
at the mouth of the Tiber. Among the newcomers Dante recognizes 
a friend; it is Casella the musician. Casclla is persuaded to sing, 
and the spirits gather round to listen, when Cato appears and re- 
bukes them for loitering, and they scatter up the slopes of the moun- 
tain.! 
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Now the sun touched the horizon with his flame, 

The circle of whose meridian, at the height 
It reaches most, covers Jerusalem; 

And opposite to him in her circling, Night 

Came up from Ganges, and the Scales with her s 

That from her hand fall as she grows in might; 

So that the fair checks of Aurora, there 

Wlierc I was, gave their red and white away. 

Sallowing, as if old age had turned them sere. 

We lingered yet by the ocean-marge, as they 
Who think upon the road that lies before 
And in their mind go, but in body stay; 

And lo! as at the approach of morning frorc 
Mars through the mist glimmers a fiery red 
Down in the West over the ocean-floor, 15 

(May mine eyes yet upon that sight be fed! ) 

Appeared, moving across the water, a light 
So swift, all earthly motion it outsped. 

From which when for a space I had drawn my sight 
Away, and of my Guide the meaning sought, ao 

I saw it now grown bigger and more bright. 

On either side of it I knew not what 

Of white appeared to gleam out; and below 
Another whiteness by degrees it got. 

My master spoke not yet a word, till lo! 2s 

When those first whitenesses as wings shone free 
And his eyes now could well the Pilot know. 

He exclaimed: "‘Bend, see that thou bend the knee. 

Behold the Angel of God! Lay hand to hand! 

Such ministers henceforth thou art to see. 30 

Look, how he scorneth aid that man hath planned, 

And wills not oar nor other sail to ply. 

But only his own wings from far land to land. 

Sec how he has them strctcht up toward the sky, 

Sweeping the air with that eternal plume 35 

Which moultcth not as the hair of things tliat die.'' 

Such an exceeding brightness did allume 
The Bird of God, who near and nearer bore, 


1-6. This is one of the astronomical 
riddles to which our poet was addicted. 
According to medieval cosmology, 
Jerusalem and Purgatory are on op- 
posite sides of the earth, 180® from 
each other: when Jerusalem sees the 
sun rise, Purgatory sees it set. The 
river Ganges, which flowed on the 
eastern confines of the inhabited world, 
stands for the “east.” What we are 


told, in a devious and ingenious way, 
is that for the spectators on the 
island of Purgatory the sun was rising. 

7-9. The poet transfers to the face 
of the goddess of dawn (Aurora) the 
changing colors of the morning sky. 

16. “May mine eyes . . after 
death, when my soul shall be wafted to 
Purgatory, 
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Mine eyes to endure him might not now presume. 

But bent them down; and he came on to shore 40 

Upon a barque so swift and light and keen 
As scarcely a ripple from the water tore. 

On the heavenly Steersman at the stern was seen 
Inscribed that blissfulness whereof he knew; 

And more than a hundred spirits sat within. 45 

Together all were singing In exitu 
Israel de Egypto as one host 
With what of that psalm doth those words ensue. 

With the holy sign their company he crossed; 

Whereat themselves forth on the strand they threw: s© 

Swift as he came, he sped, and straight was lost. 

They that remained seemed without any clue 
To the strange place, casting a wondering eye 
Round them, like one assaying hazards new. 

On every side the arrowing sun shot high 55 

Into the day, and with his bright arrows 
Had hunted Capricorn from the mid sky, 

When the new people lifted up their brows 

Towards us, and spoke to us: '‘If ye know it, show 
What path to us the mountain-side allows.'" 60 

And Virgil answered: “Pcradventiirc you 
Suppose we have experience of the way; 

But we arc pilgrims, even as ye are too. 

We came but now, a little before you, nay, 

By another road than yours, so steep and rude 65 

That the climb now will seem to us but play." 

The spirits, who by my breathing understood 
That I was still among the living things, 

Marvelling, became death-pale where they stood. 

As round a messenger, who the olive brings, t© 

Folk, to hear news, each on the other tread. 

And none is backward with his elbowings, 

So on my face their gaze intently fed 
Those spirits, all so fortunate, and forgot 
Almost to go up and be perfected. 75 

One of them now advanced, as if he sought 
To embrace me, with a love so fond and fain, 

That upon me to do the like he wrought. 

O Shades, in all but aspect, void and vain! 

57 . At dawn the constellation of 79-81. Throughout Hell the souls, 
Capricorn was on the meridian; it is though without weight, are not only 
effaced by the rays of the rising sun. visible but tangible. On the lower slopes 
70. Bearers of good tidings used to of the mountain of Purgatory, however, 
cany an oUve branch. Dante cannot touch a shade, although 

two spirits can still embrace. 
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Behind it thrice my hands did I enlace, &> 

And tlirice they came back to my breast again. 

Wonder, I think, was painted on my face; 

At which the spirit smiled and backward drew, 

And, following it, I sprang forward a pace. 

Gently it bade me pause: and then I knew 85 

Who it was, and prayed him pity on me to show 
And talk with me as he was used to do. 

“As in the mortal body I loved thee, so 

In my release I love thee,” he answered me. 

“Therefore I stay: but thou, why dost thou go?*' yo 

“Casella mine, that this place I may sec 
Hereafter,** I said, “have I this journey made. 

But how hath so niiich time been stolen from thee?** 

And he to me: “None have I to upbraid 

If he who takes when he chooses, and whom, 95 

'riiis passage many times to me forbade. 

For in a just will hath his will its home. 

Truly he has taken now these three months past 
Whoso hath wished to enter, in all welcome. 

So I, whose eyes on the sea-shore were cast loo 

Where Tiber's water by the salt is won, 

By him was gathered in benignly at last. 

To that mouth now liis wings he urgeth On 
Because for ever assemble in that spot 
They who are not to sink towards Adicron.** los 

And I: “If a new law forbid thee not 
Memory and usage of the enamoured song 
Which used to soothe all wishes of my thought, 

Mav it please thcc awhile to solace with thy tongue 

My spirit that, in its mortal mask confined, no 

Tlic journey hither bitterly hath wrung.** 

**Love that discoiirseth to me in my miner 
Began he then so sweetly, that the sound 
Still in my heart with sweetness is entwined. 

My Master and I, and all that people around „5 

Wlio were with him, had faces so content 
As if all else out of their thoughts were drowned. 


91. Of Casella we know only that he 
was a musician of Florence and a 
close friend of the poet and, perhaps, 
that he set to music Dante’s canzone, 
“Love that discourseth to me in my 
mind” (see line 112). 

92-93. Dante’s present experience 
is intended to fit him to return to 
Purgatory after death. Casella evidently 
had died some time before, and Dante 


is astonished to see him just arrived 
in the other world. 

95-97. “He who takes . . the 
angelic boatman. “In a just will . . 
the will of God. 

101. The “Tiber’s water” signifies 
allegorically the Church of Rome. There 
congregate the souls of those who die in 
its bosom. The souls of the unrepentant 
descend to Acheron. 
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We to his notes, entranced, our senses lent: 

And lo! the old man whom all the rest revere 
Crying, ''What is this, ye laggard spirits faint? 120 

What truancy, what loitering is here? 

Haste to the Mount and from the slough be freed 
Wliich lets not God unto your eyes appear/' 

As doves, when picking corn or darnel seed. 

All quiet and close-crowding to that fare, 125 

Their strut of pride forgotten in their greed, 

If anything appear their hearts to scare 

On the instant leave the food there, where it lies, 

Because they are assailed by greater care. 

So saw I that new company arise, 130 

And leave the song, and the steep slope essay. 

Like one who goes, knowing not of where he hies: 

Nor with less haste went we upon our way. 


CANTO XIX 

[In a dream Dante has a vision of the Siren (symbolizing worldly 
enticements). A lady from heaven appears in this dream; and Virgil, 
at her bidding, exposes the Siren's real foulness. Dante is roused by 
Virgil, the sun having now risen, and an angel speeds them up the 
passage to the fifth terrace, where are the souls of the avaricious and 
the prodigal, lying prone on the ground. Virgil asks the way, and 
is answered by one who proves to be Pope Adrian V. He tells them 
that he was possessed by avarice till he reached the highest office, 
and then turned to God. Dante kneels, to show his reverence, but 
is told by the spirit to rise.j 

In that hour when the heat of day no more 

Can warm the Moon's cold influence, and it dies 
O'crconie by the earth or whiles by Saturn’s power; 

When gcomancers see in the East arise 

Their Greater Fortune, ere the dawn be come, s 

By a path which not long dark before it lies, 

In dream came to me a woman stuttering dumb. 

With squinting eyes and twisted on her feet, 

With deformed hands and cheeks of pallor numb. 

I gazed on her; and as the sun's good heat 10 

Comforteth cold limbs weighed down by the night. 

So did my look make her tongue nimbly feat, 

And straightened her and set her all upright 

4. “Geomancers” foretold the future One of their figures, called “Greater 
by means of figures constructed on Fortune,” resembled a constellation, 
points that were distributed by chance. 
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In short time, and her ruined countenance made 
Into the eolour which is love's delight. 

Soon as her loosened tongue came to her aid, 

She began singing, so that for its sake 
From her voiec hardly had my hearing strayed, 
am," she said, “the sweet Siren, who make 
Mariners helpless, charmed in the mid-sea; 

Such pleasure in my music do men take. 

I turned Ulysses from his wandering, he 

So loved my song; and who with me hath found 
Home, seldom quits, so glad is he of me." 

Her lips were not yet closed upon the sound 
When came a lady in whom was holiness 
Prompt to my side, that other to confound. 

‘'O Virgil, Virgil, tell me who is this?" 

Indignantly slic said; and straight he went 
With eyes fixt on that honest one, to seize 

The other, and when her garments he had rent, 

He laid her open and showed her belly creased, 
'I’liat waked me with the stench that forth it sent. 

I turned my eyes, and Virgil said: '‘At least 
Thrice have I called thee; up, let us begone! 

F'lnd we the opening where thou enterest." 

I raised me up; high day now overshone 
The holy mount and filled each winding ledge. 

We went, and at our back was the new sun. 

I followed him, like one who is the siege 

Of heavy thought that droops his forehead, when 
lie makes himself the half-arch of a bridge. 

And 1 heard: “Cornel Here is the pass"; spoken 
W ith so much loving kindness in the tone 
As is not heard in this our mortal pen. 

W^ith outspread wings that shone white as a swan 
He who thus spoke guided our journeying 
Upward between the two walls of hard stone. 

Stirring his plumes, he fanned us with his wing 
And named qui lugent blessed, for that they 
Shall dispense consolation, like a king. 

W^e both had passed the angel a little way 

When, “What now ails thee that thine eyes arc so 
Fixt on the ground?" my Guide began to say. 

And I: “In such misgiving do I go 

From a strange dream which doth my mind possess 
So that the thought I cannot from me throw." 

50. *‘Qui lugent'*: those who mourn. 
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“Sawest thou,” he said, “that ancient sorceress 
For whom alone the mount above us wails? 

Sawest thou how man obtains from her release? 6o 

Let that suffice: beat the earth down with thy heels; 

Turn thine eyes toward the lure which from his scat 
Tlic Eternal King spins round with the great wheels/' 

As a falcon, that first gazes at his feet. 

Turns at the cry and stretches him beyond 65 

Where desire draws him thither to his meat. 

Such I became; and far as, for one bound 
Upwards, a path is cloven through the stone, 

Such went I up to where one must go round. 

Soon as I was enlarged on the fifth zone 70 

I saw on it a weeping multitude 
With faces to the ground all lying prone. 

My spirit clave unto the dust, I could 

Hear them cry out, with sighings and laments 
So that the words hardly were understood. 7S 

ye chosen of God, whose punishments 
Both hope and justice make less hard to bear, 

Direct our footsteps to the high ascents." 

''If from the lying prone exempt ye are, 

And wish the speediest way to be revealed, go 

Keep your right hands to tire outside as ye fare." 

This answer to the poet, who thus appealed. 

Was made a little in front of us; therefore 
I noted, as each spoke, what was concealed. 

My Lord then with my eyes I turned to implore, 85 

Wliereat his glad sign of assent I caught 
1 0 what my eager look was craving for. 

Then, free to do according to my thought, 

I passed forward above that creature there 
Whose words before had made me of him take note, 90 
Saying: "Spirit, in whom weeping ripens fair 
That without which one cannot turn to God, 

Suspend for me awhile thy greater care. 

Who thou wast, tell me, and why to earth ye are bowed. 

Face down, and if thou would'st that I should win 9s 

Aught for thee yonder, whence I tread this road." 

And he: “Why turned to Heaven our backs have been 
Thou shalt learn; but first scias quod ego 
Fui successor Petri. Down between 

59. “Above us”; in the three upper 70. This is the circle of avarice and 
circles. prodigality. 

62. “The lure . . the uplifting in- 92. The fruit of repentance, 

fluence of the revolving heavens. 98. “Know that I was a successor of 

Peter.” The speaker is Pope Adrian V. 
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Sestri and Chiavcri waters flow 

Of a fair stream, wherefrom our old estate 
Namcth the title it vaunts most to bestow. 

One month, scarce more, taught me how weighs the great 
Mantle on him who keeps it from the dirt, 

So that all others seem a feather's weight. 

Late came the day that could my soul convert, 

But when the Roman Pastor I became, 

Thus found I life to be with lies begirt, 

I saw that there the heart no peace could claim, 

Nor in that life could one mount higher: of this 
Therefore the love sprang in me to a flame. 

Up to that hour I, lost in avarice, 

Was miserable, being a soul in want 
Of God; thou scest here what my forfeit is. 

Here of what avarice works is made the account. 

In purge of souls converted ere the end; 

And no more bitter penalty hath the mount. 

Even as our eyes on high we would not send. 

Which only upon earthly things were cast, 

So here to earth Justice hath forced them bend. 

As avarice turned all our works to waste 
Because it quenched our love of all goodness, 

Even so Justice here doth hold us fast, 

Both hands and feet, in seizure and duress; 

And so long as the just Lord hath assigned. 

So long we lie strctched-out and motionless.” 

I had knelt down; to speak was in my mind; 

But he, by the mere hearing, in that pause 
Being aware that 1 my back inclined, 

Said. '‘Dost thou bow thy knees? and for what cause?” 
And I to him: “ Tis for your dignity: 

My conscience pricked me, standing as I was.” 

‘'Make straight thy legs and rise up from thy knee. 
Brother,” he answered: "err not; of one Lord 
I am fellow-servant with the rest and thee. 

If thou hast understood that holy chord 

The Gospel sounds which Neque nubent saith. 

Thou mayest perceive w'ell why I spoke that word. 

Go now, and no more tarry upon thy path, 

For thou disturb'st the tears wherewith I crave 
To ripen what thyself didst say of faith. 


101, “A fair stream”: the Lavagna 
river. Adrian belonged to the Fieschi 
family, who were counts of Lavagna. 

103. “One month”: Adrian V held 
the papal office only for 38 days. 


137. If thou hast interpreted 
nubent (“They neither marry”) 
broader sense, as meaning that 
relations arc not preserved 
spiritual world. 
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A niece yonder, Alagia named, I have. 

Good in herself, so only that our house 
Her nature by example not deprave. 

She only is there to assist me with her vows.'^ 145 


CANTO XXVII 

[Night is coming on, when the Angel of Chastity appears and 
tells Dante that he cannot go further without passing through the 
fire. He is terrified, remembering deaths by burning that he had 
witnessed on earth; and even VirgiFs encouragement cannot over- 
come his fears till he is reminded that Beatrice awaits him beyond. 
The three pass through the fire and emerge at the place of ascent. 
Another angel warns them to hasten, as the sun is setting. Each 
now makes a bed for himself on a step of the stair. Dante sleeps, 
and dreams of Leali and Raehel, types of the active and contempla- 
tive life, foreshadowing the meeting with Matilda and Beatrice 
which is to come. He wakes with morning, and at the summit Virgil 
tells him that his mission is ended and that Dante now needs no 
guide or instructor.] 

As when his first beams tremble in the sky 
There, where his own Creator shed his blood, 

Wliile Ebro is beneath the Scales on high, 

And noon scorches the wave on Ganges' flood. 

Such was the sun's height; day was soon to pass; s 

When the angel of God joyful before us stood. 

Outside the flames, above the bank, he was. 

Beati mundo corde we heard him sing 

In a voice more living far than comes from us. 

Then ''None goes further, if first the fire not sting. 10 

O hallowed spirits, enter unafraid 
And to the chant beyond let your ears cling." 

When we were near him, this to us he said. 

Wherefore I, when I knew what his words meant. 

Became as one who in the grave is laid. 15 

Over my clasping hands forward I leant, 

Eyeing the fire, and vivid to my mind 
Men's bodies burning, once beheld, it sent. 

Then toward me turned them both my escorts kind; 

And Virgil said to me: ‘'O my son, here 20 

Torment, may-be, but death thou shalt not find. 

142. ^‘Alagia” de’ Fieschi was the proach of sunset, 
daughter of Adrian’s brother Niccolo. 8. Matt. 5:8: ^’Blessed are the pure 

1-5. The time described is the ap- in heart.” 
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Remember, O remember . . . and if thy fear 
On Geryon into safety I recalled. 

What shall I do now, being to God more near? 

If thou within this womb of flames wert walled 25 

Full thousand years, for certainty believe 
That not of one hair could they make thee bald. 

And if perchance thou think'st that I deceive, 

Go forward into them, and thy faith prove, 

With hands put in the edges of thy sleeve. 30 

Out of thy heart all fear remove, remove! 

Turn hither and come confidently on!'' 

And I stood fixed and with my conscience strove. 

When he beheld me still and hard as stone, 

'rroubled a little, he said: 'Took now, this same 35 

Wall is 'twixt Beatrice and thee, my son." 

As Pyramus at the sound of Thisbe's name 
Opened his dying eyes and gazed at her 
Then, when the crimson on the mulberry came, 

So did 1 turn unto my wise Leader, 4° 

My Iiardncss melted, hearing the name told 
Which like a well-spring in my mind I bear. 

Whereon he shook his head, saying: *'Do wc hold 
Our wish to stay on this side?" He smiled then 
As on a child by an apple's bribe cajoled. 45 

Before me then the fire he entered in, 

Praying Statius that he follow at his heel 
Who for a long stretch now had walked between. 

When I was in, I had been glad to reel, 

nicrefrom to cool me, into boiling glass, s® 

Such burning beyond measure did I feel. 

My sweet Father, to give me heart of grace, 

Continued only on Beatrice to descant. 

Saying: “Already I seem to see her face." 

On the other side, to guide us, rose a chant, ss 

And we, intent on that alone to dwell. 

Came forth there, where the ascent began to slant. 

And there we heard a voice Venite hail 
Benedicti patris mei out of light 

So strong, it mastered me and made me quail. 60 
‘The sun departs," it added; “comes the night. 

Tarry not; study at good pace to go 

39 . The mulberry turned red on being Thisbe slain by a lion (Ovid, Met., 
spattered with the blood of Pyramus, IV. 55-166). 

who stabbed himself when he thought 58—59. Matt. 25:34: Come, ye 

blessed of my Father , . 
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Before the west has darkened on your sight.” 

Straight rose the path within the rock, and so 
Directed onward, that I robbed the ray 65 

Before me from the sun, already low. 

I and my sages few steps did assay 
When by the extinguished shadow we perceived 
That now behind us had sunk down the day. 

And ere the horizon had one hue received 70 

In all the unmeasured regions of the air. 

And night her whole expansion had achieved. 

Each of us made his bed upon a stair, 

Seeing that the nature of the mount overcame 
Alike the power to ascend and the desire. 75 

As goats, now ruminating, though the same 
That, before feeding, brisk and wanton played 
On the high places of the hills, grow tame. 

Silent, while the sun scorches, in the shade, 

Watched by the herd that props him hour by hour 80 
Upon his staff and, propt so, tends his trade; 

And as the sheplierd, lodging out-of-door. 

Watches night-long in quiet by his flock, 

Wary lest wild beast scatter it or devour; 

Such were we then, all three, within that nook, ss 

I as a goat, they as a shepherd, there. 

On this and that side hemmed by the high rock. 

Little could there of the outside things appear; 

But through that little I saw the stars to glow 
Bigger than ordinary and shine more clear. 90 

Ruminating and gazing on them so 

Sleep took me; sleep which often will apprize 
Of things to come, and ere the event foreknow. 

In the hour, I think, when first from Eastern skies 
Upon the mountain Cytherca beamed 95 

Whom fire of love forever glorifies, 

A lady young and beautiful I seemed 

To see move through a plain and flower on flower 
To gather; singing, she was saying (I dreamed), 

^Lct them know, whoso of my name inquire, 100 

That I am Leah, and move my fingers fair 
Around, to make me a garland for a tire. 

[80. herd: herdsman. — J. C. McG.] and harmless activity. Consequently 

95. “Cytherea” is Venus, whose star the active and the contemplative life 

shines before sunrise. are revealed to him in the form of 

100. Dante is about to visit the Laban's daughters, Leah and Rachel. 
Garden of Eden, the abode of innocence 
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To glad me at the glass I deck me here; 

But never to her mirror is untrue 
My sister Rachel, and sits all day there. ,05 

She is fain to hold her beauteous eyes in view 
As me with these hands I am fain to adorn: 

To see contenteth her, and me to do.'" 

Already, through the splendour ere the morn, 

Which to wayfarers the more grateful shows, no 

Lodging less far from home, where they return, 

The shadows on all sides were fleeing, and close 
On them my sleep fled; wherefore, having seen 
The great masters risen already, I rose. 

'That apple whose sweetness in their craving keen ns 
Mortals go seeking on so many boughs 
'This day shall peace to all thy hungers mean.*' 

Words such as these to me did Virgil use; 

And no propitious gifts did man acquire 
l^r pleasure matching these, to have or choose. i^o 
So came on me desire upon desire 
To be above, that now with every tread 
I felt wings on me growing to waft me higher. 

When under us the whole high stair ms sped 
And we unto the topmost step had Won, ,2s 

Virgil, fixing his eyes upon me, said: 

'The temporal and the eternal fire, my son. 

Thou hast beheld: thou art come now to a part 
Where of myself I see no farther on. 

I have brought thee hither both by wit and art. 130 

'lake for thy guide thine own heart's pleasure now. 

Forth from the narrows, from the steeps, thou art. 

See there the sun that shines upon thy brow; 

See the young grass, the flowers and coppices 
Which this soil, of itself alone, makes grow. 135 

While the fair eyes are coming, full of bliss, 

Which weeping made me come to thee before. 

Amongst them thou canst go or sit at case. 

Expect from me no word or signal more. 

'Thy will is upright, sound of tissue, free: ,40 

To disobey it were a fault; wherefore 
Over thyself I crown thee and mitre thee.'* 


US. “That apple . . earthly hap- 142. I make thee thine own Emperor 
piness. and Pope. 
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CANTO XXX 

[Like the stars of Ursa Minor which guide sailors to port, the 
Seven Candlesticks, stars of the Empyrean, control the movements 
of those in the procession; and the elders who preceded the ear now 
turn toward it, and one (who represents the Song of Solomon) calls 
on Beatrice to appear. Angels are seen scattering flowers, and in the 
midst of them a veiled lady clad in the colors of Faith, Hope, and 
Charity. It is Beatrice; and Dante experiences the same agitation 
in her presence, though her face is not revealed, as when he first 
saw her. Overcome, he turns for comfort to Virgil; but Virgil has 
now disappeared; and Beatrice addresses Dante by name, severe in 
look and in speech. Frozen by her reproaches, he is melted by the 
compassion of the angels, to whom Beatrice tells of Dante's life 
and disloyalty to her.] 

Now when those Seven of the First Heaven stood still 
Which rising and declension never knew 
Nor veil of other mist than the evil will, 

And which apprized each there what he should do, 

Even as the starry Seven in lower air s 

Guide him to port who stccrcth by them true, 

The people in whom truth doth itself declare. 

Who first between it and the Gryphon cainc, 

Turned to the car, as if their peace were there. 

And one, as if Heaven prompted that acclaim, lo 

Veni, sponsdy de Libano chanted thrice. 

And after him all the others cried the same. 

As at the last trump shall the saints arise, 

Crying alleluias to be rc-attired 

In flesh, up from the cavern where each lies, 15 

Upon the heavenly chariot so inspired 
A hundred sprang ad vocem tanti senis. 

Messengers of eternal life, who quired 
Singing together Benedictus qui venis, 

>^ilc from their hands flowers up and down were 
thrown, 20 

And Manibus O date lilia plenis, 

I have seen ere now at the beginning dawn 
The region of the East all coloured rose, 

1-4. “The First Heaven”: the J. C. McG.] 

Empyrean. — “The evil will”: man’s 17. “At the voice of so great an 
sinfulness. — “There”: in the procession elder.” 

of the Church. 19. “Blessed is he that cometh” (in 

5-6. As the Ursa Minor guides the the name of the Lord). [Matthew 21:9. 
helmsman. — J. C. McG.] 

11. “Come with me from Lebanon, 21. “Oh, give lilies with full hands!” 
my spouse.” [Song of Solomon 4:8. — [Aencid, Book VT, 1. 883. — J. C. McG.J 
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(Tlie pure sky else in “beauty of peace withdrawn) 
When shadowed the sun's face uprising shows, 

So that the mists, attempering his powers. 

Let the eye linger upon him in repose; 

So now for me amid a cloud of flowers 

That from the angels' hands up-floated light 
And fell, withinside and without, in showers, 

A lady, olive-crowned o’er veil of white. 

Clothed in the eolour of a living flame. 

Under a mantle green, stole on my sight. 

My spirit that a time too long to name 

Had passed, since, at her presence coming nigh, 

A trembling thing and broken it became. 

Now by no recognition of the eye 

But virtue invisible that went out from her 
Felt old love seize me in all its mastery. 

When smote my sight the high virtue that, ere 
The years of boy hood were behind me laid. 

Already had pierced me through, as with a spear, 
With such trust as a child that is afraid 
Or hurt, runs to his mother with his pains, 

1 turned me to the left, to seek me aid 
And say to Virgil: “Scarce one drop remains 
Of blood in me that trembles not: by this 
I recognize the old flame within my veins.'' 

But Virgil had from us his company's 
Sweet solace taken, Virgil, father kind, 

Virgil, who for my soul's weal made me his. 

Nor all that our first mother had resigned 

Availed to keep my checks, washed with the dew, 
From tears that once more stained them, welling blind. 
“Dante, that Virgil leaves thee, and from thy view 
Is vanished, O not yet weep; weep not yet. 

For thou must weep, another stab to rue.” 

Like the Admiral who on poop or prow is set. 

To eye his men, in the other ships dispersed. 

And comes, each heart to embolden and abet, 

So on the left side of the car, when first 
I turned, hearing my own name in my car 
(Which of necessity is here rehearsed) 

I found the gaze of her I had seen appear 
Erewhilc, veiled, in the angelic festival. 

Toward me, this side the stream, directed clear; 
Howbeit the veil she had from her head let fall, 
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With grey leaf of Minerva chapleted, 

Disclosing her, did not disclose her all. 

Still severe, standing in her queenlihead, 

She spoke on, as one speaks whose purpose is 
To keep the hottest word awhile unsaid. 

“Look on me well: 1 am, I am Beatrice. 

How, then, didst thou deign to ascend the Mount? 
Knewest thou not that, here, man is in bliss?'" 

I dropt mine eyes down to the lucent fount, 

But seeing myself there, drew them back in haste 
To the grass, heavy upon my shame"s account. 

As to a child a mother looks stcrn-faccd, 

So to me seemed she: pity austere in thought 
Hath in its savour a so bitter taste. 

She ceased then, and from every angel throat 
Straightway In te, Domine, speravi rose 
But beyond pedes meos they passed not. 

As on the chine of Italy the snows 

Lodged in the living rafters harden oft 
To freezing, when the North-East on them blows. 

Then, inly melted, trickle from aloft. 

If from the shadeless countries a breath stirs. 

Like in the flame a candle melting soft. 

So was I, without sighs and without tears. 

In presence of their singing who accord 
Their notes to music of the eternal spheres; 

But when I was aware of the sweet chord 
Of their compassion, more than if they spoke 
Saying, “Lady, why this shame upon him poured?"" 

The ice that round my heart had hardened woke 
Warm into breath and water, and from my breast 
In anguish, through mouth and through eyes, outbroke. 

She, standing ever in her still'd arrest 
Upon the car's same side, to the array 
Of those compassionate beings these words addrest: 

“Ye so keep watch in the everlasting day 
That neither night stealcth from you, nor sleep. 

One step that the world takes upon its way; 

Therefore my answer shall the more care keep 
That he, there, understand me amid those tears, 

So that transgression equal sorrow reap. 

83-84. Ps. 31: “In thee, 0 Lord, do 85. “The chine of Italy’» is 
I put my trust.” Verse 8 ends with: Apennine range. 

“Thou hast set my feet in a large 89. “The shadeless countries”: 
room.” African desert. 
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Not only by operation of great spheres 
Which to some certain end each seed uptrain 
According as the starry voice it hears, 

But bounty of heavenly graces, which for rain 
Have exhalations born in place so high 
That our eyes may not near to them attain, 
This man was such in natural potency, 

In his new life, that all the ingrained good 
Looked in him to have fruited wondrously. 

But so much groweth the more rank and rude 
The soil with bad seed and unhusbanded. 

The more it hath from earth of hardihood. 

His spirit some time my countenance comforted 
With look of my young eyes for its support, 
Drawing him, the right path with me to tread. 
Soon as the threshold I had passed, athwart 
The second period, and life changed its home, 
Me he forsook, with others to eonsort. 

When from the flesh to spirit I had clomb 
And beauty and \ irtuc greater in me grew, 

Less dear to him, more strange did I become; 
And witli perverted steps on ways untrue 
He sought false images of good, that ne'er 
Perform entire the promise that was due. 

Nor helped me the inspiration won by prayer 
Whereby through dream or other hidden accost 
I called him back; so little had he care; 

So low he sank, all means must I exhaust, 

Till naught for his salvation profited 
Save to be shown tire people that are lost. 

For this I broached the gateway of the dead, 

For this with tears was my entreaty brought 
To him, by whom his feet were hither led. 

The ordinance of high God were set at naught 
If Lethe were passed over into peace. 

And such viand enjoyed, without some scot 
Of penitence that may the tears release.'' 


1X0 


IIS 


120 


IAS 


130 


135 


140 


MS 


CANTO XXXI 

[Dante, accused by Beatrice, confesses his sin and is filled with 
penitence. Overwhelmed by the severity of Beatrice's words, and by 

109-112. The “great spheres” are 116. “New life”: young life, 

the revolving heavens, which determine 125. “Ihc second period”: begins at 

the disposition of every human being. 25. Her “life changed” the temporal 
God also bestows upon every individu^ home for the eternal, 
a special degree of grace. 
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his own remorse, he falls senseless. When he recovers from his faint, 
he finds that Matilda is drawing him across Lethe stream, in which 
she immerses him. The four daneers (the four eardinal virtues) 
lead him up to the Gryphon [who represents Christ, the second 
person of the Trinity — J. C. McG.], where Beatrice is standing; in 
her eyes the Gryphon is mirrored, now in one form now in the other. 
The other three (the Theological Virtues) then come forward, 
dancing, and implore Beatrice to smile upon her faithful servant.] 

“O thou who art yon-side the sacred stream," 

Turning her speech to point at me the blade 
Which even the edge had made so sharp to seem. 

She spoke again, continuing undelayed. 

“Say, say if this be true; for, thus accused, s 

Confession must thereto by thee be made" 

Whereat my faculties were so confused 

That the voice stirred and faltered and was dead 
Ere it came free of the organs that it used. 

Short time she endured; ^‘What think'st thou?" then she 
said. 10 

Answer, for in thee the sad memories 
By the water are not yet discomfited." 

Fear and confusion’s mingled miseries 

Constrained out of my mouth a ''Yes'^ so low 
That to understand it there was need of eyes. 15 

As the arbalast that snaps both string and bow. 

When to a too great tautness it is forced, 

And shooting hits the mark with feebler blow. 

So under this so heavy charge I burst, 

Out of me letting gush the sighs and tears; 20 

And in its vent my voice failed as from thirst. 

Wherefore she questioned: “Within those desires 
I stirred in thee, to make thee love the Good 
Beyond which nought is, whereto man aspires, 

What moats or what strong chains athwart thy road as 

Didst thou encounter, that of hope to pass 
Onward, thou needs must strip thee as of a load? 

And what solace or profit in the face 

Of the others was displayed unto thiiic eye 
That thou before them up and down must pace?" 30 

After the drawing of a bitter sigh 

Scarce had I voice an answer to essay. 

And lips with difficulty shaped reply. 

Weeping I said: “Things of the passing day. 


12. “The water”: of Lethe. 
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Soon as your face no longer on me shone, 3S 

With their false pleasure turned my steps away/' 

And she: “If thou wert silent, nor didst own 
What thou avowest, not less were record 
Of thy fault made: by such a judge 'tis known. 

But when the sinner’s own mouth has outpoured 40 

The accusation, in our court the wheel 
Against the edge is turned back on the sword. 

Ilowbcit, that now the shame thou carry still 
k’or thine error, and at the Siren's plea 
Another time thou be of stronger will, 45 

Lay aside the seed of weeping; hark to me. 

Hear how my buried body should have spurred 
And on the opposite path have furthered thee. 

Nature or art never to thee assured 

Such pleasure as the fair limbs that did house 50 

My spirit, and now are scattered and interred. 

And if the highest pleasure failed thee thus 
By my death, at such time what mortal thing 
Ought to have draw'ii thee toward it amorous? 

Truly oughtest thou at the first arrow's sting ss 

Of tliosc lures, to rise after me on high, 

Who was no more made in such fashioning. 

Nay, nor should girl or other vanity 

Of such brief usage have thy wings down-weighed 
To wait for other coming shafts to fly. 60 

'Lhe young bird waiteth two or three indeed; 

But in the eyes of the full-fledged in vain 
The net is spread and the arrows vainly speed." 

As boys that dumb with shamefastness remain. 

Eyes to ground, listening to their faults rehearsed, 65 
Knowing themselves in penitence and pain. 

So stood I; and she said: 'TTom what thou hcar’st 
If thou art grieving, lift thy beard and look, 

And thou shalt by a greater grief be pierced." 

With less resistance is a stubborn oak 70 

Torn up by wind (whether Twas ours that blew 
Or wind that from larbas land awoke) 

Than at her bidding I my chin up-drew; 

And when by “beard" she asked me for my face. 

The venom in the meaning well I knew. 75 


41-42. The sword of justice is 
blunted, i.e., tempered with mercy. 

58. Is the “girV’ to be taken literally, 
or does she symbolize some intellectual 
pursuit inconsistent with the spiritual 
ideal? The question remains open. 


68. “Beard”: chin. 

72. “larbas” was king of Libya. 

7C. The implication that the beard 
is inconsistent with Dante’s youthful 
vagaries. 
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And when to expose my features I could brace 
My spirit, I saw those primal Essences 
Reposing from their strewings in their place. 

And mine eyes, hardly as yet assured of these. 

Were 'ware of Beatrice, turned toward that beast 8o 

Which in two natures one sole person is. 

Under her veil beyond the stream 1 wist 
That she surpassed her ancient self yet more 
Than when amongst us she surpassed the rest. 

The nettle of penitence pricked me now so sore 85 

That, of all things, that which did most pervert 
To love of it, I had most hatred for. 

The recognition gnawed so at my heart 
That I fell conquered, and what then of me 
Became, she knows who had devised the smart. 90 

Then when my heart restored the faculty 
Of sense, the lady I had found alone 
I saw above me, and ''Hold,'' she said, "hold mc.'^ 

To the neck into the stream she had led me on 

And, drawing me behind her, went as light 95 

Over the water as a shuttle thrown. 

When I was near the bank of blessed sight 
Asperges me my cars so sweetly graced 
I cannot recollect it, far less write. 

The fair lady opened her arms, embraced 100 

My head, and plunged me underneath the flow, 

Where swallowing I must needs the water taste. 

Then raised me and presented me, bathed so. 

Within the dancing of the beauteous hour; 

And each an arm about me came to throw. 105 

''Here we are nymphs, in the sky stars: before 
Beatrice descended to the world, we were 
Ordained to be her handmaids evermore. 

Well lead thee to her eyes; but the Three there, 

Whose gaze is deeper, in the blissful light no 

That is within, shall make thine own more clear." 

Thus singing they began, and me then light 
Up to the Gryphon's breast with them they led 
Where Beatrice was standing opposite, 

"Sec that thou spare not of thy gaze," they said. 115 

"We have set thee afore the emeralds to stand 


77 . “Primal Essences”: the angels. 
80. “That beast”: the Gryphon. 

92. “The lady”: Matilda. 

98. “Purge me”: Ps. 51:7. 

104. “The beauteous Four”: the 


cardinal virtues. 

109. “The Three”: the theological 
virtues. 

116. “The emeralds”: the eyes of 
Beatrice. 
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Wlicrefrom for thee Love once his armoury fed.” 

Thousand desires, hotter than flame, constrained 
The gaze of mine eyes to the shining eyes 
Which on the Gryphon only fixed remained. 

As in the glass the sun, not otherwise 
The two-fold creature had its mirroring 
Within them, now in one, now the other guise. 

Think, Reader, if 1 mar\clled at this thing, 

When I beheld it unchanged as at first 
Itself, and in its image altering. 

While in deep astonishment immersed 
My happy soul was tasting of that food 
Which, itself sating, of itself makes thirst, 

Showing themselves as if of loftiest blood 

In their demeanour, the other three came then 
Dancing to the angelic air they trod. 

‘'Turn, Beatrice, turn thy sainted eyes again,” 

So were they singing, "to thy servant leal 
Who to sec thee so many steps hath ta'en. 

Of thy grace do us this grace, to unveil 

To him thy mouth, so that he may discern 
llic second bcautv which thou dost conQcal.” 

O splendour of the living light eternc, 

Who is there that beneath Parnassus’ shade 
lias grown pale or has drunk of that cistern 
lhat would not seem to have his mind o*er-wcighed 
Striving to paint thee as thou appeared'st where 
To figure thee, heaven’s harmonics are made. 

When thou didst un\'cil to the open air? 

Paradise (Paradiso) 

CANTO I 

[The poet invokes the aid of Apollo in attempting the hardest 
part of his theme, the description of Paradise. 

On earth, in Italy, it is evening; but at the summit of the Mount 
of Purgatory it is near noon about the time of the vernal equinox; 
the sun being in Aries, a propitious conjunction. Dante and Beatrice 
arc suddenly transported to the sphere of fire, between the earth and 
the moon. Dante is so "transhumanized” that he is now able to hear 
the music of the spheres; but at first he is bewildered, not under- 
standing, till Beatrice explains that he has left the earth behind. 
He is still puzzled to know how it is that he has risen, more swiftly 

123. Now with its human, now with 138. “The second beauty" is the 
its divine, bearing — the two component mouth, the first beauty being the eyes, 
parts of the nature of Christ. 
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than air or fire, against the laws of gravitation. Beatrice tells him 
that the instinct implanted in the soul is to rise, as fire rises, towards 
heaven; this belongs to the order of the universe, in whieh eaeh 
part has its own function. Dante has been liberated from the dis- 
tractions which, through man's possession of free will, sometimes 
cause the soul to be diverted from its aim.] 

The glory of Him who moveth all that is 

Pervades the universe, and glows more bright 
In the one region, and in another less. 

In that heaven which partakes most of His light 

I have been, and have beheld such things as who 5 

Comes down thence has no wit nor power to write; 

Such depth our understanding deepens to 
When it draws near unto its longing’s home 
That memory cannot backward with it go. 

Nevertheless what of the blest kingdom lo 

Could in my memory, for its treasure, stay 
Shall now the matter of my song become. 

For the last labour, good Apollo, 1 pray. 

Make me so apt a \^csscl of thy power 

As is required for gift of thy loved bay. is 

One of Parnassus’ peaks hath heretofore 

Sufficed me; both now shall I need forthwith 
For entering on the last arena-floor. 

Enter into my bosom, and in-breathe 
Such force as filled thee to out-sing the strain 20 

Of Marsyas when thou didst his limbs unsheathe. 

O divine power, if thou so far sustain, 
lliat I may show the image visibly 
Of the holy realm imprinted on my brain, 

Thou’lt see me come to thy beloved tree 25 

And there the leaves upon my temples fit 
Which I shall earn both through the theme and thee. 

So few times, h’athcr, is there plucked of it 
For Caesar or for poet triumphing 

(Fault and reproach of human will and wit), 30 

That in the joyous Delphic god must spring 
A joy new-born, when the Peneian frond 
With longing for itself doth any sting. 

A small spark kindles a great flame beyond: 

Haply after me with better voice than mine 35 

IS. “Loved bay”: Daphne, loved and feated and then flayed by Apollo, 

pursued by Apollo, was changed to a 25. “Thy beloved tree”: the laurel, 
laurel. 31-32. “The Delphic god”: 

21. “Marsyas”: a satyr, who was de- Apollo. “The Peneian frond”: the laurel. 
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Such prayer shall plead, that Cirrha may respond. 

The world's lamp rises upon men to shine 

By divers gates, but from that gate which makes 
Four circles with three crosses to conjoin, 

With happier star joined, happier course it takes, 40 

And more to its own example can persuade. 

Moulding and stamping it, the mundane wax. 

Almost this gate had morning yonder made 
And evening here; and there that hemisphere 
Was all white, and the other part in shade, 45 

When, turned on her left side, I was aware 
Of Beatrice, fixing on the sun her eyes: 

Never on it so fixed was eagle's stare. 

And as a second ray will always rise 

Where the first struck, and backward seek ascent, 50 

Like pilgrim hastening when he homeward hies. 

So into my imagination went 

Hirough the eyes her gesture; and my own complied, 

And on the sun, past wont, my eyes were bent. 

Much is permitted there which is denied 55 

Here to our faculties, thanks to the place 
Made for mankind to own, and there abide. 

Not long I endured him, yet not so brief space 
But that I saw what sparkles round him shone 
Like molten ore fresh from the fierce furnace; 60 

And, on a sudden, day seemed added on 
To day, as if He, who such things can do, 

Had glorified heaven with a second sun. 

Beatrice was standing and Iicld full in view 

The eternal wheels, and I fixed on her keen 65 

My eyes, that from above their gaze withdrew. 

And at licr aspect I became witliin 

As Glaucus after the herb's tasting, whence 
To the other sea-gods he was made akin. 

The passing beyond bounds of human sense 70 

Words cannot tell; let then the examples sate 
Him for whom grace reserves the experience. 


36. “Cirrha” stands for Delphi, 
Af)oIlo’s abode. 

3 7-44. In these lines Dante describes 
the season. [The “gate” is the point 
of the horizon from which the sun rises 
on a particular day. On this day 
(Wednesday, April 13, 1300) it was 
still in the zodiacal sign Aries (March 
21-April 21). On the day the sun enters 
Aries, three circles -the celestial equa- 
tor, the ecliptic, and the colurc of the 
equinoxes— intersect the horizon (itself 


a circle); hence, four circles and three 
crosses. It was believed that the sun’s 
influence was most favorable when it was 
in Aries.- ~J. C. McG.] 

44-45. Here Dante tells the hour: 
it was noon in Eden, midnight in Jeru- 
salem. 

56. “Thanks to the place”: Eden. 

65 “The eternal wheels”: the re- 
volving heavens. 

63. The fisherman Glaucus, tasting of 
a certain herb, became a sea-god. 
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If I was only what thou didst create 

Last in me, O Love whose rule the heavens attest, 

Tlius know'st, who with thy light didst lift my state, 75 
When that the wheel which thou eternizest 
In longing, held me with the harmony 
Which thou attuncst and distinguishest. 

So much of heaven was fired, it seemed to me. 

With the sun’s blaze that never river or rain Si, 


Widened the waters to so great a sea. 

Tlie new sound and the great light made me fain 
With craving keener than had ever been 
Before in me, their cause to ascertain. 

Slic then, who saw me as I myself within, 85 

My mind’s disturbance eager to remit, 

Opened her lips before I could begin, 

And spoke: “lliou makest thyself dense of wit 
With false fancy, so that thou dost not see 
What thou would’st see, wert thou but rid of it. 90 

Thou'rt not on earth, as thou supposcst thee: 

But lightning from its own place rushing out 
Ne’er sped as thou, who to thy home dost flee/^ 

If I was stript of my first teasing doubt 
By the brief smiling little words, yet freed 95 

I was not, but enmeshed in a new thought. 

And I replied: “I am released indeed 

From much amazement; yet am still amazed 
That those light bodies I transcend in speed.” 

She, sighing in pity, gave me as she gazed 100 

The look that by a mother is bestowed 
Upon her child in its delirium crazed, 

And said: “All things, whatever their abode. 

Have order among themselves; this Form it is 
That makes the universe like unto God. 10s 

Here the high beings sec the imprint of His 
Eternal power, which is the goal divine 
Whereto the rule aforesaid testifies. 


In the order I speak of, all natures incline 
Either more near or less near to their source 


According as their diverse lots assign. 

To diverse harbours thus they move perforce 
O'er the great ocean of being, and each one 


73 . Dante is not sure whether he 
took his body with him to Heaven, or 
left it behind. 

77. The swift motion of the Primum 
Mobile, the outermost sphere of the 
material universe, is due to the 


eagerness of every one of its parts to 
come into contact with every part of 
God’s own Heaven, the Empyrean. 

93. “Thy home”: the Empyrean. 
110. “Their source”: God. 
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With instinct given it to maintain its course. 

This bears the fiery element to the moon; ns 

This makes the heart of mortal things to move; 

This knits the earth together into one. 

Not only creatures that are empty of 

Intelligence this bow shoots towards the goal, 

But those that have both intellect and love • 120 

The Providence, that rules this wondrous whole. 

With its own light makes the heaven still to stay 
Wherein whirls that which doth the swiftest roll. 

And thither now upon the appointed way 

We are borne on by virtue of that cord still 125 

Which means a joyful mark, shoot what it may. 

True it is that as the form oftentimes ill 
Accordeth with the intention of the art, 

The matter being slow to scn^c the will. 

So aside sometimes may the creature start; 130 

For it has power, though on this course impelled. 

To swerve in purpose toward some other part 
(And so the fire from cloud may be beheld 
To fall), if the first impulse of its flight 
To earth be wrested, by false pleasure held, 135 

Tliou should'st not marvel, if I esteem aright. 

More at thy rising than at streams we sec 

Fall to the base down from a mountain’s height; 

Marvel it were if thou, from hindrance free, 

Had’st sat below, resolved there to remain, 140 

As stillness in live flame on earth would be.” 

Thereon toward heaven she turned her gaze again. 


CANTO III 

[Dante becomes aware of faces appearing eager to speak to him. 
At first he supposes them to be reflections (unlike Narcissus, who 
supposed his reflection to be real). One of these spirits is Piccarda, 
about whom Dante had asked her brother Foresc in Purgatory 
(Canto XXIV). She is with those placed in the sphere of the Moon 
because of vows broken or imperfectly performed. Dante asks if 
those who are in this lowest sphere ever crave for a more exalted 
place in Paradise. She tells him that this is impossible; it is of the 
essence of their bliss merely to fulfill the divine will: ‘‘In His will is 
our peace.” And she goes on to tell how she took the veil in the 
Order of Saint Clare, but was forcibly taken from her convent (to 

122-125. “The heaven”: the Empy- bowstring of instinct, 
rean, within which the swift Primum 131. “For it has power”: the free 
Mobile revolves. “That cord”: the will. 
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be married to a noble). Among these spirits is the Empress Con- 
stance, who also was torn from her convent and married to Henry VI, 
the second of the three “whirlwinds” from Suabia (line 119); the 
first being Frederick Barbarossa, and the third Frederick II; all these 
emperors were men of tempestuous energy.] 

Tliat Sun which fired my bosom of old with love 
Had thus bared for me in beauty the aspect sweet 
Of truth, expert to prove as to disprove; 

And I, to avow me of all error quit, 

Confident and assured, lifted my head 5 

More upriglit, in such measure as was fit. 

But now appeared a sight that riveted 
Me to itself with such compulsion keen 
That my confession from my memory fled. 

As from transparent glasses polished clean, lo 

Or water shining smooth up to its rim, 

Yet not so that the bottom is unseen, 

Our faces’ lineaments return so dim 

That pearl upon white forehead not more slow 
Would on our pupils its pale image limn; 15 

So 1 beheld faces that seemed aglow 
To speak, and fell into the counter-snare 
From what made love Twixt man and pool to grow. 

No sooner had I marked those faces there. 

Than, thinking them reflections, with swift eyes so 

I turned about to sec of whom they were, 

And saw nothing: again, in my surprise, 

I turned straight to the light of my sweet Guide, 

Who smiling, burned within her sainted eyes. 

^‘Marvel not at my smiling,” she replied, 25 

“To contemplate thy childlike thought revealed 
Which cannot yet its foot to truth confide. 

But moves thee, as ever, on emptiness to build. 

True substances arc these thine eyes perceive, 

Remitted here for vows not all fulfilled. 30 

Speak with them therefore, hearken and believe, 

F'or the true light which is their happiness 
Lets them not swerve, but to it they must cleave.^ 

And I to the shade that seemed most near to press 

For converse, turned me and began, as one 3s 

Who is overwrought through longing in excess: 

“O spirit made for bliss, who from the sun 
Of life eternal fcclcst the sweet ray 
1 , “That Sun”; Beatrice, 18. “Man”: Narcissus. 
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Which, save 'tis tasted, is conceived by none. 

It will be gracious to me, if I may 40 

Be gladdened with thy name and all your fate/' 

And she, with laughing eyes and no delay: 

"‘Our charity no more locks up the gate 
Against a just wish than that Charity 
Which would have all its court in like estate. 4s 

On earth I was a Virgin Sister: see 

What memory yields thee, and my being now 
More beautiful will hide me not from thee, 

But that I am Piccarda thou wilt know. 

Who with these other blessed ones placed here 50 

Am blessed in the splicrc that moves most slow; 

For our desires, which kindle and flame clear 
Only in the pleasure of the Holy Ghost, 

To what he appointeth joyfully adhere; 

And this which seems to thee so lowly a post 55 

Is gi\'cn to us because the vows we made 
Were broken, or complete observance lost/' 

Then I to her: '‘Something divinely glad 
Shines in your marvellous aspect, to replace 
In you the old conceptions that I had; 6c» 

I was slow therefore to recall thy face: 

But what thou telPst me hclpcth now to clear 
My sight, and thee more easily to retrace. 

But tell me: you that are made happy here, 

Do ye to a more exalted place aspire, 6s 

To see more, or to make yourselves more dear?" 

She smiled a little, and with her smiled that choir 
Of spirits; then so joyous she replied 
That she appeared to burn in love's first fire: 

^'Brothel, the virtue of love hath pacified 70 

Our will; we long for what we have alone, 

Nor any craving stirs in us beside. 

If we desired to reach a loftier zone. 

Our longings would be all out of accord 
With Ilis will who disposeth here His own. 75 

For that, these circles, thou wilt see, afford 
No room, if love be our whole being's root 
And thou ponder the meaning of that word. 

Nay, 'tis of the essence of our blessed lot 

In the divine will to be cloistered still 80 

Through which our own wills into one are wrought, 

44. “That Charity’’: of God. company: thy refers to Piccarda alone. 

[59-61, Your refers to the whole — ^J. C. McG.J 
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Had look and love all on the one mark bent 

0 triple Light, which in a single star 
Shining on them their joy can so expand, 

Look down upon this storm wherein we are! ^ 

If the barbarian, coming from such land 
As every day by wheeling Helice 
And her beloved son with her, is spanned, 

Seeing Rome and her stupendous works, — if he 

Was dazed, in that age when the Lateran 35 

Rose, builded to outsoar mortality, 

I, who was come to the divine from man, 

To the eternal out of time, and from 
Florence unto a people just and sane. 

How dazed past measure must I needs become! 40 

Between this and rny joy I found it good, 

Truly, to hear naught and myself be dumb. 

And as the pilgrim quickens in his blood 
Within the temple of his vow at gaze, 

Already in hope to re-tell how it stood, 45 

So traversing the light of living rays 
My eyes along the ranks, now up I led. 

Now down, and now wandered in circling ways. 

1 saw faces, such as to love persuade, 

Adorned by their own smile and Other's light 
And gestures that all dignity displayed. 

The general form of Paradise my sight 
Had apprehended in its ambience, 

But upon no part had it rested quite; 

I turned then with a wish re-kindled thence ss 

To ask my Lady and to be satisfied 
Concerning things which held me in suspense. 

One thing I thought, another one replied: 

I thought to have seen Beatrice, and behold! 

An elder, robed like to those glorified. 60 

His eyes and cheeks of benign gladness told. 

And in his bearing was a kindliness 
Such as befits a father tendcr-soulcd: 

“Where is she?'' I cried on a sudden in my distress. 

“To end thy longing, Beatrice was stirred," 65 

He answered then, “to bring me from my place. 

Her shalt thou see, if to the circle third 
51-33. “Such land”: the North. 60. “An elder”: St. Bernard, a 
“Helice” and “her . . . son” Areas great mystic of the twelfth century, 
arc the Great and the Little Bear, famous for his devotion to the Blessed 

35. “The Lateran”: the old Papal Virgin. 

Dalace in Rome. 67. The first circle is that of Maiy, 
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From the highest rank thine eyes thou wilt up-raise, 
There on the throne whereto she hath been preferred/' 
Without reply I lifted up my gaze 70 

And saw her making for herself a crown 
Of the reflection from the eternal rays. 

From the highest sky which rolls the thunder down 
No mortal eye is stationed so remote, 

Though in the deepest of tlie seas it drown, 75 

As then from Beatrice was my sight; but naught 
It was to me; for without any veil 
Her image down to me undimmed was brought. 

‘T) Lady, m whom my hopes all prosper well, 

And who for my salvation didst endure 80 

1 o leave the printing of thy feet in Hell, 

Of all that I have seen, now and before. 

By virtue of what thy might and goodness gave, 

I recognize the grace and sovereign power. 

Thou hast drawn me up to freedom from a slave 85 

By all those paths, all those ways known to thee 
1'hrough which thou had'st such potency to save. 
Continue thy magnificence in me, 

So that my soul, which thou hast healed of scar, 

May please thy sight when from the body free." 90 

So did I pray; and she, removed so far 
As she appeared, looked on me smiling-faced; 

'I’hen to the eternal fountain turned her there. 

Whereon the holy Elder: “That thou may'st 

Consummate this thy journey, whereunto 95 

Prayer and a holy love made me to haste, 

Elv with thine eyes this heavenly garden through! 

Gazing on it shall better qualify 
Thy vision, the light upward to pursue. 

I’he Queen of Heaven, for whom continually ,00 

1 burn with love, will grant us every grace 
Since Bernard, her own faithful one, am I." 

Like one, some Croat perhaps, who comes to gaze 
On our Veronica with eyes devout. 

Nor states the inveterate hunger that he has, 105 

So long as it is shown, but says in thought, 

“My Lord Christ Jesus, very God, is this 
Indeed Thy likeness in such fashion wrought?" 

the second that of Eve, the third that 104. The “Veronica” is the true im- 
of Rachel, beside whom Beatrice sits. age of the Savior, left on a kerchief. It 
96. The “prayer and a holy love” are wab shown at St. Peter’s in Rome. 
Beatrice’s. 
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Such was I, gazing on the impassioned bliss 

Of love in him who even in this world's woe no 

By contemplation tasted of that peace. 

‘'Child of Grace,” he began, “thou wilt not know 
This joyous being in its felirty 
If thine eyes rest but on the base below. 

Look on the farthest circles thou can'st see, ns 

Till thou perceive enthroned the Queen, to whom 
This realm devoteth its whole fealty.” 

I raised my eyes; and as in morning bloom 
The horizon's eastern part becometh bright 
And that where the sun sinks is overcome, no 

So with my eyes elimbing a mountain's height. 

As from a valley, I saw on the utmost verge 
What outshone all else fronting me in light. 

As that point where the car is to emerge, 

Which Phacthon drove ill, glows fieriest ns 

And softens down its flame on either marge, 

So did that oriflamme of peace attest 
The midmost glory, and on cither side 
In equal measure did its rays arrest. 

And at that mid-point, with wings opened wide, 130 

A myriad angels moved in festive play. 

In brilliance and in art diversified. 

There, smiling upon dance and roundelay, 

I saw a Beauty, that was happiness 

In the eyes of all the other saints' array. 135 

And if in speaking I had wealth not less 
Than in imagining, I would not dare 
To attempt the least part of her loveliness. 

When of my fixt look Bernard was aware. 

So fastened on his own devotion's flame, 140 

He turned his eyes with so much love to her 
That mine more ardent and absorbed became. 

CANTO xxxii 

[Bernard explains the conformation of the Celestial Rose. It is 
divided down the middle, and across; on one side are male, on the 
other female, saints. Below the horizontal division are the souls 
of beatified children. That Dante may be vouchsafed a vision of 
Deity itself, Bernard makes supplication to the Virgin, and bids 
Dante accompany him in his prayer.] 

111. St. Bernard in his meditations 127. “That oriflamme,” i.e., golden 
had a foretaste of the peace of Heaven. pennant, is the streak of light on Mary’s 

124, “The car”: of the sun. side. 

141. “To her”: on Mary. 
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Rapt in love’s bliss, that contemplative saint 
Nevertheless took up the instruetor’s part, 

Uttering these sacred words with no constraint: 

‘The wound that Mary closed, and soothed its smart. 
She, who so beautiful sits at her feet, 

Opened, and yet more deeply pressed the dart. 

In the order making the third rank complete 
Rachel thou can'st distinguish next below 
With Beatrice in her appointed seat. 

Sara, Rebecca, Judith, and her too. 

Ancestress of the singer, whose cry rose 
Miserere mei for his fault and rue, — 

These thou beh oldest tier by tier disclose, 

Descending, as I name them each by name. 

From petal after petal down the Rose. 

And from the seventh grade downward, following them. 
Even as above them, Hebrew women bide, 

Parting the tresses on the Rose's stem; 

Because, according as faith made confide 
In Christ, these serve as for a party-wall 
At which the stairs of sanctity divide. 

On this side, where the flower is filled in all 
Its numbered petals, sit in order they 
Who waiting on Christ Coming heard His call; 

On the other side, where certain gaps betray 
Scats empty, in semicircle, thou look’st on 
Such as in Christ Come had their only stay. 

And as on the one side the glorious throne 

Of the Lady of Heaven and the other thrones as well 
Below it make partition, so great John 

Sits over against her, ever there to dwell, 

Who, ever holy, endured the desert's fare. 

And martyrdom, and then two years in Hell. 

Beneath him, chosen to mark the boundary there 
Francis and Benedict and Augustine shine 
And others, round by round, down even to here. 

Now marvel at the deep foresight divine! 

For the faith's either aspect, equal made, 

Shall consummate this garden's full design. 

And know that downward from the midmost grade 


4-5. “The wound”: of original sin. 
“She”: Eve. 

11. “Ancestress”: Ruth; “the sing- 
er”: David. 

12. ** Miserere mei**: “Have mercy 
upon me.” 

19 . On one side of the partition are 


the Hebrews (line 24), on the other 
the Christians (line 27). 

fSO. John: John the Baptist — ^J. C. 
McG.l 

3i. “In Hell”: the Limbus. 

38. “Either aspect”: the Old Church 
and the New. 
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Which runneth the two companies betwixt 
They sit there by no merit that they had 
But by another's, on conditions fixt; 

For these arc spirits that were all released 
Ere they had made a true choice, unperplext 4S 

And by their faces this is manifest 

And also by their voices^ childish note, 

If looking hccdfully thou listenest. 

Now thou art doubting, and doubt makes thee mute; 

But for thy sake will I the coil undo so 

Wherein thou art bound by subtlety of thought 
Within this kingdom's compass thou must know 
Chance hath no single point's determining. 

No more than thirst, or hunger, or sorrow, 

Because eternal law, in everything ss 

Thou see'st, it stablisht with such close consent 
As close upon the finger fits the ring; 

Wherefore these children, hastened as they went 
Into the true life, are not without cause 
Within themselves more and less excellent. 6o 

The King, through whom this realm hath its repose 
In so great love and such felicities. 

That no rash will on further venture goes. 

Creating all minds in His own eyes' bliss. 

At His own pleasure dowers them with grace 6$ 

Diversely; on this point let the fact suffice. 

Tliis is made known to you, clear and express. 

In Holy Writ, by those twins who, ere birth. 

In the womb wrestled in their wrathfulness. 

According to the colour figuring forth to 

In the hair such grace, the sublime Light must needs 
Chaplet their heads according to their worth. 

Wherefore without reward for any deeds 
Their places are to different ranks assigned. 

Differing only in what from gift proceeds. 75 

In the early ages parents' faith, combined 
With innocence, sufficed and nothing more 
To wing them upward and salvation find. 

The first age being completed, other power 

Was needed for the innocent males to attain 80 

By virtue of circumcision, Heaven's door. 


43-45. **But by another’s”; one’s 
parents. “Released”: from the flesh. 
These are the spirits of children who 
died before the age of moral respon- 
sibflity. 

49. Dante is wondering why some 
have higher seats than others. He learns 


that the degree of beatitude is deter- 
mined by predestination. 

68. “Those twins”: Jacob and Esau. 

70-72. Our halo in Heaven is pro- 
portionate to the grace bestowed on us 
at birth. 
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But when the time of grace began its reign. 

Having not perfect baptism of Christ, 

Such innocence below there must remain. 

Look now upon the face most like to Christ! 85 

For only its radiance can so fortify 
Thy gaze as fitteth for beholding Christ.'* 

I saw rain over her such ecstasy 

Brought in the sacred minds that with it glowed— 
Created through the heavenly height to fly — 90 

That all I had seen on all the way I had trod 
Held me not in such breathless marvelling 
Nor so great likeness vouched to me of God. 

And that Love which at its first down-coming 

Sang to her: '‘Hail, O Mary, full of gracef' 9S 

Now over her extended cither wing. 

The divine song echoed through all the space. 

Answered from all sides of the Blessed Court 
So that screner joy filled every face. 

‘‘O holy father, who for my comfort 100 

Hast deigned thy sweet allotted place to quit, 

With me in this low station to consort, 

What is that angel who with such delight > 

Looketh our Queen in the eyes, lost in love there 
So tliat he seems one flame of living light?'' 105 

To his instruction thus did I repair 

Once more, who drew from Mary increasingly 
Beauty, as from the sun the morning star. 

*^Blithcness and buoyant confidence," said he, 

“As much as angel or a soul may own, no 

Are all in him; so would we have it be. 

For he it is who brought the palm-leaf down 
To Mary, when the burden of our woe 
In flesh was undertaken by God's Son. 

Now with thine eyes come with me, as I go ns 

Discoursing, and the great patricians note 
Of the empire that the just and pious know. 

Those two above, most blessed in their lot 
By being nearest to the august Empress, 

Arc of our rose as 'twere the double root. 120 

He on the left who has the nearest place 

Is that father, through whose presumptuous taste 
The human tribe tasteth such bitterness. 

That ancient Father of Holy Church thou may'st 

84. “Below there”: in the Limbus. 119. “Empress”: Mary. 

89. “The sacred minds’": the angels. 122-124. “That father”: Adam. 

94. “That Love which . . the “That ancient Father”: St. Peter, 
angel Gabriel. 
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See on the right, to whom Christ gave in trust «5 

The keys of this, of all flowers loveliest. 

And he who, ere he died, saw all the host 

Of grievous days prepared for that fair spouse 
Won by the nails and by the lance’s thrust, 

Sits by him; by the other, see repose uo 

That leader under whom was fed by manna 
The ungrateful people, fickle and mutinous. 

And, sitting over against Peter, Anna 
Looks on her daughter, so content of soul, 

She nioveth not her eyes, singing Hosanna; 135 

And opposite the greatest father of all 

Sits Lucy, who stirred the lady of thy troth, 

When, eyes down, thou wert running to thy fall. 

But stop we here as the good tailor doth 

(Since of thy sleeping vision the time flies) , 140 

Cutting the gown according to the cloth; 

And turn we to the Primal Love our eyes, 

So that, still gazing toward Him, thou may’st pierce 
Into His splendour, far as in thee lies. 

Yet, lest it happen that thou should’st reverse, ms 

Tliinking to advance, the motion of thy wing, 

A prayer for grace needs must we now rehearse, 

Grace from her bounty who can the succour bring. 

And do thou with thy feeling follow on 
My words, that close to them thy heart may cling.” 15,0 
And he began this holy orison. 

CANTO xxxin 

[The prayer of St. Bernard to the Virgin Mary. The prayer is 
granted; and then Dante prays to God that some trace of the da/- 
zling glimpse of the divine mystery of Trinity in Unity may be 
communicated to men through his verse.] 


'‘Maiden and Mother, daughter of thine own Son, 
Beyond all creatures lowly and lifted high, 

Of the Eternal Design the corner-stone! 

Thou art she who did man’s substance glorify 
So that its own Maker did not eschew 


127-129. St. John, the author of 
the Apocalypse. “Spouse”: the Church. 
“The nails and ... the lance”: of 
Christ’s Passion. 

130-131. “By him”: Peter. “By the 
Other”: Adam. “That leader”: Moses. 

133. “Anna”: St. Anna, mother of 
Mary. 


137. [Lucy: St. Lucia; see Canto II 
of the Infemo.—h C. McG.J “The lady 
of thy troth”: Beatrice. 

148. “From her bounty”: the Bless- 
ed Virgin's. 

1. A great part of this beautiful 
prayer was copied by Chaucer in the 
Second Nun’s Tale, 29-84. 
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Even to be made of its mortality. 

Within thy womb the Love was kindled new 
By generation of whose warmth supreme 
This flower to bloom in pcaee eternal grew. 

Here thou to us art the full noonday beam 
Of love revealed: below, to mortal sight, 

Hope, that forever springs in living stream. 

Lady, thou art so great and hast sueh might 
That whoso erave grace, nor to thee repair. 

Their longing even without wing sceketh flight. 

Thy charity doth not only him up-bcar 
Who prays, but in thy bounty's large excess 
Thou oftentimes dost even forerun the prayer. 

In thee is pity, in thee is tenderness, 

In thee magnificence, in thee the sum 
Of all that in creation most can bless. 

Now he that from the deepest pit hath come 
Of the universe, and seen, each after each, 

The spirits as they live and have their home, 

He of thy grace so much power doth beseech 
That he be enabled to uplift even higl^r 
His eyes, and to the Final Goodness reach. 

And I who never burned with more desire 
For my own vision than for his, persist 
In prayer to thee — my prayers go forth in choir, 

May they not fail! — that thou disperse ajl mist 
Of his mortality with prayers of thine, 

Till joy be his of that supreme acquist. 

Also I implore thee, Queen who can'st incline 
All to thy will, let his affections stand 
Whole and pure after vision so divine. 

The th robbings of the heart do thou command! 

See, Beatrice with how many of the blest, 

To second this my prayer, lays hand to hand.'' 

Those eyes, of God loved and revered, confest, 

Still fixt upon him speaking, the delight 
She hath in prayer from a devoted breast. 

ITien were they lifted to the eternal light, 

Whercinto it may not be believed that eye 
So clear in any creature sendeth sight. 

And I, who to the goal was drawing nigh 
Of all my longings, now, as it behoved, 

9. “This flower”: the Rose of the 2^. “He that . . Dante. 

Blessed. 
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Felt the ardour of them in contentment die. 

Bernard signed, smiling, as a hand he moved. 

That I should lift my gaze up; but I knew 50 

Myself already such as he approved. 

Because my sight, becoming purged anew. 

Deeper and deeper entered through the beam 
Of sublime light, which in itself is true. 

Thenceforth my vision was too great for theme 55 

Of our speech, that such glory overbears, 

And memory faints at sueh assault extreme. 

As he who dreams sees, and when disappears 
The dream, the passion of its print remains. 

And naught else to the memory adheres, 60 

Even such am I; for almost wholly wanes 
My vision now, yet still the drops I feel 
Of sweetness it distilled into my veins. 

Even so the sunbeam doth the snow unseal; 

So was the Sibyl’s saying lost inert 65 

Upon the thin leaves for the wind to steal. 

O supreme Light, who dost thy glory assert 
High over our imagining, lend again 
Memory a little of what to me thou wert. 

Vouchsafe unto my tongue such power to attain 70 

I’hat but one sparkle it may leave behind 
Of thy magnificence to future men. 

For by returning somewhat to my mind 
And by a little sounding in this verse 
More of thy triumph .shall be thence divined. 75 

So keenly did the living radiance pierce 
Into me, that I think I had been undone 
Had mine eyes faltered, from the light averse. 

And I recall that with the more passion 

I clove to it, till my gaze, thereat illumed, 80 

With the Infinite Good tasted communion. 

0 Grace abounding, whereby I presumed 
To fix upon the eternal light my gaze 
So deep, that in it I my sight consumed! 

1 beheld leaves within the unfathomed blaze 83 

Into one volume bound by love, the same 

That the universe holds scattered through its maze. 

Substance and accidents, and their modes, became 
As if together fused, all in such wise 

65. The Cumean “Sibyl’’ was ac- 86. God is the Book of the Universe, 

customed to write her prophecies on 89. God, containing all things, is a 

loose tree-leaves. perfect unit. 

84. I became blind to all else 
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That what I speak of is one simple flame. 

Verily I think I saw with mine own eyes 
I’he form that knits the whole world, since I taste, 
In telling of it, more abounding bliss. 

One moment more oblivion has amassed 

Than fivc-and-twenty centuries have wrought 
Since Argo's shadow o'er wondering Neptune passed. 

7’hus did my mind in the suspense of thought 
Gaze fixedly, all immovable and intent, 

And ever fresh fire from its gazing caught. 

Man at that light becometh so content 
That to choose other sight and this reject, 

It is impossible that he consent, 

Because the good which is the will's object 
Dwells wholly in it, and that within its pale 
Is perfect, which, without, hath some defect. 

Even for my remembrance now must fail 

My words, and less than could an infant's store 
Of speech, who at the pap yet sucks, avail; 

Not tliat within the li\'ing light was more 
Than one sole aspect of divine essence, 

Being still forever as it was before. 

But the one semblance, seen with more intense 
A faculty, even as over me there stole 
Change, was itself transfigured to my sense. 

Within tlie clear profound Light's aureole 
Three circles from its substance now appeared, 

Of three colours, and each an equal whole. 

One its reflection on the next conferred 
As rainbow upon rainbow, and the two 
Breathed equally the fire that was the third. 

To my conception O how frail and few 

My words! and that, to what I looked upon, 

Is such that ''little" is more than is its due. 

O Light Eternal, who in thyself alone 

Dwcll’st and thyself know'st, and self-understood. 
Self-understanding, smilcst on thine own! 

That circle which, as I conceived it, glowed 
Within thee like reflection of a flame. 

Being by mine eyes a little longer wooed, 


[94-96. One moment caused Dante to 
forget more of his vision than Neptune, 
god of the sea, has forgotten — in the 
2500 years that have elapsed since the 
first sea voyage — of his initial shock. — 
J. C. McG.J 


115. The threefold oneness is dis- 
closed by the symbol of three mysteri- 
ous rings occupying exactly the same 
place. 

120. “The third”: the Holy Ghost, 
who emanates equally from Father and 
Son. 
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Deep in itself, with colour still the same, 130 

Seemed with our human effigy to fill. 

Wherefore absorbed in it my sight became. 

As the geometer who bends all his will 
To measure the circle, and howsoever he try 
Fails, for the principle escapes him still, 13s 

Such at this mystery new-disclosed was I, 

Fain to understand how the image doth alight 
Upon the circle, and with its form comply. 

But these my wings were fledged not for that flight, 

Save that my mind a sudden glory assailed 140 

And its wish came revealed to it in that light. 

To the high imagination force now failed; 

But like to a wheel whose circling nothing jars 
Already on my desire and will prevailed 
The Love that moves the sun and the other stars. 145 

134. The problem is the squaring: of faultless activity. Dante’s individual 
the circle. will is merged in the World-Will of 

143-14S. Circular motion symbolizes the Creator. 


GIOVANNI BOCCACCIO 

(1313-1375) 

The Decameron* 

The First Day 

In the year 1^48 after the fruitful incarnation of the Son of God, 
that most beautiful of Italian cities, noble Florence, was attacked 
by deadly plague. It started in the F.ast cither through the influence 
of the heavenly bodies or because God's just anger with our wicked 
deeds sent it as a punishment to mortal men; and in a few years 
killed an innumerable quantity of people. Ceaselessly passing from 
place to place, it extended its miserable length over the West. 
Against this plague all human wisdom and foresight were vain. 
Orders had been given to cleanse the city of filth, the entry of any 
sick person was forbidden, much advice was given for keeping 
healthy; at the same time liumble supplications were made to God 
by pious persons in processions and otherwise. And yet, in the be- 
ginning of the spring of the year mentioned, its horrible results 
began to appear, and in a miraculous manner. The symptoms were 
not the same as in the East, where a gush of blood from the nose 
was the plain sign of inevitable death; but it began both in men 

♦Completed about 1353. The selec- right, 1930, by Garden City Publish- 
tions reprinted here are from the trans- ing Company, Inc. Reprinted by per- 
lation by Richard Aldington, in The mission. 

Decameron of Giovanni Boccaccio, copy- 
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and women with certain swellings in the groin or under the arm- 
pit. They grew to the size of a small apple or an egg, more or less, 
and were vulgarly called tumours. In a short space of time these 
tumours spread from the two parts named all over the body. Soon 
after this the symptoms changed and black or purple spots ap- 
peared on the arms or thighs or any other part of the body, some- 
times a few large ones, sometimes many little ones. These spots 
were a certain sign of death, just as the original tumour had been 
and still remained. 

No doctor's advice, no medicine could overcome or alleviate 
this disease. An enormous number of ignorant men and women set 
up as doctors in addition to those who were trained. Either the 
disease was such that no treatment was possible or the doctors 
were so ignorant that they did not know what caused it, and con- 
sequently could not administer the proper remedy. In any case 
very few recovered; most people died within about three days of 
the appearance of the tumours described above, most of them with- 
out any fever or any other symptoms. 

The violence of this disease was such that the sick communi- 
cated it to the healthy who came near them, just as fire catches 
anything diy or oily near it. And it even went further. To speak 
to or go near the sick brought infection and a common death 
to the living; and moreover, to touch the clodies or anything else 
the sick had touched or worn gave the disease to the person touch- 
ing. 

What I am about to tell now is a marvelous thing to hear; and 
if I and others had not seen it with our own eyes I would not dare 
to write it, however much I was willing to bcliev'e and whatever the 
good faith of tlic person from whom I heard it. So violent was the 
malignancy of this plague that it was communicated, not only from 
one man to another, but from the gannents of a sick or dead man 
to animals of another species, which caught the disease in that way 
and very quickly died of it. One day among other occasions I saw 
with my own eyes (as I said just now) the rags left lying in the 
street of a poor man who had died of the plague; two pigs came 
along and, as their habit is, turned the clothes over with their 
snouts and then munched at them, with the result that they both 
fell dead almost at once on the rags, as if they had been poisoned. 

From these and similar or greater occurrences, such fear and 
fanciful notions took possession of the living that almost all of 
them adopted the same cruel policy, which was entirely to avoid 
the sick and everything belonging to them. By so doing, each one 
thought he would secure his own safety. 

Some thought that moderate living and the avoidance of super- 
fluity would preserve them from the epidemic. They formed small 
communities, living entirely separate from everybody else. They 
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shut themselves up in houses where there were no sick, eating the 
finest food and drinking the best wine very temperately, avoiding 
all excess, allowing no news or discussion of death and sickness, 
and passing the time in music and suchlike pleasures. Others thought 
just the opposite. They thought the sure cure for the plague was to 
drink and to be merry, to go about singing and amusing themselves, 
satisfying every appetite they could, laughing and jesting at what 
happened. They put their words into practise, spent day and night 
going from tavern to tavern, drinking immoderately, or went into 
other people's houses, doing only those things which pleased them. 
This they could easily do because everyone felt doomed and had 
abandoned his property, so that most houses became common 
property and any stranger who went in made use of them as if 
he had owned them. And with all this bestial behavior, they 
avoided the sick as much as possible. 

In this suffering and misery of our city, the authority of human 
and divine laws almost disappeared, for, like other men, the min- 
isters and the executors of the laws were all dead or sick or shut 
up with their families, so that no duties were carried out. Every 
man was therefore able to do as he pleased. 

Many others adopted a course of life midway between the two 
just described. They did not restrict their victuals so much as the 
former, nor allow themselves to be drunken or dissolute like the 
latter, but satisfied their appetites moderately. They did not shut 
themselves up, but went about, carrying flowers or scented herbs 
or perfumes in their hands, in the belief that it w^as an excellent 
thing to comfort the brain w'ith such odours; for the whole air 
was infected with the smell of dead bodies, of sick persons and 
medicines. 

Others again held a still more cruel opinion, which they thought 
would keep them safe, llicy said that the only medicine against 
the plague-stricken was to go right away from them. Men and 
women, convinced of this and caring about nothing but themselves, 
abandoned their own city, their own houses, their dwellings, their 
relatives, their property, and went abroad or at least to the country 
round Florence, as if God's wrath in punishing men's wickedness 
with this plague would not follow them but strike only those who 
remained within the walls of the city, or as if they thought nobody 
in the city would remain alive and that its last hour had come. 

Not everyone who adopted any of these various opinions died, 
nor did all escape. Some when they were still healthy had set the 
example of avoiding the sick, and, falling ill themselves, died un- 
tended. 

One citizen avoided another, hardly any neighbour troubled about 
others, relatives never or hardly ever visited each other. Moreover, 
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such terror was struck into the hearts of men and women by this 
calamity, that brother abandoned brother, and the uncle his nephew, 
and the sister her brother, and veiy^ often the wife her husband. 
What is even worse and nearly incredible is that fathers and mothers 
refused to see and tend their children, as if they had not been 
theirs. 

Thus, a multitude of sick men and women were left without any 
care except from the charity of friends (but these were few), or 
the greed of servants, though not many of these could be had even 
for high wages. Moreover, most of them were coarse-minded men 
and women, who did little more than bring the sick what they asked 
for or watch over them when they were dying. And very often these 
serv^ants lost their lives and their earnings. Since the sick were 
thus abandoned by neighbours, relatives and friends, while servants 
were scarce, a habit sprang up which had never been heard of 
before. Beautiful and noble women, when they fell sick, did not 
scruple to take a young or old manservant, whoever he might be, 
and with no sort of shame, expose every part of their bodies to 
these men as if tliey had been women, for they were compelled by 
the necessity of their sickness to do so. This, perhaps, was a cause 
of looser morals in those women who survived. 

In this way many people died who might have been saved if 
they had been looked after. Owing to the lack of attendants for the 
sick and the violence of the plague, such a multitude of people in 
the city died day and night that it was stupefying to hear of, let 
alone to sec. From sheer necessity, then, several ancient customs 
were cjuitc altered among the survivors. 

The custom had been (as we still sec it today), that women rela- 
tives and neighbours should gather at the house of the deceased, 
and there lament with the family. At the same time the men would 
gather at the door with the male neighbours and other citizens. 
Then came the clergy, few or many according to the dead person's 
rank; the eoffin was placed on the shoulders of his friends and car- 
ried with funeral pomp of lighted candles and dirges to the church 
which the deceased had chosen before dying. But as the fury of 
the plague increased, this custom wholly or nearly disappeared, and 
new customs arose. Thus, people died, not only without having a 
number of women near them, but without a single witness. Very 
few indeed were honoured with the piteous laments and bitter tears 
of their relatives, who, on the contrary, spent their time in mirth, 
feasting and jesting. Even the women abandoned womanly pity and 
adopted this custom for their own safety. Few were they whose 
bodies were accompanied to church by more than ten or a dozen 
neighbours. Nor were these grave and honourable citizens but 
grave-diggers from the lowest of the people who got themselves 
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called sextons, and performed the task for money. They took up 
the bier and hurried it off, not to the church chosen by the de- 
ceased but to the church nearest, preceded by four or six of the 
elergy with few eandles and often none at all. With the aid of the 
grave-diggers, the elergy huddled the bodies away in any grave they 
eould find, without giving themselves the trouble of a long or solemn 
burial service. 

The plight of the lower and most of the middle classes was 
even more pitiful to behold. Most of them remained in their 
houses, either through poverty or in hopes of safety, and fell sick 
by thousands. Since they received no care and attention, almost all 
of them died. Many ended their lives in the streets both at night 
and during the day; and many others who died in their houses were 
only known to be dead because the neighbours smelled their de- 
caying bodies. Dead bodies filled every corner. Most of them were 
treated in the same manner by the survivors, who were more con- 
cerned to get rid of their rotting bodies than moved by charity 
towards the dead. With the aid of porters, if they could get them, 
they carried the bodies out of the houses and laid them at the doors, 
where every morning quantities of the dead might be seen. They 
then were laid on biers, or, as these were often lacking, on tables. 

Often a single bier carried two or three bodies, and it happened 
frequently that a husband and wife, two or three brothers, or father 
and son were taken off on the same bier. It frequently happened 
that two priests, each carrying a cross, would go out followed by 
three or four biers carried by porters; and where the priests thought 
there was one person to bury, there would be six or eight, and often, 
even more. Nor were these dead honoured by tears and lighted 
candles and mourners, for things had reached such a pass that 
people cared no more for dead men than we care for dead goats. 
Thus it plainly appeared that what the wise had not learned to 
endure with patience through the few calamities of ordinary life, 
became a matter of indifference even to the most ignorant people 
through the greatness of this misfortune. 

Such was the multitude of corpses brought to the churches every 
day and almost every hour that there was not enough consecrated 
ground to give them burial, especially since they wanted to bury 
each person in the family grave, according to the old custom. Al- 
though the cemeteries were full they were forced to dig huge 
trenches, where they buried the bodies by hundreds. Here they 
stowed them away like bales in the hold of a ship and covered them 
with a little earth, until the whole trench was full. 

Not to pry any further into all the details of the miseries which 
afflicted our city, I shall add that the surrounding country was spared 
nothing of what befell Florence. The villages on a smaller scale 
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were like the city; in the fields and isolated farms the poor wretched 
peasants and their families were without doctors and any assistance, 
and perished in the highways, in their fields and houses, night and 
day^ xaore like beasts than men. Just as the townsmen became dis- 
solute and indifferent to their work and property, so the peasants, 
when they saw that death was upon them, entirely negleeted the 
future fruits of their past labours both from the earth and from 
eattle, and thought only of enjoying what they had. Thus it hap- 
pened that cows, asses, sheep, goats, pigs, fowls and even dogs, 
those faithful companions of man, left the farms and wandered at 
their will through tlie fields, where the wheat crops stood abandoned, 
unreaped and ungarnered. Many of these animals seemed endowed 
with reason, for, after they had pastured all day, they returned 
to the farms for the night of their own free will, without being 
driven. 

Returning from the country to the city, it may be said that such 
was the cruelty of Heaven, and perhaps in part of men, that be- 
tween March and July more than one hundred thousand persons 
died within the walls of Florence, what between the violence of 
the plague and the abandonment in which the sick were left by 
the cowardice of the healthy. And before the plague it was not 
thought that the whole city held so many pe<^le. 

Oh, what great palaces, how many fair houses apd noble dwellings, 
once filled with attendants and nobles and lalies, were emptied 
to the meanest servant! How many famous names and vast pos- 
sessions and renowned estates were left without an heir! How many 
gallant men and fair ladies and handsome youths, whom Galen, 
Hippocrates and Aesculapius themselves would have said were in 
perfect health, at noon dined with their relatives and friends, and 
at night supped with their ancestors in the next world! 

But it fills me with sorrow to go over so many miseries. There- 
fore, since 1 want to pass over all I can leave out, I shall go on to 
say that when our city was in this condition and almost emptied 
of inhabitants, one Tuesday morning the venerable church of Santa 
Maria Novella had scarcely any congregation for divine service 
except (as I have heard from a person worthy of belief) seven young 
women in the mourning garments suitable to the times, who were 
all related by ties of blood, friendship or neighbourship. None of 
them was older than twenty-eight or younger than eighteen; all 
were educated and of noble blood, fair to look upon, well-mannered 
and of graceful modesty. 

I should tell you their real names if I had not a good reason for 
not doing so, which is that I would not have any of them blush in 
the future for the things they say and hearken to in the following 
pages. The laws are now strict again, whereas then, for the reasons 
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already shown, they were very lax, not only for persons of their age 
but for those much older. Nor would I give an opportunity to the 
envious (always ready to sneer at every praiseworthy life) to attack 
the virtue of these modest ladies with vulgar speech. But so that 
you may understand without confusion what each one says, I intend 
to give them names wholly or partly suitable to the qualities of each. 

The first and eldest I shall call Pampinea, the second Fiammctta, 
the third Filomena, the fourth Emilia, the fifth Lauretta, the sixth 
Neifile, and the last Elisa (or '*the virgin'') for a very good reason. 
They met, not by arrangement, but by chance, in the same part of 
the church, and sat down in a circle. After many sighs they ceased 
to pray and began to talk about the state of affairs and other things. 
After a short space of silence, Pampinea said: 

‘'Dear ladies, you must often have heard, as I have, that to make 
a sensible use of one's reason harms nobody. It is natural for every- 
body to aid, preserve and defend his life as far as possible. And 
this is so far admitted that to save their own lives men often kill 
others who have done no harm. If this is permitted by the laws 
which arc concerned with the general good, it must certainly be 
lawful for us to take any reasonable means for the preservation of 
our lives. When I think of what we have been doing this morning 
and still more on former days, when I remember what we have 
been saying, I perceive and you must perceive that each of us goes 
in fear of her life. I do not wonder at this, but, since each of 
us has a woman's judgement, I do wonder that we do not seek some 
remedy against what we dread. 

‘‘In my opinion we remain here for no other purpose than to 
witness how many bodies arc buried, or listen whether the friars 
here (themselves reduced almost to nothing) sing their offices at 
the canonical hours, or to display by our clothes the quantity and 
quality of our miseries to anyone who comes here. If we leave this 
church we sec the bodies of the dead and the sick being carried 
about. Or we see those who had been exiled from the city by the 
authority of the laws for their crimes, deriding this authority be- 
cause they know the guardians of the law arc sick or dead, and 
running loose about the place. Or we sec the dregs of the city batten- 
ing on our blood and calling themselves sextons, riding about on 
horseback in every direction and insulting our calamities with vile 
songs. On every side we hear nothing but ‘So-and-so is dead' or 
‘So-and-so is dying.' And if there were anyone left to weep we should 
hear nothing but piteous lamentations. I do not know if it is the 
same in your homes as in mine. But if I go home there is nobody 
left there but one of my maids, which fills me with such horror 
that the hair stands upon my head. Wherever I go or sit at home I 
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seem to see the ghosts of the departed, not with the faces as I knew 
them but with dreadful looks which terrify me. 

am ill at ease here and outside of here and at home; the more 
so since nobody who has the strength and ability to go away (as 
we have) now remains here, except ourselves. The few that remain 
(if there are any), according to what I see and hear, do anything 
which gives them pleasure or pleases their appetites, both by day 
and night, whether they are alone or in company, making no dis- 
tinction between right and wrong. Not only laymen, but those 
cloistered in convents have broken their oaths and given themselves 
up to the delights of the flesh, and thus in trying to escape the 
plague by doing what they please, they have become lascivious 
and dissolute. 

'‘If this is so (and we may plainly see it is) what are we doing 
here? What are we waiting for? What are we dreaming about? Arc 
we less eager and active than other citizens in saving our lives? 
Arc they less dear to us than to others? Or do we think that our lives 
are bound to our bodies with stronger chains than to other people's, 
and so believe that we need fear nothing which might harm us? 
We were and are deceived. How stupid we should be to believe 
such a thing! We may see the plainest proofs from the number of 
young men and women who have died of this cruel plague. 

"I do not know if you think as I do, but in my opinion if we, 
through carelessness, do not want to fall into' this calamity when 
we can escape it, I think we should do well to leave this town, just 
as many others have done and are doing. us avoid the wicked 
examples of others like death itself, and go and live virtuously in 
our country houses, of which each of us possesses several. There let 
us take what happiness and pleasure we can, without ever breaking 
the rules of reason in any manner. 

‘There we shall hear the birds sing, we shall see the green hills 
and valleys, the wheat-fields rolling like a sea, and all kinds of trees. 
We shall see the open Heavens which, although now angered against 
man, do not withhold from us their eternal beauties that arc so 
much fairer to look upon than the empty walls of our city. The 
air will be fresher there, we shall find a greater plenty of those things 
necessary to life at this time, and fewer troubles. Although the 
peasants are dying like the townsmen, still, since the houses and 
inhabitants are fewer, we shall see less of them and feel less misery. 
On the other hand I believe we are not abandoning anybody here. 
Indeed we can truthfully say that we are abandoned, since our 
relatives have either died or fled from death and have left us alone 
in this calamity as if we were nothing to them. 

“If we do what I suggest, no blame can fall upon us; if we fail 
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us here. I do not know what you are thinking of doing with youi 
troubles here, but I dropped mine inside the gates of the city when 
I left it with you a little time ago. Therefore, cither you must make 
up your minds to laugh and sing and amuse yourselves with me 
(that is, to the extent your dignity allows), or you must let me go 
back to my troubles and stay in the afflicted city.'' 

Pampinea, who had driven away her woes in the same way, cheer- 
fully replied: 

‘‘Dioneo, you speak well; let us amuse ourselves, for that was 
the reason why we fled from our sorrows. But when things are not 
organized they cannot long continue. And, since I began the dis- 
cussion which brought this fair company together and since I wish 
our happiness to continue, I think it necessary that one of us should 
be made chief, whom the others will honour and obey, and whose 
duty shall be to regulate our pleasures. Now, so that everyone — ^both 
man and woman — ^may experience the cares as well as the pleasures 
of ruling and no one feel any envy at not sharing them, I think 
the weight and honour should be given to each of us in turn for one 
day. The first shall be elected by all of us. At vespers he or she 
shall choose the ruler for the next day, and so on. While their 
reigns last these rulers shall arrange where and how we are to spend 
our time." 

These words pleased them all and they unanimously elected her 
for the first day. Filomena ran to a laurel bush, whose leaves she 
had always heard were most honourable in themselves and did great 
honour to anyone crowned with them, plucked off a few small 
branches and wove them into a fair garland of honour. When this 
was placed on the head of any one of them, it was a symbol of rule 
and authority over the rest so long as the party remained together, 

Pampinea, thus elected queen, ordered silence. She then sent for 
the three servants of the young men and the four young women 
servants the ladies had brought, and said: 

'To set a first example to you all (which may be bettered) and 
thus allow our gathering to live pleasantly and orderly and without 
shame and to last as long as we desire, I appoint Dioneo's servant 
Parmeno as my steward, and hand over to him the care of the whole 
family and of everything connected with the dining hall. Pamfilo's 
servant Sirisco shall be our treasurer and buyer, and carry out Par- 
meno’s instructions. Tindaro shall wait on Filostrato and Dioneo and 
Pamfilo in their rooms, when the other two servants are occupied 
with their new duties. Filomena's servant Licisca and my own 
servant Misia shall remain permanently in the kitchen and carefully 
prepare the food which Parmeno sends them. Lauretta's Chimera 
and Fiametta's Stratilia shall take care of the ladies' rooms and 
see that the whole house is clean. Moreover we will and command 
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that everyone who values our good grace shall bring back only 
cheerful news, wherever he may go or return from, and whatever 
he may hear or see.” 

Having given these orders, which were approved by everyone, 
she jumped gaily to her feet and said: 

‘‘Here are gardens and lawns and other delicious places, where 
each of us can wander and enjoy them at will. But let everyone 
be here at the hour of Tierce^ so that we can eat together while 
it is still cool.” 

The company of gay young men and women, thus given the 
queen’s permission, went off together slowly through the gardens, 
talking of pleasant matters, weaving garlands of different leaves, 
and singing love songs. After the time allotted by the queen had 
elapsed they returned to the house and found that Parmeno had 
carefully carried out the duties of his office. Entering a ground-floor 
room decorated everywhere with broom blossoms, they found tables 
covered with white cloths and set with glasses which shone like 
silver. They washed their hands and, at the queen’s command, all 
sat down in the places allotted them by Parmeno. Delicately cooked 
food was brought, exquisite wines were at hand, and the three men- 
servants waited at table. Everyone was delighted to see things so 
handsome and well arranged, and they ate merrily with much happy 
talk. 

All the ladies and young men could dance and many of them 
could play and sing; so, when the tables were cleared, the queen 
called for musical instruments. At her command Dioneo took a lute 
and Fiammetta a viol, and began to play a dance tune. The queen 
sent the servants to their meal, and then with slow steps danced 
with the two young men and the other ladies. After that, they 
began to sing gay and charming songs. 

In this way they amused themselves until the queen thought 
it was time for the siesta. So, at the queen’s bidding, the three 
young men went off to their rooms (which were separated from the 
ladies’) and found them filled with flowers as the dining hall had 
been. And similarly with the women. So they all undressed and 
went to sleep. 

Not long after the hour of Nones* the queen arose and made the 
other women and the young men also get up, saying that it was 
harmful to sleep too long during the daytime. Then they went out 
to a lawn of thick green grass entirely shaded from the sun. A soft 
breeze came to them there. The queen made them sit down in a 
circle on the grass, and said: 

‘‘As you see, the sun is high and the heat great, and nothing 
can be heard but the cicadas in the olive trees. To walk about at 

1. the third canonical hour, 9 a.m. 2. the fifth canonical hour, 3 p.m. 
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this hour would be foolish. Here it is cool and lovely, and, as you 
see, there are games of chess and draughts which everyone can amuse 
himself with, as he chooses. But, if my opinion is followed, we shall 
not play games, because in games the mind of one of the players 
must necessarily be distressed without any great pleasure to the other 
player or the onlookers. Let us rather spend this hot part of the 
day in telling tales, for thus one person can give pleasure to the 
whole company. When each of us has told a story, the sun will 
be going down and the heat less, and we can then go walking any* 
where we choose for our amusement. If this pleases you (for here I 
am ready to follow your pleasure) let us do it. If it does not please 
you, let everyone do as he likes until evening.^' 

The women and men all favoured the telling of stories. 

‘Then if it pleases you,” said the queen, “on this first day I order 
that everyone shall tell his tale about any subject he likes.” 

She then turned to Pamfilo, who was seated on her right, and 
ordered him to begin with a tale. Hearing this command, Pamfilo 
at once began as follows, while all listened.* 

The Ninth Tale of the Fifth Day 

Filomena had ceased speaking, and the queen, seeing that no- 
body was left to speak except Dioneo (who had his privilege) and 
herself, began cheerfully as follows: 

It is now my turn to speak, dearest ladies, and I shall gladly 
do so with a tale similar in part to the one before, not only that 
you may know the power of your beauty over the gentle heart, but 
because you may learn yourselves to be givers of rewards when 
fitting, without allowing Fortune always to dispense them, since 
Fortune most often bestows them, not discreetly but lavishly. 

You must know then that Coppo di Borghese Domenichi, who 
was and perhaps still is one of our fellow citizens, a man of great 
and revered authority in our days both from his manners and his 
virtues (far more than from nobility of blood), a most excellent 
person worthy of eternal fame, and in the fullness of his years, de* 
lighted often to speak of past matters with his neighbours and other 
men. And this he could do better and more orderly and with a better 
memory and more ornate speech than anyone else. 

Among other excellent things, he was wont to say that in the past 
there was in Florence a young man named P"ederigo, the son of 
Messer Filippo Alberighi, renowned above all other young gentlemen 
of Tuscany for his prowess in arms and his courtesy. Now, as most 
often happens to gentlemen, he fell in love with a lady named Monna 

3. This introduction is succeeded by the tales told by each member of the 
the first of the hundred tales. The re- ^roup on this and nine subsequent days, 
mainder of the Decameron consists of along with short connecting passages. 
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Giovanna, in her time held to be one of the gayest and most beautiful 
women ever known in Florence, To win her love, he went to jousts 
and tourneys, made and gave feasts, and spent his money without 
stint. But she, no less chaste than beautiful, cared nothing for the 
things he did for her nor for him who did them. 

Now as Federigo was spending far beyond his means and getting 
nothing in, as easily happens, his wealth failed, and he remained 
poor with nothing but a little farm, on whose produce he lived very 
penuriously, and one falcon which was among the best in the world. 
More in love than ever, but thinking he would never be able to live 
in the town any more as he desired, he went to Campi where his 
farm was. There he spent his time hawking, asked nothing of any- 
body, and patiently endured his poverty. 

Now while Federigo was in this extremity it happened one day 
that Monna Giovanna’s husband fell ill, and seeing death come upon 
him, made his will. He was a very rich man and left his estate to a 
son who was already growing up. And then, since he had greatly 
loved Monna Giovanna, he made her his heir in case his son should 
die without legitimate children; and so died. 

Monna Giovanna was now a widow, and as is customary with our 
women, she went with her son to spend the year in a country house 
she had near Fedcrigo's farm. Now the boy^happened to strike up a 
friendship with Federigo, and delighted dogs and hawks. He 
often saw Federigo's falcon fly, and took sHch great ddight in it 
that he very mucli wanted to have it, but' did not dare ask for it, 
since he saw how much Federigo prized it. > 

While matters were in this state, the boy fell ill. His mother was 
very much grieved, as he was her only chiW and she loved him ex- 
tremely. She spent the day beside him, trying to help him, and often 
asked him if there was anything he wanted, begging him to say so, 
for if it were possible to have it, she would try to get it for him. 
After she had many times made this offer, the boy said: 

“Mother, if you can get me Federigo’s falcon, I think I should 
soon be better.” 

The lady paused a little at this, and began to think what she 
should do. She knew that Federigo had loved her for a long time, 
and yet had no'er had one glance from her, and she said to herself*. 

‘'Ho>v can I send or go and ask for this falcon, which is, from what 
I hear, the best that ever flew, and moreover his support in life? 
How can I be so thoughtless as to take this away from a gentleman 
who has no other pleasure left in life?” 

Although she knew she was certain to have the bird for the asking, 
she remained in embarrassed thought, not knowing what to say, and 
did not answer her son. But at length love for her child got the 



706 • Giovanni Boccaccio 

upper hand and she determined that to please him in whatever way 
it might be, she would not send, but go herself for it and bring it 
back to him. So she replied: 

“Be comforted, my child, and try to get better somehow. I promise 
you that tomorrow morning I will go for it, and bring it to you."' 

The child was so delighted that he became a little better that same 
day. And on the morrow the lady took another woman to accompany 
her, and as if walking for exercise went to Federigo’s cottage, and 
asked for him. Since it was not the weather for it, he had not been 
hawking for some days, and was in his garden employed in certain 
work there. When he heard that Monna Giovanna was asking for 
him at the door, he was greatly astonished, and ran there happily. 
When she saw him coming, she got up to greet him with womanly 
charm, and when Federigo had courteously saluted her, she said: 

“How do you do, Federigo? I have come here to make amends 
for the damage you have suflEcred through me by loving me more 
than was needed. And in token of this, I intend to dine today 
familiarly with you and my companion here.'' 

“Madonna,’^^ replied Federigo humbly, “I do not remember ever 
to have suffered any damage through you, but received so much 
good that if I was ever worth anything it was owing to your worth 
and the love I bore it. Your generous visit to me is so precious to 
me that 1 could spend again all that I have spent; but you have come 
to a poor host.” 

So saying, he modestly took her into his house, and from there 
to his garden. Since there was nobody else to remain in her com- 
pany, he said: 

“Madonna, since there is nobody else, this good woman, the wife 
of this workman, will keep you company, while I go to set the table.'' 

Now, although his poverty was extreme, he had never before re- 
alized what necessity he had fallen into by his foolish extravagance 
in spending his wealth. But he repented of it that morning when 
he could find nothing with which to do honour to the lady, for 
love of whom he had entertained vast numbers of men in the past. 
In his anguish he cursed himself and his fortune and ran up and 
down like a man out of his senses, unable to find money or any- 
thing to pawn. The hour was late and his desire to honour the lady 
extreme, yet he would not apply to anyone else, even to his own 
workman; when suddenly his eye fell upon his falcon, perched on a 
bar in the sitting room. Having no one to whom he could appeal, 
he took the bird, and finding it plump, decided it would be food 
worthy such a lady. So, without further thought, he wrung its neck, 
made his little maidservant quickly pluck and prepare it, and put 

4. my lady. 
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it on a spit to roast. He spread the table with the whitest napery, 
of which he had some left, and returned to the lady in the garden 
with a cheerful face, saying that the meal he had been able to 
prepare for her was ready. 

The lady and her companion arose and went to the table, and 
there together with Federigo, who served it with the greatest de- 
votion, they ate the good falcon, not knowing what it was. They 
left the table and spent some time in cheerful conversation, and the 
lady, thinking the time had now come to say what she had come 
for, spoke fairly to Federigo as follows: 

‘Tederigo, when you remember your former life and my chastity, 
which no doubt you considered harshness and cruelty, I have no 
doubt that you will be surprised at my presumption when you hear 
what I have come here for chiefly. But if you had children, through 
whom you could know the power of parental love, I am certain that 
you would to some extent excuse me. 

‘'But, though you have no ehild, I have one, and I cannot escape 
the common laws of mothers. Compelled by their power, I have 
come to ask you — against my will, and against all good manners 
and duty — for a gift, which I know is something especially dear 
to you, and reasonably so, because I know your straitened fortune 
has left you no other pleasure, no other recreation, no other con- 
solation. This gift is your falcon, which has so fascinated my child 
that if I do not take it to him, I am afraid his present illness will 
grow so much worse that I may lose him. Therefore I beg you, not 
by the love you bear me (which holds you to nothing), but by 
your own nobleness, which has shown itscK so much greater in all 
courteous usage than is wont in other men, that you will be pleased 
to give it to me, so that through this gift I may be able to say that 
I have saved my child's life, and thus be ever under an obligation 
to you." 

When Federigo heard the lady's request and knew that he could 
not serve her, because he had given her the bird to eat, he began 
to weep in her presence, for he could not speak a word. The lady 
at first thought that his grief came from having to part with his good 
falcon, rather than from anything else, and she was almost on the 
point of retraction. But she remained firm and waited for Federigo's 
reply after his lamentation. And he said: 

“Madonna, ever since it has pleased God that I should set my 
love upon you, I have felt that Fortune has been contrary to me in 
many things, and have grieved for it. But they are all light in com- 
parison with what she has done to me now, and I shall never be at 
peace with her again when I reflect that you came to my poor 
house, which you never deigned to visit when it was rich, and asked 
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me for a little gift, and Fortune has so acted that I cannot give it 
to you. Why this cannot be, I will briefly tell you. 

“When I heard that you in your graciousness desired to dine with 
me and I thought of your excellence and your worthiness^ I thought 
it right and fitting to honour you with the best food I could obtain; 
so, remembering the falcon you ask me for and its value, I thought 
it a meal worthy of you, and today you had it roasted on the dish 
and set forth as best I could. But now I see that you wanted the bird 
in another form, it is such a grief to me that I cannot serve you that 
I think I shall never be at peace again.’' 

And after saying this, he showed her the feathers and the feet 
and the beak of the bird in proof. When the lady heard and saw 
all this, she first blamed him for having killed such a falcon to make 
a meal for a woman; and then she inwardly commended his greab 
ness of soul which no poverty could or would be able to abate. But, 
having lost all hope of obtaining the falcon, and thus perhaps the 
health of her son, she departed sadly and returned to the child. 
Now, either from disappointment at not having the falcon or be- 
cause his sickness must inevitably have led to it, the child died not 
many days later, to the mother’s extreme grief. 

Although she spent some time in tears and bitterness, yet, since 
she had been left very rich and was still very young, her brothers 
often urged her to marry again. She did not want to do so, but as they 
kept on pressing her, she remembered the worthiness of Fedcrigo 
and his last act of generosity, in killing such a falcon to do her 
honour. 

“I will gladly submit to a maniage when you please,” she said to 
her brothers, “but if you want me to take a husband, I will take 
no man but Federigo degli Alberighi.” 

At this her brothers laughed at her, saying: 

“Why, what are you talking about, you fool? Why do you want 
a man who hasn’t a penny in the world?” 

But she replied: 

“Brothers, I know it is as you say, but I would rather have a man 
who needs money than money which needs a man.” 

Seeing her determination, the brothers, who knew Federigo's good 
qualities, did as she wanted, and gave her with all her wealth to 
him, in spite of his poverty. Federigo, finding that he had such a 
woman, whom he loved so much, with all her wealth to boot, as 
his wife, was more prudent with his money in the future, and 
ended his days happily with her. 
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GEOFFREY CHAUCER 

( 13407-1400) 

Chaucer’s English 

PRONUNCIATION. Fourteen th-ccnturv spelling differed in some re- 
spects from that of Modern English. The following table will make 
the situation reasonably clear and will serve as a guide to pro- 
nunciation. The Arabic numerals accompanying words cited as ex- 
amples refer to lines in the General Prologue to the Canterbury 
Tales. 


Sound 

Pronunciation 

Spelling 

Examples 

a 

like a in calm 

a, aa 

Aprille (i ), bathed 
(?) 

a 

like the first a in 
ahal 

a 

Whan ( 1 ) , that 

(U 

e (close) 

like a in late 

e, ee 

me (39), See (59) 

9 (open) 

like the first e in 
there 


tgche (308), 
brgeth (5) 

6 

like e in bet 

e ; 

engendred (4) 

9 (the 
neutral 
vowel) 

like a in above 

e 

1 

sote (1) 

1 

like i in machine 

i 

shires (15), 
melodye (9) 

1 

like i in his 

h y 

his (1), y-falle 
(^ 5 ) 

6 (close) 

like 0 in vote 

0 , 00 

sote (1), hood 

(103) 

5 (open) 

like oa in broad 


hpiy (17)- trpQd 
(47U 

6 

like 0 in for 

0 

holt (6), holpen 
(18) 

u 

like 00 in food 

0, oil, 

ow 

droghte (2), 
shoures (1), 
fowles (9) 

u 

like u in pull 

U, 0 

Ful (47), yonge 

(7) 

ia 

like u in virtue 

U 

Pruce (53), vertu 

(307) 


like 1 -f 1 

ai, ay. 

maistrye (165), 



ei, ey 

day (19), seint 
(i73),veyne (3) 
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Sound 

Pronunciation 

Spelling 

Examples 

au 

like ou in mouse 

au, aw 

daunce (96), 
bawdrik (116) 

cu 

like e 4 - n 

ew 

knew (240) 

§u 

like § + u 

^w 

Ipwed (502) 

oi 

like oy in boy 

oi, oy 

point (114), coy 
(” 9 ) 

6u 

like 6 -h u 

ow 

undergrowe (156) 


like p 4- u 

pw 

unknpwe (126) 

oil 

like 0 4- w 

0(11), 
before gh 

foughten (62) 


The spelling of Chaucer's time does not distinguish between 
close e and open ^ or between close o and open p, but the sounds 
were distinguished in speech. In our text these distinctions in sound 
are indicated by spelling. 

The consonants had sounds nearly the same as those of Modern 
English. Generally, however, they were pronounced whenever they 
appeared in the spelling; none had become silent, like the k in 
Modern English knight; gh after a, o, or u had a sound like ch in 
the Scottish pronunciation of loch; after i (y) or e, like that of ch 
in the German word ich, 

GRAMMATICAL FORMS. As in Modcm English, the plural of nouns 
is indicated by the ending -s or -es; but many words which have only 
-5 in Modern English have ^es in Chaucer's language: shoures (i), 
strandes (13); this -es was pronounced as a separate syllabic. Like 
Modern English sheep and deer, a few nouns show no change in the 
plural: hors (74), (82). A few nouns have a plural in -en, like 

Modem English oxen: thus, eyen (152), hgsen (456). A collective 
noun may take a verb in the plural: Than longen folk (12). In- 
stead of -'s, the genitive singular regularly ends in -es: shires ende 
{15), '"shire's end." A few nouns have no genitive ending: lady 
grace (88), ‘"lady's grace"; fader sgule (781), ""father's soul"; 
Epicurus gwne sone (336), ""Epicurus' own son." The genitive 
plural is written without the apostrophe: Christes Igre, and his 
apostles twelve (527), ""Christ's teaching, and his twelve apostles'." 

Among the pronouns and pronominal adjectives, the word for 
Modern English them is hem; the word for their and of them is 
hir{e): thus. So priketh hem nature in hir corages (11 *‘So na- 
ture incites them in their hearts.” Hir{e) is also the form corre- 
sponding to Modern English her. Him and hir{e) are sometimes 
used as reflexives, without -self: thus. And peyned hir (139)^ “And 
(she) exerted herself." 

Yerb forms generally resemble those of Modem English. The 
-(a)ift ending of the third person singular is familiar from its ap- 
pearance in the King James Bible; thus in Chaucer appear forms 
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like hath perced (2), priketh (11). In the General Prologue, the 
second person singular does not occur, and the first only occasionally. 
However, it may be convenient to have a table of the forms (of a 
strong verb) usual in Chaucer's language. The endings, which form 
separate syllables, are here set off by hyphens. 

Present Past Present Past 

Indicative Indicative Subjunctive Subjunctive 

Singular 1. rid-e rppd rid-e rid-e 

2. rld-cst rid-e rid-e rid-e 

3. rid-eth rppd rid-e rid-e 

Plural rid-e (n) rid-e (n) rid-e (n) rid-e(n) 

Present Infinitive: (to) ride(n) 

Present Participle: riding(e) 

Past Participle: ride(n) or y-rTdc(n) 

Besides the Modern English adverbial ending in -Zy, Chaucer's 
language also has an ending in -c; thus, Sg hgte he lovede (97), 
“So hotly he loved"; sgre weep she (148), “she wept sorely (or 
bitterly),” 

THE CANTERBURY TALES* 

General Prologue 

Whan that Aprille with his shoutes sote 

The droghte of Marche hath perced to the rote, 

And bathed every veyne in swith licour, 

Of which vertu engendred is the flour; 

When Zephirus 99k with his swete brg^th g 

Inspired hath in every holt and h^^th 
The tendre croppes, and the yonge sonne 
Hath in the Ram his halfe cours y-ronne. 

And smale fowles maken melodye, 

That slepen al the night with open yc, n 

So priketh hem nature in hir corages: 

Than longcn folk to gppn on pilgrimages 
And palmers for to seken straunge strandcs 

* Chiefly the work of Chaucer’s last 7. creppes: sprouts, 

years. The text of the General Prologue 8. Ram: a sign of the Zodiac 

is based primarily upon that found in (Aries); the sun is in the Ram from 
The Complete Works of Geoffrey Chau^- March 12 to April 11. halfe cours 

cer, edited by Walter W. Skeat, Oxford y~ronne: The sun is now in the next 

University Press. sign (Taurus). 

1. skoures: showers, sote: sweet. 9. fowles: birds. 

2. droghte: drought. 11. priketh: incites, corages: hearts. 

3. licour: moisture. 13. palmers: pilgrims, who, Origi- 

4. vertu: power, ffour: blossom. nally, brought b^k palm leaves from 

5. Zephirus: the west wind. ^§k: also. the Holy Land, straunge strandes: 

6. holt: wood. hg§th: field. foreign coasts. 
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To feme halwes, couthe in sondry landes; 

And specially, from every shires ende x$ 

Of Engeland, to Caunterbury they wende, 

The hply blisful martir for to seke, 

That hem hath holpen, whan that they were seke. 

Bifcl that, in that scson on a day, 

In South werk at the Tabard as I lay ao 

Rcdy to wenden on my pilgrimage 
To Caunterbury with ful devout corage, 

At night was come into that hostclrye 
Wei nyne and twenty in a companye. 

Of sondry folk, by aventure y-falle 25 

In felawshipe, and pilgrims were they allc, 

Tliat toward Caunterbury wolden ryde; 

The chambres and the stables weren wyde, 

And wcl we weren esed atte beste. 

And shortly, whan the sonne was to reste, 30 

So hadde I spoken with hem cveriehgn, 

That I was of hir felawshipe anpn, 

And made forward erly for to ryse, 

To take our wey, ther as I yow devyse. 

But nathel^s, whyl I have tyme and space, 35 

Er that I ferthcr in this tale pace, 

Me thinketh it acordaunt to resoun, 

To telle yow al the condicioun 
Of fch of hem, sg as it semed to me, 

And whiche they weren, and of what degree; 40 

And ??k in what array that they were inne: 

And at a knight than wol I first biginne. 

A knight ther was, and that a worthy man, 

That fro the tyme that he first bigan 

To ryden out, he loved chivalrye, 4S 

Trouthe and honour, fredom and curteisye. 


14. jerne halwes: distant shrines. 
couthe: known. 

17. hlisjul: blessed, martir: St. 
Thomas a Becket, slain in Canterbury 
cathedral in 1170. seke: seek. 

18. holpen: helped, seke: sick. 

19. Bijel: it happened. 

20. Tabard: an inn in Southwark, 
across the river Thames from London. 
lay: was staying. 

22. corage: heart. 

23. kostelrye: inn. 

25. by aventure y-falle: fallen by 
accident or chance. 

27. wolden: past tense of wol, “will,” 
*«wish” (the Modern English would). 

2tt chambres: rooms. 


29. esed atte beste: taken care of 
in the best way. 

30. to reste: at rest, i.e., down. 

31. everkhpn: everyone. 

33. forward: (an) agreement. 

34. ther as / yow devyse: there 
where (to the place where) I tell you. 

35. nathelgs: not the less. 

37. Me thinketh: it seems to me 
(impersonal construction), acordaunt 
to: in accordance with. 

40. degree: rank or status. 

43. worthy: excellent. 

45. ryden out: go on miUtary ex- 
peditions. chivalrye: the whole code of 
knightly conduct. 

46. fredom: generosity. 
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Ful worthy was he in his iordes werre. 

And therto hadde he riden (no man ferre) 

As wel in Cristcndom as h^thenessc. 

And ever honoured for his worthinesse. 

At Alisaundre he was, whan it was wonne; 
Ful ofte tyme he hadde the bord bigonne 
Abovcn alle naciouns in Pruce. 


In Lettow hadde he reysed and in Ruce, 

No Cristen man so ofte of his degree. ss 

In Gernade at the scge hadde he be 
Of Algezir, and riden in Belmarye. 

At Lyeys was he, and at Satalye, 

Whan they were wonne; and in the Gr^te See 

At many a noble amiee hadde he be. 6o 

At mortal batailles hadde he been fiftcne. 


And foughten for our feith at Tramissene 
In listes thryes, and ay slayn his tg. 

This ilke worthy knight had been alsQ 

Somtyme with the lord of Palatye, 6$ 

Agcyn another h^then in Turkye: 

And evermgre he hadde a sovercyn prys. 

And though that he were worthy, & was wys. 

And of his port as meke as is a mafde. 

He never yet no vileinye ne sayde,f 70 

In al his lyf, un-to ng manner wiglft. 

He was a verray, parfit, gcntil km^it. 

But for to tellen yow of his array,. • 

His hors were gode, but he was nat gay. 

Of fustian he wered a gipoun 7s 

Al bismotcred with his habergeoun; 

For he was late y-eome from his viage, 

And wente for to doon his pilgrimage. 


47 . werre: war. 

48. therto: besides, jerre: farther. 

49. h^thenesse: heathen countries. 

51. Alisaundre: Alexandria, in Egypt, 
captured in 1365 by King Peter of 
Cyprus. 

52. the bord bigonne: begun the 
board, i.e., sat at the head of the table. 

53. Pruce: (East) Prussia. 

54. Lettow: Lithuania, reysed: cam- 
paigned. Ruce: Russia. 

56. Gemade: Granada. 

57. Algezir: Algeciras, captured in 
1344. Belmarye: Benmarin, in Morocco. 

58. Lyeys: Lyas, in Armenia. 
Satalye: Adalia, in Asia Minor. 

59. Grgte See: Mediterranean. 

60. armee: armed expedition. 

62. Tram f riene; Tlemcen, in Algeria. 


63. listes: the situation and circum- 
stances of a tournament; formal combat. 

65. Palatye: perhaps Balat, in Tur- 
key. 

67. sovereyn prys: excellent reputa- 
tion. 

69. port: bearing. 

70. vileinye: abuse. 

71. maner wight: kind of person. 

72. verray: genuine, parfit: com- 
plete. gentil: noble. 

74. hors: horses; see Chaucer’s Eng- 
lish, p. 709. gay: that is, in dress. 

75. fustian: a thick cotton cloth. 
wered: wore, gipoun: underjacket. 

76. bismotered . . . habergeoun: 
spotted from rubbing against his coat 
of mail. 

77. viage: journey. 
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With him fter was his sone, a yong Squyer, 

A lovyere, and a lusty bacheler, &> 

With lokkes crulle, as they were leyd in presse. 

Of twenty yf^r of age he was, I gesse. 

Of his stature he was of fvene lengthe, 

And wonderly deliver, and gr^^ of strengthe. 

And he had been somtyme in chivachye, 85 

In Flaundres, in Artoys, and Picardye, 

And born him wel, as of sg litcl space, 

In hope to standen in his lady grace. 

Embrouded was he, as it were a m^de 

A 1 ful of fresshc floures, whyte and r^de. 90 

Singinge he was, or floytinge, al the day. 

He was as fresh as is the month of May. 

Short was his goune, with sieves longe and wyde. 

Wcl coude he sitte on hors, and faire ryde. 

He coude songes make and wel endyte, 95 

Juste and cek daunce, and wel purtreye and wryte. 

S9 hgte he lovede, that by nightertale 
He sleep namgre than doth a nightingale. 

Curteys he was, Igwly, and servisable. 

And carf biforn his fader at the table . roo 

A Yeman hadde he, and servaunts namp 
At that tyme, for him liste ryde sg; 

And he was clad in cote and hood of grcnc; 

A shg^f of pecok-arwes brighte and kene 

Under his belt he bar ful thriftily; 105 

(Wel coude he dresse his takel yemanly: 

He arwes drouped noght with fetheres lowe). 

And in his hand he bar a mighty bowe. 


79 . Squyer: squire. 

80. bacheler: young gentleman. 

81. cridlc: curly, as they were: as if 
lliey had been, presse: curling iron. 

82. years. 

83. fvene: average. 

84. wonderly: wonderfully, deliver: 

85. chivachye: military expedition. 

86. Flaundres: Flanders. Artoys: 
Artois. 

87. ai . . . space: within so short a 
time. 

88. lady: lady’s; see the note oa 
Chaucer’s English, p. 709. 

89. Embrouded: embroidered (refers 
to his clothes), mtde: meadow. 

90. fioures: flowers. 

91. jloyHnge: playing the flute or 
whistikig. 

94. jaire: well. 

95. ife . . . endyte: he could com- 
pose the music and write the words. 


96. purtreye: draw. 

97. hQte: hotly; see the note on 
Chaucer’s English, p. 709. nightertale: 
nighttime. 

98. sleep: slept. 

99. lowly: modest, servisable: ready 
to help. 

100. And carf . . . table: He carved 
(the food) for his father and himself, 
as they sat opposite each other at table. 

101. Yeman: yeoman, an upper serv- 
ant of the Knight. 

102. him liste: it pleased him (im- 
personal construction); the person re- 
ferred to here is the Knight, but the he 
of 1. 103 is of course the yeoman. 

105. bar: bore, i.c., earned, thriftily: 
efficiently. 

106. Wei . . .yemanly: He knew 
well how to handle bis equipment tike 
a (good) yeoman. 

107. drouped: drooped, noght: not. 



The Canterbury Tales — Prologue • 71S 


A not-h^^d hadde he, with a broun visage* 

Of wode-craft wel coude he al the usage. 

Upon his arm he bar a gay bracer, 

And by his sydc a swerd and a bokeler, 

And on that other syde a gay daggere, 
Harneised wel, and sharp as point of spere; 

A Cristofre on his brest of silver shene. 

An horn he bar, the bawdrik was of grene; 

A forster was he, soothly, as I gessc. 

Thcr was alsp a Nonne, a Prioressc, 

That of hir smyling was ful simple and coy; 
Hir gr^ttestc pyth was but by Seinte Loy; 

And she was cleped madam e Eglentyne. 

?"ul wel she song the service divyne, 

Entuned in hir nose ful semely; 

And Frensh she spak ful faire and fetisly. 
After the scole of Stratford atte B^we, 

For Frensh of Paris was to hir unkngwe. 

At nigtc wel y-taught was she with-allc; 

She leet np morsel from hir lippes falle, 

Ne wette hir fingres in hir sauce depc. 

Wel coude she carie a morsel, and wl kepe. 
That ng drope ne fille upK)n hir brdst. 

In curteisyc was set ful muche hir fcst. 

Hir over lippe wyped she sg cl^ne. 

That in hir coppe was ng ferthing l^ne 
Of grgee, whan she dronken hadde hir draughte. 
Ful semely after hir m^te she raughte, 

And sikerly she was of gr^^t disport, 

And ful plesaunt, and amiable of port, 

And peyned hir to countrefete chere 
Of court, and been estatlich of manere, 


tio 


115 


120 


12 $ 


130 


>35 


140 


109. not-h^Qd: head with hair closely 
cut. 

110. coude: knew. 

111. bracer: arm guard, worn by 
archers. 

112. bokder: shield. 

114. Harneised: mounted. 

115. Cristofre: medal of St. Christo- 
pher. shene: bright. 

116. bawdrik: belt. 

117. forster: forester, woodsman. 
soothly: truly. 

119. coy: modestly subdued. 

120. Seinte Loy: perhaps St. Eligius, 
apparently a popular saint at this time. 

121. cleped: called, named. 

123. Entuned . . . nose: intoned na- 
sally (a normal practice). 

124. iaire: well, fetisly: gracefully. 


125. Stratford atte Bqwb: Stratford- 
Bow, in Middlesex, near London, where 
there was a nunnery. 

127. At mete: at the table. 

129. depe: deeply. 

130. kepe: keep, — i.e., see to it. 

132. curteisyt: here, ''good man- 
ners”; the whole sentence means “She 
was much concerned with good man- 
ners.” 

133. over: upper. 

134. fertking: particle, s^: visible. 

136. semely: in a decent and cor- 
rect manner, raugkie: reached. 

137. disport: attractiveness of man- 
ner. 

139. peyned hir: exerted herself. 
countrefete: imitate (not in a dispar- 
aging sense), chere: behavior. 

140. estatlich: suitably dignified. 
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And to ben hglden digne of reverence. 

But, for to spoken of hir conscience, 

She was sp charitable and sg pitous, 

She wolde wepe, if that she sawe a mous 

Caught in a trappe, if it were dggd or blcdde. i4S 

Of sinale houndes had she, that she fedde 

With rgsted flesh, or milk and wastel-brg^d. 

But spre weep she if ggn of hem were dgpd. 

Or if men smppt it with a yerde smerte: 

And al was conscience and tendre herte. iso 

Ful semely hir wimpel pinched was; 

Hir nose tretys; hir eycn greye as glas; 

Hir mouth ful smal, and ther-to softe and rppd; 

But sikerly she hadde a fair forhppd; 

It was almost a spanne brppd, I trowe; iss 

For, hardily, she was nat undergrowe. 

Ful fetis was hir cloke, as I was war. 

Of smal coral aboute hir arm she bar 


A peirc of bedes, gauded al with grene; 

And ther-on heng a brochc of gold ful shcnc, i6o 

On which thcr was first write a crowned A, 

And after, Amor vincit omnia. 

Another Nonne with hir hadde she, 

That was hir chapeleyne, and Preestes Three. 

A Monk thcr was, a fair for the maistryc, 165 

An out-rydere, that lovede venerye; 

A manly man, to been an abbott able. 

Ful many a deyntee hors hadde lie in stable: 

And, whan he rppd, men mighte his brydel here 
Ginglcn in a whistling wind as clere, 170 


141. holden: held, digne: worthy. 
reverence: respect. 

142. conscience: sensitivity. 

143. pitous: inclined to pity. 

146. houndes: dogs. 

147. wastel-brggd: bread made from 
hne white wheat. 

149. men: anyone, yerde: stick. 
smerte: smartly, sharply. 

150. And . . . herte: She was all 
sensitivity and tenderheartedness. 

151. wimpd: a headdress covering 
neck and chin, pinched: pleated. 

152. tretys: graceful in shape, eyen: 
eyes; see tbe note on Chaucer’s Eng* 
iish, p. 709. greye as glas: gray-blue. 

153. thereto: also. 

155. spanne: originally, the length 
of a hand. 

156. hardily: indeed. 

157* fetis: graceful, war: aware. 

158-159, 0/ smal . . . grene: She 
watt a set of small coral beads (a 


rosary), decorated with green, around 
her arm. 

160. heng: hung, shene: bright. 

161. write: inscribed (past partici- 
ple; see the note on Chaucer’s English, 
p. 709. a crowned A: the capital 
letter encircled by a crown. 

162. Amor vincit omnia: “Love con- 
quers all” — a motto both religious and 
secular. 

1 64. chapeleyne: secretary and official 
companion. 

165. a fair . . . maistrye: a sur- 
passing specimen. 

166. An out-rydere: a monk author- 
ized to “ride out,” i.e., away from the 
monastery on business for the house. 
venerye: hunting. 

168. deyntee: fine. 

169. men mighte: one could. 

170. clere: this word, like loude in 
1. 171, is probably an adverb. 
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And as loude as doth the chapel-belle 
Ther as this lord was keper of the celle. 

The reule of seint Maure or of seint Beneit, 

By-cause that it was pld and som-d^l streit 

This ilke monk leet glde thinges pace, X7S 

And held after the newe world the space. 

He yaf nat of that text a pulled hen, 

That seith, that hunters been nat hply men; 

Ne that a monk, when he is cloisterl^^s, 

Is lykned til a fish that is waterl^^s; 180 

This is to seyn, a monk out of his cloistre. 

But thilke text held he nat worth an oistre; 

And I seyde, his opinioun was good. 

What sholde he studie, and make himselven wood. 

Upon a book in cloistre alwey to poure, 18$ 

Or swinken with his handes, and laboure, 

As Austin bit? How shal the world be served? 

Lat Austin have his swink to him reserved. 

Therfore he was a pricasour aright; 

Grehoundes he hadde, as swifte as fowel in flight; 190 

Of priking and of hunting for the hire 
Was al his lust, for no cost wolde het spare. 

I seigh his sieves purfiled at the hiii«t 
With grys, and that the fyneste of liland; 

And, for to festne his hood under chin, 295 

He hadde of gold y-wroght a curipm pin: 

A love-knotte in the gr^tter ende tihei was. 

His h^fd was balled, that shppn as any glas. 

And ^^k his face, as he had been anoint. 

He was a lord ful fat and, in good point; joo 

His eyen stgpe, and rollinge in his hgfd. 


172. Tker as: there where, keper of 
the celle: head of the monastic house. 

173. seint Maure . . . Beneit: St. 
Maurus and St. Benedict (sixth century 
A.D.), authors of monastic regulations. 

174. som-del: somewhat, streit: strict. 

175. ilke: same. 

176. held after: followed, world: 
fashion, the space: for the time being. 

177. yaf nat: literally, “gave not,” 
i.e., cared not. pulled: plucked. 

180. lykned: likened. 

182. tMlke: the same (contracted 
from “the ilke”). 

183-188. And / seyde . . . reserved: 
These lines are ironical. 

184. What: to what purpose, why. 
wood: insane. 

185. to poure: poring. 

186. swinken: toil. 


187. Amstin: St. Augustine (354- 
430 A.D.). bit: bids (contracted from 
“biddeth’*). served: managed, taken 
care of. 

188. swink: toil (noun). 

189. pricasour: tracker (in hunting). 

190. fowd: bird. 

191. priking: following the haie’a 
footprints, or pricks. 

192. lust: pleasure. 

193. soigk: saw. pur filed: trimmed. 

194. grys: a fur of good.<iuality. 

196. curious: elaborate. 

197. love-knotte: love knot, an inters 
twined pattern, grgtter: larger. 

198. balled: bald. 

199. anoint; anointed, i.e., rubbed 
with ointment. 

200. in goad point: in a ;WeUi? 
nourished state. 

201. stgpe: protruding. 
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That stemed as a fomeys of a Iffd; 

His botes souple, his hors in gr^^t estat. 

Now certeinly he was a fair prelat; 

He was nat pale as a forpyned gppst. 

A fat swan loved he best of any rppst. 

His palfrey was as broun as is a berye. 

A Fr^re ther was, a wan town and a merye, 
A limitour, a ful solempne man. 

In alle the ordres foure is nppn that can 
So muche of daliaunce and fair langage. 

He hadde maad ful many a mariage 
Of yonge wommen, at his pwne cost. 

Un-to his ordre he was a noble post. 

Ful wel biloved and famulier was he 
With frankeleyns over-al in his contree, 

And with worthy wommen of the toun: 
For he had power of confessioun, 

As seyde him-self, mprc than a curat, 

For of his ordre he was licentiat. 

Ful swetely herde he confessioun, 

And plesaunt was his absolucioun; 

He was an esy man to yeve penaunce 
Ther as he wiste to han a good pitaiince; 

For unto a povre ordre for to yive 
Is signe that a man is wel y-shrive. 

For if he yaf, he dorste make avaunt, 

He wiste that a man was repentaunt. 

For many a man so hard is of his herte. 

He may nat wepe althogh him spre smerte. 
Therfore, in stede of weping and preyeres, 


202. stemed: gleamed, forneys of a 
Iced: furnace under a caldron. 

203. soupU: supple, not stiff, estat: 
eendition. 

204. fair: fine. 

205. forpyned: pined-away, wasted- 

away. 

208. Prere: friar, wantown: gay. 

209. limitour: a friar licensed to beg 
within certain geographical limits. 
iolmpne: of fine appearance. 

210. ordres foure: the four orders of 
friars — Franciscans, Dominicans, Car- 
melites, and Augustinians. can: knows. 

212-213. He hadde . . . cost: That 
Is, he had provided dowries for girls who 
“had” to get married. 

214. Un~to . . . post: This is like 
oiir expression, “pillar of the church.’* 

216. frankeleyns: landowners; Chau- 
eer describes one later in the Prologue 


(II. 331 ff.) over-al: everywhere. 
contree: region. 

218. power of confessioun: authority 
to hear confession. 

219. more: more extensive. 

220. Ikentiat: a person licensed to 
hear confessions. 

223. to yeve penaunce: in assigning 
penance. 

224. Ther ,, , pitaunce: Where he 
knew that he would have a good pit- 
tance (offering, present). 

226. y-shrive: shrived, confessed. 

227. The first he refers to the 
penitent; the second, to the Friar. 
dorste: dared, avaunt: confident as- 
sertion. 

228. wiste: knew. 

230. may: can. althogh . . . smerte: 
although it may pain him bitterly. 
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Men moot yeve silver to the povre freres. 
His tipet was ay farsed ful of knyves 
And pinnes, for to yeven faire wyves. 

And certeinly he hadde a mery note; 

Wei coude he singe and pleycn on a rote. 
Of yeddinges he bar utterly the prys. 

His nekke whyt was as the flour-dc-lys; 

Ther-to he strong was as a champioun. 

He knew the tavernes w^l in every toun. 

And everich hostiler and tappestere 
Bet than a lazar or a beggestere; 

For un-to swich a worthy man as he 
Acorded nat, as by his facultee, 

To have with sekc lazars aqueyntaunce. 

It is nat honest, it may nat avaunce 
For to d^len with np swich poraille, 

But al with riche and sellers of vitaille. 

And over-al, ther as profit sholde aryse, 
Curteys he was, and Ipwly of servyse. 

Ther nas np man np-wher sg vertuous. 

He was the beste bcggere in his hous; 

And yaf a certeyn ferme for the graiint; 

Nggn of his bretheren cam ther in l^s haunt; 
For thogh a widwe hadde noght a sio, 

Sg plesaunt was his *In principio* 

Yet wolde he have a ferthing, er he wente. 
His purchas was wel bettre than his rente. 
And rage he coude, as it were right a whclpe. 
In love-dayes ther coude he muchel helpe. 


23S 


as® 




3S5 


232. moot: might well be permitted. 
povre: poor. 

233. tipet: the edge of his cape. 
farsed: stuffed. 

235. note: voice. 

236. rote: a stringed instrument. 

237. Of yeddinges . . . prys: He had 
the reputation of knowing the best 
ballads. 

238. flour-de-lys: fleur-de-lis. 

241. hostiler: innkeeper, tappestere: 
barmaid. 

242. Bet: better, lazar: leper; the 
term was applied to people with a 
variety of skin diseases, beggestere: 
beggar woman. 

244. as by his facultee: in view of 
his quality and status; the passage is 
ironical. 

245. seke: sick. 

246. honest: suitable to his honor. 
may: can. avaunce: advance him (i.e., 
the Friar). 


247. poraille: riffraff, trash. 

248. al: altogether, vitaille: foods. 

249. sholde: could be expected to. 

252e-2526. And yaf . his haunt: 

These lines, which appear in only a few 
of the manuscript copies of the Pro- 
logue may have been intentionally 
canceled. 

252a ferme: fee. 

2526. haunt: territory. 

253. sho: shoe. 

254. *In principio*: *Tn the be- 
ginning” (Genesis 1:1 and John 1:1), 
used as a greeting. 

255. ferthing: farthing, er: ere, be- 
fore. 

256. purchas: what he succeeded in 
acquiring, rente: his proper income. 

257. as it were right: as if he were 
quite like. 

258. love-dayes: days appointed for 
the adjustment of disputes. 
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For there he was nat lyk a cloisterer, 

With a thredbar cppe, as is a povre scoler, j6o 

But he was lyk a maister or a pppe. 

Of double worsted was his semi-cppe, 

That rounded as a belle out of the pressc. 

Somwhat he lipsed, for his wantownesse 

To make his English swete up-on his tonge; J65 

And in his harping, whan that he had songe. 

His eyen twinkled in his h^gd aright 
As doon the sterres in the frosty night. 

This worthy limitour was cleped Huberd. 

A Marchant was ther with a forked herd, tyo 

In mottelee, and hye on horse he sat. 

Up-on his h^^d a Flaundrish bever hat; 

His botes clasped faire and fetisly. 

His resons he spak ful solempnely, 

Souninge alway th'encrees of his winning. ,75 

He wolde the see were kept for any thing 
Bitwixe Middleburgh and Orewellc. 

Wei coude he in eschaunge sheeldes selle. 

This worthy man ful wel his wit bisette; 

Ther wiste np wight that he was in dette, zBo 

So estatly was he of his governauncc, 

With his bargaynes, and with his chevisauncc. 

For so the he was a worthy man with-alle, 

But sooth to seyn, I nppt how men him calle. 

A Clerk ther was of Oxenford alsp, ^5 

That un-to logik hadde longe y-gp. 


259. cloisterer: monk in a cloister. 

260. CQpe: cape. 

262. semi-cgpe. short cape. 

263. That rounded . . . Presse: The 
cape hung around him like a bell just 
out of its mold. 

264. lipsed: lisped, wantownesse: 
playfulness. 

270 Marchant: merchant. 

271, mottelee: clothing made of mot- 
ley, a cloth with a figured pattern, often 
variegated in color. 

272. Flaundrish: Flemish, bever: 
beavtr. 

273 clasped: fastened. 

274 resons: views. 

275. Souninge: making known, win- 
ning. profit making. 

276. wolde: wished, kept: protected 
(from pirates), /or any thing: at any 
cost. 

277. Middleburgh: a port on the 
mat of Holland. Orewelle: an English 
port, near Harwich. 

27S. eschaunge: exchange, sheeldes: 
^ahidds”; French coins stamped with 


the figure of a shield. The Merchant, 
among other things, dealt in foreign 
exchange. 

279. wit: mind, wits, bisette: em- 
ployed, used. 

280. wiste: knew, could guess. 
wight: person. 

281. estatly: dignified, governaunce: 
conduct of affairs. 

282. bargaynes: deals, chevisaunce: 
effort to make a profit by deals and 
trades. These words may imply a 
possibly shady character attaching to 
some of the Merchant’s activities, but 
Chaucer is not definite. 

283. For sothe: for truly. 

284. ngot: know not (contracted 
from “ne woot”)« 

285. Clerk: a scholar; at that time 
usually a cleric also, as here. 

286. un-to logik . . . y-gg: He had 
gone beyond the more elementap^ sub- 
jects, like grammar and rhetoric, and 
on to philosophy, y-gg: gone (past par- 
ticiple). 
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As I^ne was his hors as is a rake, 

And he nas nat right fat, I undertake; 

But lokcd holwe, and ther-to soberly. 

Ful thr^dbar was his overest courtepy; 

For he had geten him yet n^ benefyce, 

Ne was sq worldly for to have offyce. 

For him was lever have at his beddes hg^d 
Twenty bokes, clad in blak or rggd, 

Of Aristotle and his philosophye, ^9$ 

Than robes riche, or fithele, or gay sautrye. 

But al be that he was a philosophre, 

Yet hadde he but litel gold in cofre; 

But al that he mighte of his frecndcs hente. 

On bokes and on lerninge he it spente, 300 

And bisily gan for the sgules preye 
Of hem that yaf him wher-with to scoleye. 

Of studie took he mgst cure and mgst hedc. 

Noght Q word spak he mgre than was nede, 

And that was seyd in forme and reverence, 305 

And short and quik, and ful of hy sentence. 

Souninge in moral vertu was his spgche, 

And gladly wolde he lerne, and gladly tgchc, 

A Sergeant of the Lawe, war and^wys, 

That often hadde been at the parvyt, 

Ther was alsg, ful riche of excellenca 
Discreet was he, and of grggt reveichce: 

He semed swich, his wordes weren sf wyse, 

Justyce he was ful often in assyse, 1 

By patente, and by pleyn commissioun; 3,5 

For his science, and for his heigh renoun 
Of fees and robes hadde he many ggn. 


2S9. holwe: hollow, soberly: sober 
or solemn (probably an adjective). 

290. overest: outermost courtepy: 
1 short coat. 

291. benefyee: ecclesiastical appoint- 
ment with a fixed income. 

292. for: as. offyce: a secular post 
or job. 

293. him was lever: it was dearer to 
him* i.e., he preferred. 

296. fithele: fiddle, sautrye: psaltery, 
a musical instrument. 

297. al be that: although (literally, 
'^though it be that”)* 

298. Yet . . . cofre: a quiet joke; 
alchemists, who tried to convert other 
metals into gold, were also called 
philosophers. 

299. mighte: could, hente: get 

301. gan: began. 

302. scoleye. carry on his studies. 


303. cure: care. 

304. 0 : a, one. 

305. «f forme and reverence: in cor- 
rect form and with respect. 

306. ky sentence: high meaning. 

307. Souninge in: tending toward. 

309. Sergeant: one of a group of 
perhaps twenty judges in England, war: 
prudent. 

310. parvys: probably the area in 
front of St. Paul’s church, where 
lawyers often met their clients. 

312. of greet reverence: deserving 
great respect, 

314. assyse: sessions of court held 
periodically throughout the country. 

315. patente: official letter of ap- 
pointment from the king, pleyn com- 
missioun: authorization to handle all 
types of cases. 

316. science: knowledge, learning. 
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So gr^^t a purchasour was no-whex ngga. 

A 1 was fee simple to him in effect, 

His purchasing mighte nat been infect im 

No-wher sg bisy a man as he ther nas. 

And yet he semed bisier than he was. 

In tenues hadde he caas and domes alle, 

That from the tyme of king William were fallc. 

Therto he coude endyte and make a thing, j«s 

Ther coude np wight pinche at his wryting; 

And every statut coude he pleyn by rote. 

He rpgd but hppmly in a medlee cote 
Girt with a ceint of silk, with barres smale; 

Of his array telle I ng lenger tale. aao 

A Frankeleyn was in his companye; 

Whyt was his herd, as is the dayesye. 

Of his complexioun he was sangwyn. 

Wei loved he by the morwe a sop in wyn. 

To liven in delyt was ever his wone, tss 

For he was Epicurus gwne sone, 

That heeld opinioun, that pleyn delyt 
Was verraily felicitee parfyt 
An housholdere, and that a grg^t, was he; 

Seint Julian he was in his contree. mo 

His brg?d, his ale, was alwey after ppn; 

A bettre envyned man was ng-wher npgn. 

With-oute bake m^te was never his hous. 

Of fish and flesh, and that so plentevous. 

It snewed in his hous of m^te and drinke, 34s 

Of alle deyntees that men coude thinke. 


SIS. purchasour: of land, primarily. 

S19. Al , , , effect: He always got 
■nrestricted possession. 

320. infect: legally challenged. 

323-324. In termes: in citable form. 
eaas: cases, domes: decisions, king Wil- 
Ham: William the Conqueror, whose 
reign began in 1066. were falle: had oc- 
curred (**falle’* is a past participle here). 

325. endyte: write, make: construct 
(a legal document). 

326. The words **so that” are to be 
fupplied between L 325 and L 326. 
pinche: take legal exception to. 

327. pleyn: in full. 

328. koptnly: simply. 

329. Girt: fastened around, ceint: 
belt barres: stripes. 

330. lenger: longer. 

331. Frankeleyn: a landowner or 
country squire, not belonging to the 
nobility. 

332. dayesye: daisy (the English 
daisy, a small, white flower, not the 
tame at the American). 


333. sangwyn: ruddy. 

334. by the morwe: in the morning. 
sop in wyn: a bit of bread moistened 
with wine. 

335. delyt: delight, pleasure, wone: 
habit. 

336-338. For he ,, , parfyt: This 
is a somewhat debased form of the 
philosophy of Epicurus, the Greek sage 
of the fourth century b.c. 

336. Epicurus: Epicurus'. 

337. pleyn delyt: complete enjoyment 

338. felicitee: happiness. 

339. householdere: one who main- 
tained a house. 

340. Seint Julian: St. Julian was the 
patron saint of hospitality. 

341. after opn: according to the 
same (high) standard. 

342. envyned: provided with wines. 

343. bake: baked (past participle). 

344. plentevous: plentiful. 

345. snewed: snowed. 

346. deyntees: dainties, attractive 
dishes. 
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After the sondry sesons of the 
So chaunged he his mgte and his sopgr. 

Ful many a fat partrich hadde he in me we. 

And many a brggm and many a luce in stewe. 350 

Wg was his cook, but-if his sauce were 
Poynaunt and sharp, and redy al his gcre. 

His table dormant in his halle alway 
Stood redy covered al the longe day. 

At sessiouns ther was he lord and sire; 3ss 

Ful ofte tyme he was knight of the shire. 

An anlas and a gipser al of silk 
Heng at his girdel, whyt as morne milk. 

A shirrcve hadde he been, and a countour; 

Was np-wher such a worthy vavasour. iSt 

An Habcrdassher and a Carpenter, 

A Webbe, a Dycre, and a Tapiccr, 

Were with us ggk, clpthed in p liverec, 

Of a solempne and grggt fraternitee. 

Ful fresh and newe hir gere apyked was; 36$ 

Hir knyves were y-chaped noght with bras, 

But al with silver; wroght ful eigne and wggl 
Hir girdles and hir pouches evcry-dggl. 

Wcl semed gch of hem a fair burgejrs 

To sitten in a yeldhalle on a deys. 37* 

Everich, for the wisdom that he can. 

Was shaply for to been an alderman. 

For catel hadde they ynogh and rente. 

And ggk hir wyves wolde it wcl assente; 

And dies certein were they to blame, 37s 


349. tnewe: coop. 

350. brc§m: bream (a fish), luce: 
pike (a fish), stewe: pool. 

351. Wg was his cook: there was 
trouble for his cook, but-if: unless. 

352. Poynaunt: tasty, gere: gear, 
i.e., equipment. 

353. dormant: permanent. In many 
houses, dining tables were set up before 
meals and removed afterward, but not 
in the Franklin’s! 

355. sessiouns: sessions of justices of 
the peace. 

356. Ful ofte . . . shire: He was 
often the delegate in Parliament for the 
shire, or county. 

357. anlas: a short dagger, gipser: 
bag, purse. 

358. girdel: belt, morne: morning. 

359. shirreve: sheriff. countour: 
auditor. 

360. vavasour: here means “land- 
owner.” 

361. Habcrdassher: as now, a seller 
of hats; but in Chaucer's age he may 


have made them as well. 

362. Webbe: weaver. Tapicer: maker 
of tapestries. 

363. liveree: costume, livery. 

364. solempne: splendid, fraternitee: 
brotherhood, or social guild; these five 
would have belonged to different trade 
guilds. 

365. Ful fresh . . . was: They were 
handsomely outfitted. 

366. y-chaped: capped. 

369-370. Wei semed . . . deys: These 
lines imply the Guildsmen’s fitness for 
municipal offices, such as the one men- 
tioned in 1. 372. 

369. fair: suitable, burgeys: citizen. 

370. yeldhalle: guildhall, deys: dais, 
raised platform. 

371. Evcrich: every one. can: knows. 

372. shaply: fit. 

373. catel: property, ynogh: enough. 
rente: income. 

374. assente: support (their hus- 
bands’ claim of fitness to be aldermen). 

375. were: would have been, to 
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It is ful fair to been y-clcpt *madame* 

And goon to vigilyes al bifore, 

And have a mantel royalliche y-borc. 

A Cook they haddc with hem for the npnes, 

To boille the chiknes with the marybpncs, 380 

And poudrc-marchant tart, and galingalc. 

Wei coude he knpwe a draughtc of London ale. 

He coude rpstc, and sethe, and broille, and frye, 

Maken mortreux, and wel bake a pye. 

But grggt harm was it, as it thoughtc me, 385 

That on his shine a mormal haddc he; 

For blankmanger, that made he with the beste. 

A Shipman was thcr,. woning for by westc: 

For aught I wppt, he was of Dertemouthe. 

He rggd up-on a rouncy, as he couthc, 390 

In a gownc of falding to the knee. 

A daggere hanging on a laas hadde he 
Aboutc his nckke under his arm adoun. 

The hgtc somer had maad his hewe al l)r()un; 

And, ecrteinly, he was a good fclawe. 395 

Ful many a draughte of wyn had he y-drawc 
From Burdeux-ward, whyl that the chapman sleep. 

Of nyce conscience took he ng keep. 

If that he faught, and hadde the hycr hand, 

By water he sent him hppm to every land. 400 

But of his craft to rekene wel his tydes, 

His strgmes and his daungers him bisydes, 

His herberwe and his monc, his l9demenagc. 


blame: deserving of blame. 

3 76. y-clcpt: called. 

• 377. vigilyes: celebrations held on 
the day before saints’ days, and others. 
al bifore: taking precedence over other 
people. 

378. royalliche y-bore: carried for 
one as if one were royalty. 

379. for the ngnes: for the occasion. 

380. marybpnes: marrowbones. 

381. poudr e-mar chant: powder mer- 
chant, a flavoring powder, galingalc: 
a flavor made from sweet cyperus, a 
plant. 

382. knmc: recognize the quality of. 

384. mortreux: a thick soup or stew. 
Pye: a meat pie. 

385. thougkte me: it seemed to 
me. 

386. mormal: ulcerated sore. 

387. blankmanger: a rather elaborate 
dish of creamed meats. 

388. woning: living, fer: far. by 
westa: to the west. 

3&9. wpot: know. 


390. rouncy: perhaps a draft horse. 
couthc: could. 

391. f aiding: cloth made of coarse 
wool. 

392. laas: leash; the leash, or string, 
was around his neck; the dagger hung 
down under his arm. 

395. good felawr: Irony is probably 
implied, making the phrase equivalent 
to “a fine rascal.’' 

396. a draughte: a drink, y-drawc: 
drawn (out of the cask). 

397. From Burdeux-ward: on the 
way from Bordeaux, chapman: man in 
charge of the cargo, sleep: slept. 

398. nyce: discriminating, keep: con- 
cern. 

399. hyer hand: higher hand, vic- 
tory. 

400. By water . , . land. He drowned 
them. 

402. stremes: currents, him bisydes: 
near him. 

403. herberwe: harbor, mone: moon 
(which affects the tides). Igdemenage: 
the art of piloting a ship. 
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Ther nas ngpn swich from Hulle to Cartage. 

Hardy he was, and wys to undertake; 405 

With many a tempest hadde his herd been shake. 

He knew wel alle the havenes, as they were, 

From Gootlond to the cape of Finis tere, 

And every cryke in Britayne and in Spayne; 

His barge y-cleped was the Maudelayne. 410 

With us ther was a Doctour of Phisyk, 

In al this world ne was ther nppn him lyk 
To speke of phisik and of surgerye; 

For he was grounded in astronomye. 

He kepte his pacient a ful greet dgl 415 

In houres, by his magik natural. 

Wel coude he fortunen the ascendent 
Of his images for his pacient. 

He knew the cause of everich maladye, 

Were it of hppt or cgld, or moiste, or drye, 420 

And where engendred, and of what humour; 

He was a verrey, parfit practisoiir. 

The cause y-knpwe, and of his harm the rote, 

Anon he yaf the seke man his bote. 

Ful rgdy hadde he his apothecaries, \ 425 

To sendc him drogges and his letuaties, 

For ?ch of hem made other for to w 4 ine; 

Hir frendschipe nas nat newe to biginne. 

Wel knew he th'plde Esculapius, r 


404. Hulle: Hull, in England. Car- 
tage: probably Cartagena, a Spanish 
port. 

405. to undertake: about what he 
undertook. 

406. shake: shaken. 

407. havenes: harbors. 

408. Gootlond: either Jutland or 
Gotland, a Swedish island. Finis tere: 
on the Spanish coast. 

409. cryke: river mouth. Britayne: 
Brittany. 

411. Phisyk: medicine. { 

414. astronomye: Astronomy included 
astrology, the study of the influence of 
the planets and stars on human lives 
and affairs. 

415. kepte: took care of — by ob- 
serving the different hours of the day 
and taking account of their respective 
influences. 

416. magik natural: natural magic, 
an approved set of practices, as op- 
posed to black magic, which involved 
the devff. 

417-418. Wel coude . . . pacient: 
He knew when the stars were favorable 
for making and using the images which 
he employed (by the methods of magic) 


in treatment of his patient. 

419. eimrkh: every. 

420. hpjpt . . , drye: The four ele- 
mentary qualities — hot, cold, moist, and 
dry- — combined variously in the four 
basic substances — earth, air, fire, and 
water. 

421. humour: The four humors, or 
body fluids — blood, phlegm, yellow bile 
(choler), and black bile — their prefer- 
tions varying in different individuals, 
were supposed to determine human 
physiology and temperament. Hence 
the diagnosis and treatment of dis- 
eases was related to their supposed 
origin in the humors. 

422. verrey: genuine. 

423. The cause y-knpwe: the cause 
(once) known (an absolute construc- 
tion). 

424. bote: remedy. 

426. letuaries: prescriptions. 

428. Hir frendscihpe . . . bigmue: 
The friendship between doctor and drug- 
gists had not begun recently. 

429-434. Escuiapius . . . Gilbertyu: 
This is a list of eminent mediad 
authorities from ancient Greece, ancient 
and medieval Arabic civilization, and, 
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And Deiscorides, and Rufus, 430 

Old Ypocras, Haly, and Galien; 

Serapion, Razis, and Avicen; 

Averrois, Damascien, and Constantyn; 

Bernard, and Gatesden, and Gilbertyn. 

Of his diete mesurable was he, 435 

For it was of np supcrfluitee. 

But of gr^^t norissing and digestible. 

His studie was but litel on the biblc. 

In sangwin and in pers he clad was al, 

Lyned with taffata and with scndal; 440 

And yet he was but esy of dispcnce; 

He kepte that he wan in pestilence. 

For gold in phisik is a cordial, 

Therfore he lovede gold in special. 

A good Wyf was ther of bisyde Bathe, 445 

But she was som-d^l d^^f, and that was scathe. 

Of clppth'making she hadde swiche an haunt. 

She passed hem of Ypres and of Gaunt. 

In al the parisshe wyf ne was ther 11990 

That to th' offring bifore hir sholde g99n; 450 

And if ther dide, certeyn, so wr99th was she, 

That she was out of alle charitee. 


Hir coverchiefs ful fyne were of ground; 

I dorste sw^re they weyeden ten pound 

That on a Sonday were upon hir hg^d. 455 

Hir hpsen weren of fyn scarlet r^^d, 

Ful streite y-teyd, and shoos ful moiste and newe. 

Bpld was hir face, and fair, and rg^d of hewe. 

She was a worthy womman al hir lyve, 

Housbondes at chirch-dore she hadde fyve, 460 


finally, England in the thirteenth and 
fourteenth centuries (Bernard Gordon, 
John of Gaddesden, and Gilbertus 
Anglicus). 

435. mesurable: moderate. 

439. sangwin: red cloth, pers: 
Persian (blue) cloth. 

440. sendal: a thin silk. 

441. esy oj dispence: moderate in bis 
expenditures. 

442. in pestilence: in the time of 
the great epidemics of plague, of which 
there were several in Europe in the 
fourteenth century. 

443-444. For . . . special: a quiet 
joke; gold was used in a familiar “cor- 
diid,** or tonic. 

445. Wyf: wife. The word denotes a 
woman too old to be called a child or 
Though often married, this 


“Wyf’ is at the moment a widow. 
Bathe: Bath, a town in the south of 
England. 

446. som-dgl: somewhat dgef: deaf. 
scathe: unfortunate. 

447. haunt: skill. 

448. Ypres and Gaunt (Ghent), 
towns in Flanders, were famous for 
their cloth. 

450. sholde: had the right to. 

453. coverchiefs: head coverings. 
ground: texture. 

456. hQsen: These garments combined 
the functions of stockings and close- 
fitting trousers. 

457. streite: tightly, y-teyd: tied. 
moiste: i.e., not dried out or stiff. 

460. at chirch-dore: Medieval wed- 
dings were often performed at the door 
of the church. 
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Withouten other companye in youthe; 

But therof nedeth nat to speke as nouthe. 

And thryes hadde she been at Jerusalem; 

She hadde passed many a straunge str^^m; 

At Rome she hadde been, and at Boloigne, 465 

In Galice at seint Jame, and at Coloigne. 

She coude muche of wandring by the weye: 

Gat-tothed was she, soothly for to seye. 

Up-on an amblere esily she sat, 

Y-wimpled wel, and on hir h^^d an hat 470 

As brppd as is a bokeler or a targe; 

A foot-mantel aboute hir hipes large. 

And on hir feet a paire of spores sharpe. 

In felawship wel eoude she laughe and carpe. 

Of remedyes of love she knew perchaunee, 47s 

For she coude of that art the glde daunce. 

A good man was ther of religioun, 

And was a povre Persoun of a toun; 

But riche he was of hply thoght and work. 

He was alsp a lerned man, a clerk, 4go 

That Cristes gospel trewely wolde prfche; 

His parisshens devoutly wolde he t^l^. 

Benigne he was, and wonder diligent 
And in adversitee ful pacient; 

And swich he was y-preved ofte sythes. 485 

Ful 199th were him to cursen for his tythes. 

But rather wolde he yeven, out of doutc, 

Un-to his povre parisshens aboute 
Of his offring, and 99k of his substaunce. 


461. Withouten: besides. 

462. nouthe: now. 

464. straunge: foreign. 

465. Boloigne: Boulogne, in France, 
where there was a shrine. 

466. Galice: Galicia, in Spain; the 
shrine of St. James was at Compostella, 
in Galicia. Coloigne: Cologne, in Ger- 
many, location of the shrine of the 
Three Kings who came to worship the 
infant Jesus. 

467. She coude . . . weye: She knew 
much about traveling. 

468. Gat-tothed: having gaps or 
spaces between her teeth. 

469. amblere: a horse used to the 
gait and speed known as the amble, in 
contrast with the canter, the trot, and 
so on. 

470. Y -wimpled: wimpled; covered 
by a wimple. 

471. bokeler . . . targe: kinds of 
shield. 


472. foot-mantel: either an outer 
skirt or a saddle blanket. 

474. carpe: chat. 

475. remedyes: cures; Chaucer has 
Ovid’s Love Cures {Remedia amoris) 
in mind, perchaunee: doubtless. 

476. coude: knew, the plde daunce: 
the whole technique and pattern. 

477. of religioun: of religious voca- 
tion. 

478. povre: poor (in wealth). Per* 
soun: parson, parish priest. 

480. clerk: scholar. 

482. parisshens: parishioners. 

483. wonder: wonderfully. 

485. y-preved: proved, ofte sythes: 
many times. 

486. Ful looth were him: it would 
have been very hateful to him. cursen: 
excommunicate (the people in his par- 
ish). tythes: tithes, payments due to 
the priest. 

489. Of his offring: out of what he 
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He coude in litel thing han sufBsaunce. 490 

Wyd was his parisshc, and houses fer asonder, 

But he ne lafte nat, for reyn ne thondcr, 

In siknes npr in meschief, to visyte 

The ferrestc in his parisshe, muchc and lyte, 

Upon his feet, and in his hand a staf. 495 

This noble ensample to his sheep he yaf, 

That first he wroghte, and afterward he taughte; 

Out of the gospel he thg wordes eaughte; 

And this figure he added ther-to, 

That if gold ruste, what shal iren do? 500 

For if a preest be foul, on whom we truste, 

No wonder is a l^wed man to ruste; 

And shame it is, if a preest take keep, 

A shiten sheperde and a el^nc sheep. 

Wei ggbte a preest ensample for to yive, 505 

By his clennesse, how that his sheep shold live. 

He sette nat his benefiee to byre. 

And leet his sheep eneombred in the myre> 

And ran to London, un-to seynt Ppules, 

To seken him a chaiinterie for spules, 510 

Or with a bretherhgd to been withhpldc; 

But dweltc at hpgm, and kepte wel his fpldc, 

So that the wolf ne made it nat miscaric; 


He was a sheperde and ng mercenarie. 

And though he hply were, and vertuous, 515 

He was to sinful man nat despitous, 

Ne of his spgehe daungerous ne digne, 

But in his Inching disereet and benigne. 

To drawen folk to heven by fairnesse 

By good ensample, this was his bisincsse: sao 


received in the offering at church. 

490. lUei a small amount (of 

material things). 

491. asonder: apart. 

492. lafte: neglected. 

493. meschief: trouble. 

494. ferreste: farthest, remotest. 
muche and lyte: of high and humble 
station. 

495. Upon his feet: on foot. 

497. soroghte: wrought, acted. 

498. thp: these, eaughte: took. 

500. whoi shal iren do?: what may 

iron be expected to do? 

502. Igwed: unlearned. ^It is no won- 
der 11 an unlearned man rusts’* (the 
ftgure is baaed on the tarnishing 0 ! 
metals). 

504. shiten: filthy. 

‘ sot. hyre: hire, rent. He dM not 
rent out his benefice (appointment) to 
a substitute. 


508. leet: left; since the nat of 1. 
507 is understood, the meaning is, “He 
did not leave . . 

509. ran: As above, nat is under- 
stood — he did not run to London, stint 
PquIcs: SL Paul’s, the great church 
where many priests served in one way 
or another. 

510. chaunterie for spules: an assign- 
ment to sing masses daily for the re- 
pose of particular souls; a stipend ac- 
companied such assignments, of course. 

511. with: here equivalent to “by.” 
bretherhgd: brotherhood: for example, 
a guild such as the burgesses of 1. 361 
ff. formed, withh&lde: retained; i.e., as 
their priest. 

516. despitous: contemptuous. 

517. haughty, threaten- 
ing. digne: arrogant. 

520. bisinesse: concern and occupa- 
tion — the thing he was busy about. 
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But it were any persone obstinat, 

What-S9 be were, of heigh or Ipwe estat, 

Him wolde he snibben sharply for the ngncs. 

A bcttre prcest, I trowe that npwher npgn is. 

He wayted after no pompe and reverence, 

Ne niaked him a spyced conscience, 

But Cristcs Igre, and his apostles twelve, 

He taughte, and first he folwed it himsclve. 

With him ther was a Plowman, was his brother, 
That hadde y-lad of dong ful many a fother, 

A trewc swinker and a good was he, 

Livinge in pggs and parfit charitce. 

God loved he best with al his hgle herte 
At allc tymcs, thogh him gamed or smerte. 

And thanne his neighebour right as himselve. 

He woldc thresshe, and therto dyke and delve, 

I' or Cristes sake, for every povre wight, 

Withoiitcn hyre, if it lay in his might. 

His tythes payed he ful fairc and wel, 

Bgthc of his propre swink and his catel. 

In a tabard he rggd upon a mere. 

'Flier was alsp a Reve and a Millcte, 

A Somnour and a Pardoner alsg, 

A Maunciplc, and my-sclf; ther wen? namg. 

The Miller was a stout carl, for the ngnes, 
Ful big he was of braun, and ggk of ^bgnes; 

'Fhat proved wgl, for overal ther he^xam, 

At wrastling he wolde have alwey jthe ram. 

He was short-sholdred, brggd, a tltikke knarre, 
'Flier nas ng dorc that he nolde hgve of harre, 


521. But it were: but if there were. 

522. What-sg: whoever. 

523. snibbett' chide, rebuke, jor the 
ngnes: Here the phrase could be an 
intensifier, the equivalent of “very,” 
or could denote “for the occasion,” “at 
the time.” 

525. wayted after: looked for, or 
sought from other people. 

526. spyced: literally, “spiced”; the 
meaning is probably “excessively or 
unrealistically scrupulous.” The Parson 
was not unduly insistent on nonessen- 
tials; he was not a religious pedant. 

527. apostles: apostles’. 

530. y-lad: carried, dong: manure. 
father: load. 

531. swinker: worker. 

533. kgle: whole. 

534. thogh him ga^ed or smerte: 
whether it gave him pleasure or pain.,. 

536. therto: also, dyke and delve: 
eitch and dig. 


537. wight: person. 

538. hyre: hire, payment, might: 
power. 

539. jaire: decently. 

540. propre: own. catel: possessions. 

541. tabard: a loose coat, mere: 
mare. 

542. Reve: reeve, farm overseer, 

543. Somnour: summoner, of the ec- 
clesiastical court. 

544. Maunciple: manciple, steward. 

545. carl: fellow, for the ngnes: an 
intensifier; the Miller was a “very” 
stout fellow. 

546. braun: brawn. 

547. That proved wgl: that was well 
proved, overal: everywhere. 

548. At wrastling . . . ram: A ram 
was the usual prize in wrestling. 

549. knarre: chap. 

550. hgve: heave, lift, harre: binge, 
fastening. 
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Or br^ke it, at a renning, with his h^gd. 

His herd as any sowe or fox was r^^d, 

And ther-to brggd, as though it were a spade. 

Up-on the cop right of his nose he hade 
A werte, and ther-on stood a tuft of hgres, sss 

R^^d as the bristles of a sowes gres; 

His nose-thirles Make were and wyde. 

A swerd and bokeler bar he by his syde; 

His mouth as gr^^t was as a gr^^t forneys. 

He was a janglcre and a goliardeys, 560 

And that was mpst of sinne and harlotryes. 

Wei coude he stolen corn, and tollcn thryes; 

And yet he haddc a thombe of gold, pardee. 

A whyt cote and a blew hood w^red he. 

A baggepype wel coude he blpwe and sowne, 565 

And ther-with-al he broghtc us out of towne. 

A gen til Maunciple was ther of a temple, 

Of which achatours mighte take exemple 
For to be wyse in bying of vitaille 

For whether that he payde, or took by taillc, s7o 

Algate he wayted sg in his achat. 

That he was ay biforn and in good stat. 

Now is nat that of God a ful fair grace. 

That swich a Igwed mannes wit shal pace 

The wisdom of an h^^p of lerned men? f7S 

Of maistres hadde he mg than thryes ten, 

That were of lawe expert and curious; 

Of which ther was a doseyn in that hous 

Worthy to been stiwardes of rente and land 

Of any lord that is in Engeland, 580 

To make him live by his propre good, 


SSl. renning: running. 

554. cop: tip. 

555. werU: wart. 

557. nose-thirles: nostrils, 

559. forneys: furnace. 

560. fanglere: chatterer, goliardeys: 
buffoon. 

561. that: his talking and jesting. 
harlotryes: incidents of low life. 

562. tollen: take toll (for his serv- 
ices). thryes: thrice— instead of once, 

563. a thombe of geld: Honest mill- 
ers were said to have a thumb of gold; 
this one had an honest reputation, at 
least, pardee: to be sure, 

564. wgred: wore. 

565. sowne: sound. 

566. he hroghte . . . towne: He rode 
at the head of the company of pilgrims. 

567. gentil: excellent. Maunciple: 


steward of a boarding club or similar 
group, temple: here a lawyers’ club in 
London which used buildings formerly 
belonging to the Knights Templars. 

568. achatours: purchasers. 

569. vitaille: provisions, food. 

570. by taille: on credit. 

571. Algate: always, wayted: took 
care, watched, achat: purchasing. 

572. ay: always, biforn: ahead, stat: 
shape (financially). 

574. pace: pass, exceed. 

575. heep: heap, company. 

576. maistres: masters, employers 
(in the club), mp: more. 

577. curious: careful, 

578. doseyn: dozen. 

579. rente: income, 

581. To make . . . good: to enable 
him to live on his own resources. 
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In honour dettel^^s, but-if he were wood. 

Or live as scarsly as him list desire; 

And able for to helpen al a shire 

In any cas that mighte falle or happe; sSs 

And yit this maunciple sette liir allcr cappc. 

The Revc was a sclendre colcrik man, 

His herd was shave as ny as ever he can. 

His hg^r was by his ^res round y-shorn. 

His top was dokked lyk a preest biforn. S9o 

Ful longe were his legges, and ful l^ne, 

Y-lyk a staf; ther was no calf y-sgne. 

Wei coude he kepe a gerner and a binne; 

Ther was npgn auditour coude on him winne. 

Wei wiste he, by the droghte, and by the reyn, 59s 

The yclding of his seed, and of his greyn. 

His lordes sheep, his nggt, his dayerye, 

Ilis swyn, his hors, his stppr, and his pultyre. 

Was hpglly in this reves governing. 

And by his covenaunt yaf the rckening, 600 

Sin that his lord was twenty yffr of age; 

Ther coude no man bringe him in arrerage. 

Ther nas baillif, ne herde, ne other hyne. 

That he ne knew his sleightc and his^ covyne; 

They were afrad of him as of the dffth. 605 

His woning was ful fair up-on an h^h. 

With grene trees shadwed was liis place. 

He coude bettre than his lord purdiace. 

Ful riche he was astpred prively; 

His lord wel coude he plesen subtilly, 610 


582. but-ij: unless, wood: insane. 

583. scarsly: economically, as him 
list desire: as it might please him to 
wish. 

584. al a shire: all a shire, a whole 
county. 

585. happe: happen. 

586. sette hir alter cappe: set the 
cap of them all, i.e., got the best of 
them. 

587. Reve: manager of a farm or 
country estate, sclendre: slender, col- 
erik: choleric, irascible. 

588. shave: shaved (past participle). 
ny: close. 

590. His top .. . biforn: The top 
of bis bead was either shaved, like a 
priest’s, or naturally bald. 

592. Y4yk: like. y^s§ne: visible. 

593. gerner: granary, binne: bin, crib. 

594. Ther . . . winne: The audi- 
tors to whom the Reeve submitted his 
accounts were never able to find any< 


thing wrong with his records. 

595. by the droghte, and by the reyn: 
for both dry and wet seasons. 

597. n^Qt: cattle. 

598. hors: horses. stQQr: stores, stock. 

599. hpQlly: wholly. 

600. yaf: i.e., he (the Reeve) gave. 

601. Sin: since. 

602. bringe him in arrerage: show 
him to be in arrears. 

603. baillif: farm supervisor, herde: 
herdsman, hyne: farm servant. 

604. he: the Reeve. The word his 
refers in both instances to ^'baillif,” 
“herde,” and “hyne.” sleighte: trickery, 
covyne: deceit. 

605. the dg^th: Modern English 
omits “the.” 

606. woning: dwelling. 

607. shadwed: shaded. 

609. rUhe: richly, astgred: stocked. 

610-612. His lord . . . thank: The 
Reeve gave and lent to his lord — out of 
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To yeve and Igne him of his Qwne good, 

And have a thank, and yet a cote and hood* 

In you the he lemed hadde a good mister; 

He was a wel good wrighte, a carpenter. 

This reve sat up-on a ful good stot, 615 

That was al pomely grey, and highte Scot 
A long surcote of pers up-on he hade, 

And by his syde he bar a rusty blade. 

Of Northfolic was this reve, of which I telle, 

Bisyde a toun men clepen Baldeswelle. 620 

Tukked he was, as is a frere, aboute. 

And ever he rppd the hindreste of our route. 

A Somnour was thcr with us in that place, 
lliat hadde a fyr-rggd cherubinnes face. 

For sawcefl^gm lie was, with cyen narwe. 625 

As hpgt he was, and lecherous, as a sparwe; 

With scalled browes blakc, and piled berd; 

Of his visage children were aferd. 

Ther nas quick-silver, litarge, ne brimstpgn, 

Boras, ceruce, ne oille of tartre npgn, 630 

Ne oynement that wolde dense and byte, 

That him niighte helpen of his whelkcs whyte, 

Nor of the knobbes sittinge on his chgkcs. 

Wel loved he garleek, oynons, and eek Igkcs, 

And for to drinkeyi strong wyn, rggd as blood. 635 

Than wolde he spgke, and cryc as he were wood. 

And whan that he wel dronken hadde the wyn. 

Than wolde he spgke no word but Latyn. 

A fewe termes hadde he, twp or three. 

That he had Icrned out of som decree; 640 

No wonder is, he herde it al the day; 


the lord’s own property; but the lord 
never found out, and hence showed 
gratitude to the Reeve. 

612. a thank: an expression of grati- 
tude. yet: also. 

613. mister: trade. 

614. wrighte: skilled workman. 

615. slot: horse. 

616. pomely: dappled, highte: was 
named. 

617. surcote: outer coat, pers: 
Persian (blue) doth. 

619. North folk: Norfolk, an English 
county. 

620. clepen: call. 

621. Tukked: His coat was fastened 
around him by a belt. 

‘ 622. hindreste: hindernoost, last. 
rostte: company. 

, 623. Somnour: snmmoner; he sum- 


moned people to appear before the 
church court (presided over by the 
archdeacon), and in general acted as a 
kind of deputy sheri0 of the court. 

624. cherubinnes: Cherubs, properly 
an order of angels, were represented 
with red faces in medieval art. 

625. sawcefi^Qm: pimpled. 

627. scalled: scabby. pUed: scanty. 

629. litarge: litharge, a remedy used 
in the treatment of skin disease. 
brimstQQn: another remedy. 

630. Boras: borax, ceruce: white lead. 
oille of tartre: cream of tartar. 

631. oynement: ointment. 

632. That . . . whyte: that could 
help him get rid of the while blotches. 

633. knobbes: bumps. 

634. Igkes: leeks. 

636. wood: insane. 
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And ye knpwen wgl, how that a jay 
Can clepen ‘Watte/ as well as can the pppc. 

But who-sp coude in other thing him grppe, 

Thanne hadde he spent al his philosophye; 645 

Ay *Questio quid iuris' wolde he crye* 

He was a gentil harlot and a kinde; 

A bettre felawe sholde men noght finde. 

He wolde suffre, for a quart of wyn, 

A good felawe to have his concubyn 650 

A twclf-month, and excuse him atte fulle: 

Ful prively a finch ppk coude he pullc. 

And if he fond g-wher a good felawe, 

He wolde tgchen him to have npn awe, 

In swich cas, of the ercliedeknes curs, 655 

But'if a mannes soule were in his purs; 

For in his purs he sholde y-punisshed be. 

Turs is the erehedeknes,' seyde he. 

But wel I wppt he lyed right in d?de; 

Of cursing oghte ech gilty man him drpde — 660 

For curs wol slpp, right as assoilling saveth — 

And also war him of a significavit 
In daunger hadde he at his pwnc ^se 
The yonge girles of the diocyse, 

And knew hir counseil, and was dthir rppd. 665 

A gerland hadde he set up^on his k^d. 

As grppt as it were for an ale-stake; 

A bokelcr hadde he maad him of 41 Icake. 

With him ther rggd a gentil Ptrdongr 

642. jay: jaybird. 660* Of cursing , . . kim dr^de: 

643. clepen: call. Each g^ilty man ought to fear con- 

644. grope: test, question, demnatibn (by the Church). The “him'* 

645. he: the Summoner. is superfluous in Modern English. 

646. Ay: always. ‘Questio quid 661. sloe: slay, assoilling: absolu- 
iuris*: “The question is, what (part) tion. 

of the law (applies).” 662. p)ar him: beware of. significa- 

647. genlil harlot: fine scoundrel. vit: a legal writ committing an ex- 

648. sholde . . . fmde: one would communicated person to prison; the 

not find. first word of such a document was 

649. suSre: allow. significavit, a Latin verb evidently hav- 

650. good felawe: congenial rascal, ing four syllables in fourteenth-century 

“one of the boys.” pronunciation. Some degree of irony is 

651. atte Julie: fully. apparent in Chaucer’s remarks here. 

652. a finch . , . puUe: evidently a 663. daunger: control, gyse: way, 
colloquial phrase of the period; the manner. 

Summoner was guilty of the same sin 664. girles: included both boys and 
(lechery) as the man from whom he girls. 

took the wine as a bribe. 665. counseil: plans, secrets, rood: 

653. o-wher: anywhere. counsel. 

655. erchedeknes curs: archdeacon’s 667. ale-stake: bough of a tree used 
condemnation and excommunication. as the sign of an alehouse. 

656. But-if: unless, 669. Pardoner: a seller of eccle- 

659. wQOt: know, right in dede: in siastical Indulgences; see the intro- 

the very act (of saying such a thing), ductory discussion, p. 506. 



734 • Geoffrey Chaucer 


Of Rouncival, his freend and his comp^^r, 670 

That streight was comen fro the court of Rome. 

Ful loude he song, ‘Com hider, love, to me.' 

This somnour bar to him a stif burdoun, 

Was never trompe of half so gr^ft a soun. 

This pardoner hadde h^gr as yelow as wex, 675 

But smothe it heng, as dooth a strike of flex; 

By ounces henge his lokkes that he hadde, 

And ther-with he his shuldres over-spradde; 

But thinne it lay, by colpons gpn and 9911; 

But hood, for jolitce, ne w^red he n99n, 680 

For it was trussed up in his walet. 

Him thoughte, he rppd al of the newe jet; 

Dischevcle, save his cappe, he rppd al bare. 

Swiche glaringe eycn hadde he as an hare. 

A vernicle hadde he sowed on his cappe. 685 

His walct lay biforn him in his lappe, 

Bretful of pardoun come from Rome al hppt. 

A voys he hadde as smal as hath a gppt. 

No herd hadde he, ne never sholde have. 

As smothe it was as it were late y-shavc; 6 qo 

I trowe he were a gelding or a marc. 

But of his craft, fro Berwik into Ware, 

Ne was ther swich another pardoner. 

For in his male he hadde a pilwe-bggr. 

Which that, he seyde, was our lady vcyl: 695 

He seyde he hadde a gobet of the seyl 
That seynt Peter hadde, whan that he wentc 
Up-on the see, til Jesu Crist him hente. 

He hadde a croys of latoun, ful of st9ncs. 

And in a glas he hadde pigges bgnes. 700 

But with thise relikes, whan that he fand 


670. Rouncival: a religious house 
near Charing Cross (now part of Lon- 
don). comp^^r: companion. 

672. *Com . . . a popular song 
of the time. 

673. bar . . . burdoun: accompanied 
him in a strong bass voice. 

674. trompe: trumpet. 

676. strike: bunch. 

677. ounces: small clusters, lokkes: 
locks (of hair). 

679. colpons: strips, pgn and Qpn: 
one after the other. 

681. waiet: wallet, purse. 

682. Him thoughte: it seemed to 
him. jet: fashion. 

683. Dischevek: with his hair loose, 
bare: bareheaded. 

685. vernicle: a reproduction of the 
handkerchief bearing the miraculous im- 


pression of Christ’s face. 

687, Bretful: brimful, pardoun: in- 
dulgences. hQQt: hot (the figure is 
drawn from cookery). 

688. gQ 0 t: goat. 

690. late y-shave: lately shaved. 

692. Berwik into Ware: from north 
(Barwick) to south (Ware). 

694. male: bag. pilwe-be^r: pillow- 
case. 

695. our lady veyl: Our Lady’s (St. 
Mary’s) veil. 

696-698. he hadde . . . hente: The 
reference is to a sail of the ship used 
by St. Peter before he became a disci- 
ple. 

696. gobet: piece. 

698. hente: took. 

699. latoun: metal alloy. 
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A povre person dwelling upon land, 

Up-on a day he gat him mpre moneye 
Than that the person gat in monthes tweye. 

And thus, with feyned flaterye and japes, 705 

He made the person and the peple his apes. 

But trewely to tellen, atte laste, 

He was in chirche a noble ecclesiaste. 

Wei coude he rgde a lessoun or a storic, 

But alderbest he song an offertorie; 710 

For w^l he wistc, whan that song was songe. 

He moste prgche, and wel affyle his tonge, 

To winne silver, as he ful w^l coude; 

Therefore he song the murierly and loude. 

Now have I tgld you shortly, in a clause, 71s 

Th'estat, th'array, the nombre, and the cause 
Why that assembled was this companye 
In Southwerk, at this gentil hostelryc, 

That highte the Tabard, faste by the Belle. 

But now is tyme to yow for to telle 720 

How that we baren us that ilke night, 

Whan we were in that hostelrye alight. 

And after wol I telle of our viage, 

And al the remenaunt of our pilgrimage. 

But first I pray yow, of your curteiiye, 725 

That ye n'ar^tte it nat my vileinye, 

Thogh that I pleynly spfke in thtt tnatere, 

To telle yow hir wordes and hir chore; 

Ne thogh I sp^ke hir words properly. 

For this ye knpwen al-S9 wcl as I, 730 

Who-S9 shal telle a tale after a man, 

He moot rehcrce, as ny as ever he can, 

Everich a word, if it be in his charge, 

Al spgke he never S9 rudeliche and large; 

7Q2. person: parson, such as is de- 722. alight: arrived and settled, 

scribed in 11. 477 ff. upon land: in a 723. viage: journey, 

rural area. 724. remenaunt: rest. 

704. tweye: two. 726. ar^tte: account (verb), vileinye: 

705. feyned: falsely pretended, japes: rudeness or coarseness. 

tricks. 727. pleynly: here, “fully”; but one 

706. He made . . . apes: he made can see how the modern meaning of 
fools of the parson and the people. “plainly” developed. 

710. alderbest: best of all. 728. chere: manner, deportment. 

711. * wiste: knew. 729. properly: literally. 

712. apyle: file, make smooth. 732. moot: must, reherce: repeat. 

714. murierly: more merrily. ny: closely. 

ris. in a clause: equivalent to “in 732-733. In these lines he and his 
brief compass,” “concisely.” refer to the writer. 

716. estat: state, condition. 734. Al sp^ke . . . large: no matter 

719. highte: was named, the Belle: how crudely and freely he (the person 

apparently another inn at Southwark. whose tale is repeated by the writer) 

721. baren us: conducted ourselves. may speak. 
ilke: same. 
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Or dies he moot telle his: tale untrewc, ^ 735 

Or fcyne thing, or finde wordes ncwe. 

He may nat spare, al-thogh he were his brother; 

He moot as wel seye 9 word as another. 

Crist spak him-self ful brgde in hgly writ, 

And wel ye W99t, no vileinye is it. 740 

Eek Plato seith, who-s9 that can him rgde, 

The wordes mote be cosin to the d^de. 

Also I prey yow to foryeve it me, 

A 1 have I nat set folk in hir degree 

Here in this tale, as that they sholdc stonde; 745 

My wit is short, ye may wel understondc. 

Greet chere made our h9st us evcrich9n. 

And to the soper sette us anpn; 

And served us with vitaillc at the beste. 


Strong was the wyn, and wel to drinkc us Icste. 750 

A semely man our hgst was with-alle 
For to han been a marshal in an halle; 

A large man he was with eyen st^pe, 

A fairer burgeys in ther n99n in Chgpe: 

Bold of his spfche, and wys, and wcl y-taught, 755 

And of manh99d him lakkede right naught. 

Efk therto he was right a mery man, 

And after soper plcyen he bigan, 

And spak of mirthe amonges othere thinges. 

Whan that we hadde maad our rckeninges; 760 

And seyde thus: ‘Now, lordinges, trewely, 

Ye been to me right welcome hertely: 

For by my trouthc, if that I shal nat lye, 

I ne saugh this yg^r so mery a companye 

At 9nes in this herberwe as is now. 765 


73 S. Ae: the writer, untrewe: not 
truthfully. 

736. feyne thing: make up (spu- 
rious) material. 

737. The first he refers to the 
writer, the second to the original 
teller of a tale; his refers to the 
writer. 

738. moot: must, g: one. 

739. brgde: broadly. 

740. wggt: know. 

742. mote: must, cosin: cousin, i.e., 
akin, faithful. 

743. foryeve: forgive. 

744. At: though. 

745. that: superfioous in Modern 
English. 

746. wit: intellect. 

749. vitaille: food, provisions, at the 
baste: according to best standard. 


750. us leste: it pleased us. 

751. semely: suitable. 

753. stgpe: protruding, prominent. 

754. fairer: finer-looking, burgeys: 
burgess, citizen. Chgpe: Cheapside, a 
street in London. 

756. him lakkede: there was lack- 
ing in him. right naught: nothing at 
all. 

757. therto: besides, he was . . . 
man: he was a right (i.e., very) merry 
man. 

758. pleyen: to play, jest. 

760. maad our rekeninges: arranged 
our accounts. 

761. lordinges: equivalent to *iadies 
and gentlemen." 

763. trouthe: troth, faith. 

' 764. sough: saw. . . 

765. herberwe: lodging. 
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Fayn wolde I doon yow mirthe, wiste I how. 

And of a mirthc I am right now bithoght, 

To doon yow ese, and it shal coste noght. 

Ye ggpn to Caunterbury; God yow spgde, 

The blisful martir quyte yow your mfde. 770 

And wgl I wppt, as ye gpgn by the weyc, 

Ye shapen yow to talen and to plcye; 

For trewely, contort ne mirthe is nppn 
To ryde by the weye doumb as a stppn; 

And therfore wol I maken yow disport, 77s 

As I seyde erst, and doon yow som contort. 

And it yow lyketh alle, by ggn assent, 

Now for to standen at my jugement, 

And for to werken as I shal yow seye, 

To-morwe, whan yc ryden by the weye, 780 

Now, by my fader spule, that is dggd, 

But yc be merye, I wol yeve yow myn h^^^d. 

Hold up your hand, withouten mpre speche/ 

Our counscil was nat longe for to sechc; 

Us thoughte it was noght worth to make it wys, 785 
And graunted him withouten mpre avys. 

And bad him scye his verdit, as him leste. 

‘Lordinges,' quod he, ’now herknefli for the bestc; 

But tak it not, I prey yow, in deldeyn; 

Tliis is the poynt, to spoken short in|d plcyn, 790 

That ^ch of yow, to shorte with your weye, 

In this viage, shal telle tales tweyc, ’ i 
To Caunterbury-ward, 1 m^ne it s^, 

And hpm-ward he shal tcllen othere twp, 

Of aventures that whylom han bifalle. 795 

And which of yow that bereth him best of alle, 


766. Fayn: gladly, wiste I how: if 
[ knew how. 

767. mirthe: means of entertainment. 

769. sp^de: speed (verb). 

770. quyte: pay (verb), mt’dc; re- 
ward. 

772. shapen yow: plan (verb), talen: 
tell stories. 

774. doumb: dumb. 

7 75. disport: amusement. 

777. ij yow lyketh: if it pleases you. 

778. fl^.* according to, by. 

779. werken: act, proceed. 

781. jader: father’s. 

782. But: unless. 

783. Hold . . . harul: i.e., to vote 
on the proposal. 

784. counseil: counsel, resolution. 
teche: seek. 


785. Us thoughte . . . wys: it 
seemed to us not worth while to treat 
it solemnly. 

786. graunted: i.e., we granted it 
avys: consideration. 

787. bad: bade, verdit: verdict, de- 
cision. as him leste: as it might please 
him. 

788. herkneth for the beste: equiva- 
lent to “give me your best attention. 

791. to , . . weye: as a means of 
shortening your journey. 

793. To Caunterbury-ward: on the 
way to Canterbury. 

794. horn-ward: on the way home, the 
return to Southwark. 

795. aventures: events, happenings, 
including “adventures’* in the narrower 
modern sense of the term, whylom: in 
the past, han bifalle: have happen^. 
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That is to seyn, that telleth in this cas 
Tales of best sentence and mgst solas, 

Shal have a soper at our aller cost 

Here in this place, sitting by this post, 800 

Whan that we come agayn fro Caunterbury. 

And for to make yow the more mury, 

I wol my-selven gladly with yow ryde, 

Right at myn gwne cost, and be your g\'de. 

And who-sg wol my jugement withseye 805 

Shal payc al that wc spenden by the weye. 

And if ye vouche-sauf that it be sp, 

Tel me anon, with-outen wordes mp. 

And I wol erly shape me therfore/ 

This thing was graunted, and our pthes swore Sio 
With ful glad herte, and preyden him alsp 
That he wold vouche-sauf for to do sp, 

And that he wolde been our governour, 

And of our tales juge and reportour, 

And sette a soper at a certeyn prys; 815 

And we wold reuled been at his devys 
In heigh and Ipwe; and thus, by ppn assent, 

Wc been acorded to his jugement. 

And ther-up-on the wyn was fet atipn; 

We dronken, and to reste wente cchpn, ^ 

With-outen any lenger taryinge. 

A-morwe, whan that day bigan to springe, 

Up rpps our hpst, and was our aller cok. 

And gadrede us togidre, alle in a flok, 

And forth we riden, a litel mpre than pas, 83$ 

Unto the watering of seint Thomas. 

And there our hpst bigan his hors arestc, 

And seyde: ‘Lordinges, herkneth, if yow leste. 

Ye wppt your forward, and I it yow recorde. 


798. sentence: substance, meaning. 
solas: entertainment, satisfaction. 

799. our alter: of us all. 

802. mury: merry. 

805. jugement: rule, decisions, with- 
seye: deny, reject. 

807. vouche-sauf: vouchsafe, grant. 

809. shape me: prepare myself. 

810. swore: sworn. 

811. preyden: (we) prayed. 

814. reportour: probably means **rec- 
ord-keeper.” 

816. wold: would, devys: direction. 

817. heigh and lowe: high and low, 
i.e., important and unimportant matters. 
by ppm assent: unanimously. 

818. We been acorded: We are en- 
tered into agreement (to follow his direc- 
tion). 


819. fet: brought. 

820. dronken: drank. 

822. A-morwe: in the morning. 

823. was our aller cok: was cock of 
us all; that is, took charge and got the 
crowd together (a figure drawn from 
the barnyard). 

825. riden: rode, a litel mpre than 
pas: at a speed a little faster than a 
walk. 

826. Unto . . . Thomas: to the 
watering place (for horses) known as 
St. Thomas. 

827. areste: to atop. 

828. herkneth, if yow leste: listen, 
if you please. 

829. Ye Wffot . . . recorde: You 
know your agreement, and I remind you 
of it. 
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If even-song and morwc-song acorde, 830 

Lat see now who shal telle the firste tale. 

As ever mote I drinke wyn or ale, 

Who-sp be rebel to ray jugement 

Shal paye for al that by the weye is spent. 

Now drawcth cut, er that we ferrer twinne; «3S 

He which that hath the shortest shal biginne. 

Sire knight,' quod he, ‘my maister and my lord. 

Now draweth cut, for that is myn acord. 

Cometh nppr,' quod he, ‘my lady priorcsse; 

And ye, sir clerk, lat be your shamfastnesse, 840 

Ne studieth noght; ley hand to, every man.' 

Anon to drawen every wight bigan, 

And shortly for to tellen, as it was. 

Were it by aventurc, or sort, or cas, 

Tlie sothe is this, the cut fil to the knight, 845 

Of which ful blythe and glad was every wight; 

And telle he mostc his talc, as was resoun. 

By forward and by composicioun, 

As ye han herd; what nedeth wordes mp? 

And whan this gode man saugh it was sp, 850 

As he that wys was and obedient 
To kepe his forward by his free assent, 

He seyde: ‘Sin I shall biginne the game. 

What, welcome be the cut, a Goddes name! 

Now lat us ryde, and herkneth what I seyc.' 855 

And with that word we riden forth out weye; 

And he bigan with right a mery chare 
His tale anon, and seyde in this manere. 


830. 7/ . . . acorde: The figure is 
from the church services, of course; 
the meaning is, “If you are now in the 
frame of mind in which you were 
yesterday evening.” 

832. mote: may. 

833. be: may be. rebel to: rebellious 
against. 

835. Now . . . twinne: Now draw 
lots, before we separate farther. 

838. acord: decision. 

840. shamjastnesse: shyness. 


841. Ne studieth noght: don’t hesi- 
tate or deliberate. Uy hand to, every 
man: equivalent to “come on, every- 
body!” 

844. Were . . . eas: whether It 
was by accident, destiny, or chance. 

845. sothe: truth, cut: lot. 

847. moste: must, resoun: right. 

848. forward: agreement, composi- 
cioun: compact. 

853. Sin: since. 

854. a: in. 

856. riden: rode. 


Prologue to the Pardoner's Tde* 

“In churches," said the Pardoner, “when I preach, 

I use, milords, a lofty style of speech 
And ring it out as roundly as a bell, 

* From The Portable Chaucer, se- -iore Morrison. Reprinted by permission 
lected, translated, and edited by Theo- of The Viking Press, Inc., New York, 
dore Morrison. Copyright 1949 by Theo- 
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Knowing by rote all that I have to tell. 

My text is ever the same, and ever was: 

Radix malorum est cupiditas. 

''First I inform them whence I come; that done, 

I then display my papal bulls, each one. 

I show my license first, my body’s warrant. 

Sealed by the bishop, for it would be abhorrent 
If any man made bold, though priest or clerk, 

To interrupt me in Christ’s holy work. 

And after that I give myself full scope. 

Bulls in the name of cardinal and pope, 

Of bishops and of patriarchs I show. 

I say in Latin some few words or so 
To spice my sermon; it flavors my appeal 
And stirs my listeners to greater zeal. 

Then I display my cases made of glass 

Crammed to the top with rags and bones. They pass 

For relics with all the people in the place. 

I have a shoulder bone in a metal case, 

Part of a sheep owned by a holy Jew. 

'Good men,’ I say, 'heed what I’m telling you: 

Just let this bone be dipped in any well 
And if cow, calf, or sheep, or ox should swell 
From eating a worm, or by a worm be stung, 

Take water from this well and wash its tongue 
And it is healed at once. And furthermore 
Of scab and ulcers and of every sore 
Shall every sheep be cured, and that straightway, 

That drinks from the same well. Heed what I say; 

If the good man who owns the beasts will go, 

Fasting, each week, and drink before cockcrow 
Out of this well, his cattle shall be brought 
To multiply — that holy Jew so taught 
Our elders — ^and his property increase. 

‘Moreover, sirs, this bone cures jealousies. 

Though into a jealous madness a man fell, 

Let him cook his soup in water from this well. 

He’ll never, though for truth he knew her sin. 

Suspect his wife again, though she took in 
A priest, or even two of them or three. 

" 'Now here’s a mitten that you all can see. 
Whoever puts his hand in it shall gain. 

When he sows his land, increasing crops of grain, 

^ Radix . . . cupiditas: The root of evil is greed. 
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Be it wheat or oats, provided that he bring 
His penny or so to make his offering. 

“ There is one word of warning I must say, 

Good men and women. If any here today 
Has done a sin so horrible to name 
He daren't be shriven of it for the shame, 

Or if any woman, young or old, is here 
Who has cuckolded her husband, be it clear 
They may not make an offering in that case 
To these my relics; they have no power nor grace. 

But any who is free of such dire blame, 

Let him come up and offer in God's name 
And ril absolve him through the authority 
Tliat by the pope’s bull has been granted me.* 

'‘By such hornswoggling I’ve won, year by year, 

A hundred marks since being a pardoner. 

I stand in my pulpit like a true divine. 

And when the people sit I preach my line 
To ignorant souls, as you have heard before. 

And tell skullduggeries by the hundred more. 

Then I take care to stretch my neck well out 
And over the people I nod and peer about 
Just like a pigeon perching on a shed. 

My hands fly and my tongue wags in ,115^ head 
So busily that to watch me is a joy. * 

Avarice is the theme that I employ . ^ 

In all my sermons, to make the people free 
In giving pennies — especially to inOi 
My mind is fixed on what I stand t® win 
And not at all upon correcting sin. 

I do not care, when they are in the grave. 

If souls go berry-picking that I could save. 

Truth is that evil purposes determine. 

And many a time, the origin of a sermon: 

Some to please people and by flattery 
To gain advancement through hypocrisy. 

Some for vainglory, some again for hate. 

For when I daren’t fight otherwise, I wait 
And give him a tongue-lashing when I preach. 

No man escapes or gets beyond the reach 
Of my defaming tongue, supposing he 
Has done a wrong to my brethren or to me. 

62. A hundred marks: probably the equivalent of several thousand 
modem purchasing power. 
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For though I do not tell his proper name. 

People will recognize him all the same. 

By sign and circumstance I let them learn. 

Thus I serve those who have done us an ill turn. 
Thus I spit out my venom under hue 
Of sanctity, and seem devout and truel 
‘‘But to put my purpose briefly, I confess 
I preach for nothing but for covetousness. 

That's why my text is still and ever was 
Radix malorum est cupiditas. 

For by this text I can denounce, indeed. 

The very vice I practice, which is greed. 

But though that sin is lodged in my own heart, 

I am able to make other people part 
From avarice, and sorely to repent, 

Though that is not my principal intent. 

“Then I bring in examples, many a one, 

And tell them many a tale of days long done. 

Plain folk love tales that come down from of old. 
Such things their minds can well report and hold. 
Do you think that while I have the power to preach 
And take in silver and gold for what I teach 
I shall ever live in willful poverty? 

No, no, that never was my thought, certainly. 

I mean to preach and beg in sundry lands. 

I won't do any labor with my hands. 

Nor live by making baskets. I don't intend 
To beg for nothing; that is not my end. 

I won't ape the apostles; I must eat, 

I must have money, wool, and cheese, and wheat, 
Though I took it from the meanest wretch's tillage 
Or from the poorest widow in a village. 

Yes, though her children starved for want. In fine, 

I mean to drink the liquor of the vine 
And have a jolly wench in every town. 

But, in conclusion, lords, I will get down 
To business: you would have me tell a tale. 

Now that I've had a drink of corny ale. 

By God, I hope the thing I'm going to tell 
Is one that you'll have reason to like well. 

For though myself a very sinful man, 

I can tell a moral tale, indeed I can, 

One that I use to bring the profits in 
While preaching. Now be still, and I'll begin.'^ 
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There was a company of young folk living 
One time in Flanders, who were bent on giving 
Their lives to follies and extravagances, 

Brothels and taverns, where they held their dances 

With lutes, harps, and guitars, diced at all hours, s 

And also ate and drank beyond their powers. 

Through which they paid the devil sacrifice 
In the devil's temple with their drink and dice, 

Their abominable excess and dissipation. 

They swore oaths that were worthy of damnation; x* 

It was grisly to be listening when they swore. 

The blessed body of our Lord they tore — 

Tlie Jews, it seemed to them, had failed to rend 
His body enough — and each laughed at his friend 
And fellow in sin. To encourage their pursuits is 

Came comely dancing girls, peddlers of fruits, 

Singers with harps, bawds and confectioners 
Who are the very devil's officers 
To kindle and blow the fire of lechery 
That is the follower of gluttony. jo 

Witness the Bible, if licentiousness 
Does not reside in wine and drunkenness! 

Recall how drunken Lot, unnaturally, ’ 

With his two daughters lay unwittingly. 

So drunk he had no notion what he did. as 

Herod, the stories tell us, God forbid, 

When full of liquor at his banquet board 
Right at his very table gave the word 
To kill the Baptist, John, though guiltless he. 

Seneca says a good word, certainly. so 

He says there is no difference he can find 
Between a man who has gone out of his mind 
And one who carries drinking to excess, 

Only that madness outlasts drunkenness. 

O gluttony, first cause of mankind's fall, 35 

Of our damnation the cursed original 
Until Christ bought us with his blood again! 

How dearly paid for by the race of men 
Was this detestable iniquity! 

♦From The Portable Chaucer (Vi- he: Matthew 14:1-11; Mark 6:14-28. 
king Press). Copyright 1949 by Theo- 30-34. Seneca . . . drunkenness: in 
dore Morrison. his Epistles, Epistle Ixxxiii. 

23-25. drunken Lot . . . did: Gene- 35. gluttony . . . iall: since the Fall 
sis 19:33-35. was caused by man’s eating the for- 

26-29. Herod . . . though guiltless bidden apple. 
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This whole world was destroyed through gluttony. 4P 

Adam our father and his wife also 
From paradise to labor and to woe 
Were driven for that selfsame vice, indeed. 

As long as Adam fasted — %o I read — 

He was in heaven; but as soon as he 4S 

Devoured the fruit of that forbidden tree 
Then he was driven out in sorrow and pain. 

Of gluttony well ought we to complain! 

Could a man know how many maladies 

Follow indulgences and gluttonies 50 

He would keep his diet under stricter measure 

And sit at table with more temperate pleasure. 

The throat is short and tender is the mouth, 

And hence men toil east, west, and north, and south. 

In earth, and air, and water— alas to think— ss 

Fetching a glutton dainty meat and drink. 

This is a theme, O Paul, that you well treat: 

^Meat unto belly, and belly unto meat, 

God shall destroy them both,’' as Paul has said. 

When a man drinks the white wine and the red— 60 

This is a foul word, by my soul, to say. 

And fouler is the deed in every way — 

He makes his throat his privy through excess. 

The Apostle says, weeping for piteousness, 

*There are many of whom I told you — at a loss 6s 

I say it, weeping — enemies of Christ’s cross. 

Whose belly is their god; their end is death.” 

O cursed belly! Sack of stinking breath 
In which corruption lodges, dung abounds! 

At either end of you come forth foul sounds. yo 

Great cost it is to fill you, and great pain! 

These cooks, how they must grind and pound and strain 
And transform substance into accident 
To please your cravings, though exorbitant! 

From the hard bones they knock the marrow out ys 

They’ll find a use for everything, past doubt. 

That down the gullet sweet and soft will glide. 

The spiccries of leaf and root provide 
Sauces that are concocted for delight, 

To give a man a second apatite. ’ to 

57-^59. Foul , , , kas said: 1 Corin- 73. And . . . accident: K distinctloil 
thians 6:13. was made in philosophy between “sab* 

64^7. AposUa . • . death, Philip* stance/’ the real nature of a thins, and 
piana 3:1S*19* “accident,” its merely sensory qualities, 

such as flavor. 
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But truly, he whom gluttonies entice 
Is dead, while he continues in that vice. 

O drunken man, disfigured is your face, 

Sour is your breath, foul are you to embrace! 

You seem to mutter through your drunken nose 85 

The sound of “Samson, Samson,” yet God knows 
That Samson never indulged himself in wine. 

Your tongue is lost, you fall like a stuck swine, 

And all the self-respect that you possess 

Is gone, for of man's judgment, drunkenness 90 

Is the very sepulcher and annihilation. 

A man whom drink has under domination 
Can never keep a secret in his head. 

Now steer away from both the white and red, 

And most of all from that white wine keep wide 9$ 

That comes from Lepe. They sell it in Cheapside 
And Fish Street. It's a Spanish wine, and sly 
To creep in other wines that grow nearby, 

And such a vapor it has that with three drinks 

It takes a man to Spain; although he thinks 100 

He is home in Cheapside, he is far away 

At Lepe. Then “Samson, Samson” will he say! 

By God himself, who is omnipotent,; ' 

All the great exploits in the Old Tcstanlent 

Were done in abstinence, I say, and pityer. 105 

Look in the Bible, you may learn it there. 

Attila, conqueror of many a place, ^ ^ 

Died in his sleep in shame and in disgrace 
Bleeding out of his nose in drunkenticss. 

A captain ought to live in temi>eratetiessl no 

And more than this, I say, remember well 
The injunction that was laid on Lemuel — 

Not Samuel, but Lemuel, I say! 

Read in the Bible; in the plainest way 

Wine is forbidden to judges and to kings. ns 

This will suffice; no more upon these things. 

Now that Tve shown what gluttony will do, 

Now I will warn you against gambling, too; 

Gambling, the very mother of low scheming, 

Of lying and forswearing and blaspheming ,ao 

Against Christ's name, of murder and waste as well 


S7. Samson . . . wine: Judges 13:4. 
96. Lepe: a town in Spain noted for 
Strong wines. 

96-97. Cheapside and Fisk Street: 
in London. 


107. Attila: leader of the Hun in- 
vasion of Europe (fifth century a.d.). 

112. injunction . . . Lemuel: Prov- 
erbs 31:4-7. 
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Alike of goods and time; and, truth to tdl. 

With honor and renown it cannot suit 
To be held a common gambler by repute. 

The higher a gambler stands in power and place> 125 

The more his name is lowered in disgrace. 

If a prince gambles, whatever his kingdom be. 

In his whole government and policy 
He is, in all the general estimation. 

Considered so much less in reputation. 130 

Stilbon, who was a wise ambassador, 

From Lacedaemon once to Corinth bore 

A mission of alliance. When he came 

It happened that he found there at a game 

Of hazard all the great ones of the land, 135 

And so, as quickly as it could be planned, 

He stole back, saying, 'i will not lose my name 

Nor have my reputation put to shame 

Allying you with gamblers. You may send 

Other wise emissaries to gain your end, 140 

For by my honor, rather than ally 

My countrymen to gamblers, I will die. 

For you that are so gloriously renowned 

Shall never with this gambling race be bound 

By will of mine or treaty I prepare.” 145 

Thus did this wise philosopher declare. 

Remember also how the Partliians' lord 
Sent King Demetrius, as the books record, 

A pair of golden dice, by this proclaiming 

His scorn, because that king was known for gaming, 150 

And the king of Parthia therefore held his crown 

Devoid of glory, value, or renown. 

Lords can discover other means of play 
More suitable to while the time away. 

Now about oaths Til say a word or two, iss 

Great oaths and false oaths, as the old books do. 

Great swearing is a thing abominable, 

And false oaths yet more reprehensible. 

Almighty God forbade swearing at all, 

Matthew be witness; but specially I call 160 

The holy Jeremiah on this head. 

•'Sweat thine oaths truly, do not lie,'' he said. 

•'Swear under judgment, and in righteousness.'' 

But idle swearing is a great wickedness. 

159-160. Almighty , , . witness: 161-163. The kaly . . . righteous- 

Matthew 5:34. ness: Jeremiah 4:2. 
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Consult and see, and he that understands 165 

In the first table of the Lord's commands 

Will find the second of his commandments this: 

‘Take not the Lord's name idly or amiss/' 

If a man's oaths and curses are extreme. 

Vengeance shall find his house, both roof and beam. 170 
“By the precious heart of God,'’ and “By his nails" — 

“My chance is seven, by Christ's blood at Hailes, 

Yours five and three." “Cheat me, and if you do. 

By God's arms, with this knife I'll run you through!" — 

Such fruit comes from the bones, that pair of bitches: 175 

Oaths broken, treachery, murder. For the riches 
Of Christ's love, give up curses, without fail. 

Both great and small! — Now, sirs. I’ll tell my tale. 

These three young roisterers of whom I tell 
Long before prime had rung from any bell 
Were seated in a tavern at their drinking, 

And as they sat, they heard a bell go clinking 
Before a corpse being carried to his grave. 

One of these roisterers, when he heard it, gave 
An order to his boy: “Go out and try 
To learn whose corpse is being carried by. 

Get me his name, and get it right. Take heed." 

“Sir," said the boy, “there isn't any need. 

I learned before you came here, by two hours. 

He was, it happens, an old friend of yours, 

And all at once, there on his bench i^right 
As he was sitting drunk, he was killed last night. 

A sly thief. Death men call him, who deprives 
All the people in this country of their lives. 

Came with his spear and smiting his heart in two 
V’ent on his business with no more ado. 

A thousand have been slaughtered by his hand 
During this plague. And, sir, before you stand 
Within his presence, it should be necessary, 

It seems to me, to know your adversary. 

Be evermore prepared to meet this foe. 

My mother taught me thus; that's all I know." 

“Now by St. Mary," said the innkeeper, 

“This child speaks truth. Man, woman, laborer. 

Servant, and child the thief has slain this year 
In a big village a mile or more from here. 

I think it is his place of habitation. 

172. My . . . seven: My lucky num- Gloucestershire, where some of Christ’s 
her is seven. Hailes: an abbey in blood was believed to be preserved. 
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It would be wise to make some preparation 
Before he brought a man into disgrace/' 

'‘God's arms!" this roisterer said. "So that's the case! 
Is it so dangerous with this thief to meet? 
ril look for him by every path and street, 

I vow it, by God's holy bonesl Hear me. 

Fellows of mine, we are all one, we three. 

Let each of us hold up his hand to the other 
And each of us become his fellow's brother. 

We'll slay this Death, who slaughters and betrays. 

He shall be slain whose hand so many slays. 

By the dignity of God, before tonight!" 

The three together set about to plight 
Their oaths to live and die each for the other 
Just as though each had been to each born brother, 
And in their drunken frenzy up they get 
And toward the village off at once they set 
Which the innkeeper had spoken of before. 

And many were the grisly oaths they swore. 

They rent Christ's precious body limb from limb— 
Death shall be dead, if they lay hands on him! 

When they had hardly gone the first half mile. 

Just as they were about to cross a stile. 

An old man, poor and humble, met them there. 

The old man greeted them with a meek air 

And said, "God bless you, lords, and be your guide." 

"What's this?" the proudest of the three replied. 
"Old beggar, I hope you meet with evil grace! 

Why are you all wrapped up except your face? 

What are you doing alive so many a year?" 

Tlie old man at these words began to peer 
Into this gambler's face. "Because I can. 

Though I should walk to India, find no man,'' 

He said, "in any village or any town. 

Who for my age is willing to lay down 
His youth. So I must keep my old age still 
For as long a time as it may be God's will. 

Nor will Death take my life from me, alas! 

Thus like a restless prisoner I pass 

And on the ground, which is my mother's gate, 

I walk and with my staff both early and late 
I knock and say, 'Dear mother, let me in! 

Sec how I vanish, flesh, and blood, and skin! 

Alas, when shall my bones be laid to rest? 

I would exchange with you my clothing chest. 
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Mother, that in my chamber long has been 
For an old haircloth rag to wrap me in/ 

And yet she still refuses me that grace. 

All white, therefore^ and withered is my face. 

'‘But, sirs, you do yourselves no courtesy 
To speak to an old man so churlishly 
Unless he had wronged you either in word or deed. 
As you yourselves in Holy Writ may read^ 

‘Before an aged man whose head is hoar 
Men ought to rise.’ I counsel you, therefore, 

No harm nor wrong here to an old man do, 

No more than you would have men do to you 
In your old age, if you so long abide. 

And God be with you, whether you walk or ride! 

I must go yonder where I have to go.” 

“No, you old beggar, by St. John, not so,’’ 

Said another of these gamblers. “As for me. 

By God, you won’t get off so easily! 

You spoke just now of that false traitor, . Death, 
Who in this land robs all our friends of breath. 

Tell where he is, since you must be his -spy, 

Or you will suffer for it, so say I 
By God and by the holy sacrament. . 

You are in league with him, false thief, ahd bent 
On killing us young folk, that’s clear to iny mind.” 

“If you are so impatient, sirs, to find 
Death,” he replied, “turn up this crooked way, 

For in that grove I left him, truth to any. 

Beneath a tree, and there he will abides 
No boast of yours will make him run and hide. 

Do you see that oak tree? Just there yoii will find 
This Death, and God, who bought again mankind, 
Save and amend you!” So said this old man; 

And promptly each of these three gamblers ran 
Until he reached the tree, and there they found 
Florins of fine gold, minted bright and round. 
Nearly eight bushels of them, as they thought. 

And after Death no longer then they sought. 

Each of them was so ravished at the sight. 

So fair the florins glittered and so bright, 

That down they sat beside the precious hoard. 

The worst of them, he uttered the first word. 

“Brothers,” he told them, “listen to what I say. 
My head is sharp, for all I joke and play. . 

J61-262. ^Before . . . rise*: Leviticus 19:32. 
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Fortune has given us this pile of treasure 
To set us up in lives of ease and pleasure. 

Lightly it comes, lightly we’ll make it go. 

God’s precious dignity! Who was to know 
We’d ever tumble on such luck today? 

If we could only carry this gold away, 

Home to my house, or either one of yours — ► 

For well you know that all this gold is ours— 

We’d touch the summit of felicity. 

But still, by daylight that can lianily be. 

People would call us thieves, too bold for stealth. 

And they would have us hanged for our own wealth. 
It must be done by night, that’s our best plan. 

As prudently and slyly as we can. 

Hence my proposal is that we should all 
Draw lots, and let’s see where the lot will fall. 

And the one of us who draws the shortest stick 
Shall run back to the town, and make it quick. 

And bring us bread and wine here on the sly, 

And two of us will keep a watchful eye 
Over this gold; and if he doesn’t stay 
Too long in town, we’ll carry this gold away 
By night, wherever we all agree it’s best.” 

One of them held the cut out in his fist 
And had them draw to see where it would fall. 

And the cut fell on the youngest of them all. 

At once he set off on his way to town. 

And the very moment after he was gone 
The one who urged this plan said to the other: 

‘Tou know that by sworn oath you are my brother. 

I’ll tell you something you can profit by. 

Our friend has gone, that’s clear to any eye. 

And here is gold, abundant as can be. 

That we propose to share alike, we three. 

But if I worked it out, as I could do. 

So that it could be shared between us two. 

Wouldn’t that be a favor, a friendly one?” 

The other answered, “How that can be done, 

I don’t quite see. He knows we have the gold. 

What shall we do, or what shall he be told?” 

”Will you keep the secret tucked inside your head? 
And in a few words,” the first scoundrel said, ^ 

“I’ll tell you how to bring this end about.” 

“Granted,” the other told him. “Never doubt, 

I won’t betray you, that you c^n believe.” 
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•TMow,” said the first, are two, as you pereceive, 
And two of us must have more strength than one. 

When he sits down, get up as if in fun 
And wrestle with him. While you play this game 
ril run him through the ribs. You do the same 
With your dagger there, and then this gold shall be 
Divided, dear friend, between you and me. 

Then all that we desire we can fulfill. 

And both of us can roll the dice at will/^ 

Thus in agreement these two scoundrels fell 
To slay the third, as you have heard me tell. 

The youngest, who had started off to town, 

Within his heart kept rolling up and down 
The beauty of those florins, new and bright. 

"O Lord,"' he thought, "‘were there some way I might 
Have all this treasure to myself alone. 

There isn't a man who dwells beneath God's throne 
Could live a life as merry as mine should be!" 

And so at last the fiend, our enemy. 

Put in his head that he could gain his ends 
If he bought poison to kill off his friends. 

Finding his life in such a sinful state. 

The devil was allowed to seal his fate. 

For it was altogether his intent 

To kill his friends, and never to repent.. 

So off he set, no longer would he tarry, i 
Into the town, to an apothecary. 

And begged for poison; he wanted it because 
He meant to kill his rats; besides, there was 
A polecat living in his hedge, he said. 

Who killed his capons; and when he went to bed 
He wanted to take vengeance, if he might, 

On vermin that devoured him by night. 

The apothecary answered, “You shall have 
A drug that as I hope the Lord will save 
My soul, no living thing in all creation. 

Eating or drinking of this preparation 
A dose no bigger than a grain of wheat. 

But promptly with his death-stroke he shall meet. 

Die, that he will, and in a briefer while 
Than you can walk the distance of a mile. 

This poison is so strong and virulent." 

Taking the poison, off the scoundrel went. 

Holding it in a box, and next he ran 

To the neighboring street, anu borrowed from a man 
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Three generous flagons. He emptied out his drug 

In two of them, and kept the other jug 

For his own drink; he let no poison lurk 

In that! And so all night he meant to work 390 

Carrying off the gold. Such was his plan, 

And when he had filled them, this, accursed man 
Retraced his path, still following his design, 

Back to his friends with his three jugs of wine. 

But why dilate upon it any more? 395 

For just as they had planned his death before. 

Just so they killed him, and with no delay. 

When it was finished, one spoke up to say: 

'*Now let’s sit down and drink, and we can bury 

His body later on. First we’ll be merry,” 400 

And as he said the words, he took the jug 

Tliat, as it happened, held the poisonous drug, 

And drank, and gave his friend a drink as well. 

And promptly they both died. But truth to tell, 

In all that Avicenna ever wrote 40s 

He never described in chapter, rule, or note 
More marvelous signs of poisoning, I suppose. 

Than appeared in these two wretches at the close. 

Thus they both perished for their homicide, 

And thus the traitorous poisoner also died. 410 

O sin accursed above all cursedness, 

O treacherous murder, O foul wickedness, 

0 gambling, lustfulness, and gluttony, 

Traducer of Christ’s name by blasphemy 

And monstrous oaths, through habit and through pride! 415 
Alas, mankind! Ah, how may it betide 
That you to your Creator, he that wrought you 
And even with his precious heart’s blood bought you. 

So falsely and ungratefully can live? 

And now, good men, your sins may God forgive 420 

And keep you specially from avarice! 

My holy pardon will avail in this, 

For it can heal each one of you that brings 
His pennies, silver brooches, spoons, or rings. 

Come, bow your head under this holy bull! 425 

You wives, come offer up your cloth or wool! 

1 write your names here in my roll, just so* 

Into the bliss of heaven you shall go! 

I will absolve you here by my high power. 

You that will offer, as clean ^ in the hour 

405. Avkema: an Arabic physician. 
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When you were born. — Sirs, thus I preach. And now 
Christ Jesus, our souls' healer, show you how 
Within his pardon evermore to rest, 

For that, I will not lie to you, is best. 

But in my tale, sirs, I forgot one thing. 

The relics and the pardons that I bring 
Here in my pouch, no man in the whole land 
Has finer, given me by the pope's own hand. 

If any of you devoutly wants to offer 
And have my absolution, come and proffer 
Whatever you have to give. Kneel down right here. 
Humbly, and take my pardon, full and clear, 

Or have a new, fresh pardon if you like 
At the end of every mile of road we strike, 

As long as you keep offering ever newly 
Good coins, not counterfeit, but minted truly. 

Indeed it is an honor I confer 
On each of you, an authentic pardoner 
Going along to absolve you as you ride* 

For in the country mishaps may betide— 

One or another of you in due course . 

May break his neck by falling from his: horse. 

Think what security it gives you all I 
That in this company I chanced to f^lf 
Who can absolve you each, both lowland high, 

When the soul, alas, shall from the body fly! 

By my advice, our Host here shall begin^ 

For he's the man enveloped most by,sui. 

Come, offer first, Sir Host, and once that's done. 

Then you shall kiss the relics, every one. 

Yes, for a penny! Come, undo your purse! 

'‘No, no," said he. “Then I should have Christ's curse! 
I'll do nothing of the sort, for love or riches! 

You'd make me kiss a piece of your old britches 
And for a saintly relic make it pass 
Although it had the tincture of your ass. 

By the cross St. Helen found in tiie Holy Land, 

I wish I had your balls here in my hand 
For relics! Cut 'em off, and FlI be bound 
If I don't help you carry tiiem around. 

I'll have the things enshrined in a hog's turd!" 

The Pardoner did not answer; not a word, 

He was so angry, could he find to say. 
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‘*Now/' said our Host, **1 will not try to play 
With you, nor any other angry man.” 47s 

Immediately the worthy Knight began. 

When he saw that all the people laughed, “No more, 

This has gone far enough. Now as before. 

Sir Pardoner, be gay, look cheerfully. 

And you, Sir Host, who are so dear to me, 480 

Come, kiss the Pardoner, I beg of you. 

And Pardoner, draw near, and let us do 
As wcVe been doing, let us laugh and play.” 

And so they kissed, and rode along their way. 

[The Knight* s Interruption of the Monk*s Tuie]* 

“Stop!” cried the Knight. “No more of this, good sir! 

You have said plenty, and much more, for sure, 

For only a little such lugubriousness 
Is plenty for a lot of folk, I guess. 

I say for me it is a great displeasure, s 

When men have wealth and comfort in good measure. 

To hear how they have tumbled down the slope. 

And the opposite is a solace and a hope. 

As when a man begins in low estate 

And climbs the ladder and grows fortunate, 10 

And stands there firm in his prosperity. 

That is a welcome thing, it seems to me. 

And of such things it would be good to tell.” 

“Well said,” our Host declared. “By St. PauVs bell. 

You speak the truth; this Monk's tongue is too loud. is 

He told how fortune covered with a cloud — 

I don't know whaball; and of tragedy 
You heard just now, and it's no remedy, 

When things are over and done with, to complain. 

Besides, as you have said, it is a pain 20 

To hear of misery; it is distressing. 

Sir Monk, no more, as you would have God's blessing. 

This company is all one weary sigh. 

Such talking isn't worth a butterfly, 

For where's the amusement in it, or the game? as 

And so. Sir Monk, or Don Pierce by your name, 

I beg you heartily, tell us something else. 

Truly, but for the jingling of your bells 
That from your bridle hang on every side, 

By Heaven's King, who was born for us and died, 

•From Tke FcrtMe Chaucer (Viking Press). Copyright 1949 by Theodore 
Morrison. 
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I should long since have tumbled down in sleep, 
Although the mud had never been so deep. 

And then you would have told your tale in vain; 

For certainly, as these learned men explain, 

When his audience have turned their backs away, 

It doesn't matter what a man may say. 

1 know well I shall have the essence of it 
If anything is told here for our profit. 

A tale of hunting, sir, pray share with us." 

''No," said the Monk, "Fll not be frivolous. 

Let another tell a tale, as I have told." 

Then spoke our Host, with a rude voice and bold, 
And said to the Nun's Priest, "Come over here, 

You priest, come hither, you Sir John, draw near! 

Tell us a thing to make our spirits glad. 

Be cheerful, though the jade you ride is bad. 

What if your horse is miserable and lean? 

If he will carry you, don't care a bean! 

Keep up a joyful heart, and look alive." 

"Yes, Host," he answered, "as I hope to thrive, 

If I weren't merry, I know I'd be reproached." 

And with no more ado his tale he broached, 

And this is what he told us, every onc^ 

This precious priest, this goodly man. Sir John. 

The Nun*s Priests Tde* 

Once a poor widow, aging year by year, 

Lived in a tiny cottage that stood near 
A clump of shade trees rising in a dale. 

'Fhis widow, of whom I tell you in my tale, 

Since the last day that she had been a wife 
Had led a very patient, simple life. 

She had but few possessions to content her. 

By thrift and husbandry of what God sent her 
She and two daughters found the means to dine. 

She had no more than three well-fattened swine. 

As many cows, and one sheep, Moll by name. 

Her bower and hall were black from the hearth-flame 
Where she had eaten many a slender meal. 

No dainty morsel did her palate feel 

And no sharp sauce was needed with her pottage. 

Her table was in keeping with her cottage. 

Excess had never given her disquiet. 

♦From The Portable Chaucer (Viking Press). Copyright 1949 by 
Morrison. 
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Her only doctor was a moderate diet, 

And exercise, and a heart that was contented. 

If she did not dance, at least no gout prevented; » 

No apoplexy had destroyed her head. 

She never drank wine, whether white or red. 

She served brown bread and milk, loaves white or black. 

Singed bacon, all this with no sense of lack. 

And now and then an egg or two. In short, as 

She was a dairy woman of a sort. 

She had a yard, on the inside fenced about 
With hedges, and an empty ditch without. 

In which she kept a cock, called Chanticleer. 

In all the realm of crowing he had no peer. 30 

His voice was merrier than the merry sound 
Of the church organ grumbling out its ground 
Upon a saint's day. Stouter was this cock 
In crowing than the loudest abbey clock. 

Of astronomy instinctively aware, 35 

He kept the sun's hours with celestial care, 

For when through each fifteen degrees it moved. 

He crowed so that it couldn't be improved. 

His comb, like a crenelated castle wall. 

Red as fine coral, stood up proud and tall. 40 

His bill was black; like polished jet it glowed. 

And he was azure-lcggcd and azure-toed. 

As lilies were his nails, they were so white; 

Like burnished gold his hue, it shone so bright. 

This cock had in his princely sway and measure 45 

Seven hens to satisfy his every pleasure. 

Who were his sisters and his sweethearts true. 

Each wonderfully like him in her hue. 

Of whom the fairest-feathered throat to see 

Was fair Dame Partlet. Courteous was she, 50 

Discreet, and always acted debonairly. 

She was sociable, and bore herself so fairly. 

Since the very time that she was seven nights old. 

The heart of Chanticleer was in her hold 

As if she had him locked up, every limb. ss 

He loved her so that all was well with him. 

It was a joy, when up the sun would spring, 

To hear them both together sweetly sing, 

‘'My love has gone to the country, far away!" 

For as I understand it, in that day 60 

The animals and birds could sing and speak. 

Now as this cock, one morning at daybreak, 
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With each of the seven hens that he called spouse. 

Sat on his perch inside the widow's house. 

And next him fair Dame Partlet, in his throat 
This Chanticleer produced a hideous note 
And groaned like a man who is having a bad dream; 
And Partlet, when she heard her husband scream. 

Was all aghast, and said, *'Soul of my passion, 

What ails you that you groan in such a fashion? 

You are always a sound sleeper. Fie, for shame!'' 

And Chanticleer awoke and answered, ‘'Dame, 

Take no offense, I beg you, on this score. 

I dreamt, by God, I was in a plight so sore 
Just now, my heart still quivers from the fright. 

Now God see that my dream turns out all right 
And keep my flesh and body from foul seizure! 

I dreamed I was strutting in our yard at leisure 
When there I saw, among the weeds and vines, 

A beast, he was like a hound, and had designs 
Upon my person, and would have killed me deaa. 

His coat was not quite yellow, not quite red. 

And both his ears and tail were tipped with black 
Unlike the fur along his sides and back* ! 

He had a small snout and a fiery eye. 

His look for fear still makes me almost diei 
This is what made me groan, I have no ^ubt.'^ 

“For shame! Fie on you, faint heart!'* sjbe burst out, 
“Alas,** she said, “by the great God above^ 

Now you have lost my heart and all my Jove! 

I cannot love a coward, as I'm blest! v 
Whatever any woman may protest. 

We all want, could it be so, for our part, 

Husbands who are wise and stout of heart, 

No blabber, and no niggard, and no fool, 

Nor afraid of every weapon or sharp tool. 

No braggart either, by the God above! 

How dare you say, for shame, to your true love 
That there is anything you ever feared? 

Have you no man's heart, when you have a beard? 

Alas, and can a nightmare set you screaming? 

God knows there's only vanity in dreaming! 

Dreams are produced by such unseemly capers 
As overeating; they come from stomach vapors 
When a man's humors aren't behaving right 
From some excess. This dream you had tonight. 

It comes straight from the superfluity 
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Of your red choler, certain as can be. 

That causes people tenor in their dreams 

Of darts and arrows, and fire in red streams, no 

And of red beasts, for fear that they will bite, 

Of little dogs, or of being in a fight; 

As in the humor of melancholy lies 
The reason why so many a sleeper cries 

For fear of a black bull or a black bear us 

Or that black devils have him by the hair. 

Through other humors also I could go 
That visit many a sleeping man with woe, 

But I will finish as quickly as I can. 

“Cato, that has been thought so wise a man, 120 

Didn't he tell us. Tut no stock in dreams'? 

Now, sir,** she said, “when we fly down from our beams. 

For God's sake, go and take a laxative! 

On my salvation, as I hope to live, 

I give you good advice, and no mere folly: 12s 

Purge both your choler and your melancholy! 

You mustn't wait or let yourself bog down, 

And since there is no druggist in this town 
I shall myself prescribe for what disturbs 
Your humors, and instruct you in the herbs 130 

That will be good for you. For I shall find 
Here in our yard herbs of the proper kind 
For purging you both under and above. 

Don't let this slip your mind, for God's own love! 

Yours is a very choleric complexion. 

When the sun is in the ascendant, my direction 
Is to beware those humors that are hot. 

Avoid excess of them; if you should not, 

I'll bet a penny, as a true believer. 

You'll die of ague, or a tertian fever. 

A day or so, if you do as I am urging. 

You shall have worm-digestives, before purging 
With fumitory or with hellebore 
Or other herbs that grow here by the score; 

With caper-spurge, or with the goat-tree berry 
Or the ground-ivy, found in our yard so merry. 

Peck 'em up just as they grow, and eat 'em in! 

Be cheerful, husband, by your father's kin! 

Don't worry about a dream. I say no more." 

“Madame," he answered, “thanks for all your lore. 

108. choler: one of the four humors, 140. tertian: recurring every third 
or fluids, composing the body, according day. 
to ancient medical theory. 
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But still, to speak of Cato, though his name 
For wisdom has enjoyed so great a fame, 

And though he counseled us there was no need 
To be afraid of dreams, by God, men read 
Of many a man of more authority 
Than this Don Cato could pretend to be 
Who in old books declare the opposite. 

And by experience they have settled it, 

That dreams are omens and prefigurations 
Both of good fortune and of tribulations 
That life and its vicissitudes present. 

This question leaves no room for argument. 

The very upshot makes it plain, indeed. 

*'One of the greatest authors that men read 
Informs us that two fellow travelers went, 

Once on a time, and with the best intent, 

Upon a pilgrimage, and it fell out 

They reached a town where there was such a rout 

Of people, and so little lodging space, 

They could not find even the smallest place 
Where they could both put up. So, for that night, 
These pilgrims had to do as best they might. 

And since they must, they parted compaity. 

Each of them went off to his hostelry 
And took his lodging as his luck might fall. 

Among plow oxen in a farmyard stall 

One of them found a place, though it was rougli. 

His friend and fellow was lodged well enough 
As his luck would have it, or his destiny 
'Fhat governs all us creatures equally. 

And so it happened, long before the day, 

He had a dream as in his bed he lay. 

He dreamed that his parted friend began to call 

And said, 'Alas, for in an ox's stall 

This night I shall be murdered where I lie. 

Come to my aid, dear brother, or I die. 

Come to me quickly, come in haste!' he said. 

He started from his sleep, this man, for dread. 

But when he had wakened, he rolled back once more 
And on this dream of his he set no store. 

As a vain thing he dismissed it, unconcerned. 

Twice as he slept that night the dream returned, 

And still another and third time his friend 

151 U. to speak of Cato . . . : In nounced in favor of the 
refuting Cato, Chanticleer gives a long dreams, 
account of authorities who have pro- 
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Came in a dream and said, have met my end! 

Look on my wounds! They are bloody, deep, and wide. 195 

Now rise up early in the momingtide 
And at the west gate of the town,' said he, 

*A wagon with a load of dung you’ll see. 

Have it arrested boldly. Do as bidden, 

For underneath you’ll find my body hidden. »o 

My money caused my murder, truth to tell,’ 

And told him each detail of how he fell, 

With piteous face, and with a bloodless hue. 

And do not doubt it, he found the dream was true, 

For on the morrow, as soon as it was day, ^05 

To the place where his friend had lodged he made his way. 

And no sooner did he reach this ox’s stall 
Than for his fellow he began to call. 

‘'Promptly the stableman replied, and said, 

‘Your friend is gone, sir. He got out of bed aio 

And left the town as soon as day began.’ 

“At last suspicion overtook this man. 

Remembering his dreams, he would not wait. 

But quickly went and found at the west gate. 

Being driven to manure a farmer's land ais 

As it might seem, a dung cart close at hand 
That answered the description every way, 

As you yourself have heard the dead man say. 

And he began to shout courageously 

For law and vengeance on this felony. sao 

'My friend was killed this very night! He lies 
Flat in this load of dung, with staring eyes. 

I call on those who should keep rule and head. 

The magistrates and governors here,’ he said. 

‘Alas! Here lies my fellow, done to death!' <25 

“Why on this tale should I waste further breath? 

Tlic people sprang and flung the cart to ground 
And in the middle of the dung they found 
The dead man, while his murder was still new. 

“O blessed God, thou art so just and true, #30 

Murder, though secret, ever thou wilt betray! 

Murder will out, we see it day by day. 

Murder so loathsome and abominable 
To God is, who is just and reasonable, 

That he will never suffer it to be 195 

Concealed, though it hide a year, or two, or three. 

Murder will out; to this point it comes down, 

“Promptly the magistrates who ruled that town 
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Have seized the driver, and put him to such pain. 

And the stableman as well, that under strain 

Of torture they were both led to confess 

And hanged by the neck-bone for their wickedness. 

'Here's proof enough that dreams are things to dread! 
And in the same book I have also read. 

In the very chapter that comes right after this — 

I don't speak idly, by my hope of bliss — 

Two travelers who for some reason planned 
To cross the ocean to a distant land 
Found that the wind, by an opposing fate, 

Blew contrary, and forced them both to wait 
In a fair city by a harborsidc. 

But one day the wind changed, toward eventide. 

And blew just as it suited them instead. 

Cheerfully these travelers went to bed 

And planned to sail the first thing in the morning. 

But to one of them befell a strange forewarning 
And a great marvel. While asleep he lay. 

He dreamed a curious dream along toward day. 

He dreamed that a man appeared at his bedside 
And told him not to sail, but wait and bidcv 
Tomorrow,' he told the man, 'if you set'Siil, 

You shall be drowned. I have told you mymholc tale/ 
He woke, and of this warning he had meti ! 

He told his friend, and begged him to forget 
His voyage, and to wait that day and bidfe. ; 

His friend, who was lying close at his bedside, 

Began to laugh, and told him in derisionj 
‘I am not so flabbergasted by a vision 
As to put off my business for such cause. 

I do not think your dream is worth two straws! 

For dreams are but a vain absurdity. 

Of apes and owls and many a mystery 
People arc always dreaming, in a maze 
Of things that never were seen in all their days 
And never shall be. But I see it's clear 
You mean to waste your time by waiting here. 

I'm sorry for that, God knows; and so good day/ 

With this he took his leave and went his way. 

But not the half his course had this man sailed— 

I don't know why, nor what it was that failed— 

When by an accident the hull was rent 
And ship and man under the , water went 
In full view of the vessels alongside 
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That had put out with them on the same tide. 

Now then, fair Partlet, whom I love so well. 

From old examples such as these I tell 

You may see that none should give too little heed 

To dreams; for I say seriously, indeed, 

That many a dream is too well worth our dread. 

'Tes, in St. Kenelm's life I have also read — 

He was the son of Cynewulf, the king 
Of Mercia — how this Kenclm dreamed a thing. 

One day, as the time when he was killed drew near. 
He saw his murder in a dream appear. 

His nurse explained his dream in each detail, 

And warned him to be wary without fail 
Of treason; yet he was but seven years old, 

And therefore any dream he could but hold 
Of little weight, in heart he was so pure, 
rd give my shirt, by God, you may be sure, 

If you had read his story through like me! 

“Moreover, Partlet, I tell you truthfully, 
Macrobius writes — and by his book we know 
The African vision of great Scipio — 

Confirming dreams, and holds that they may be 
Forewarnings of events that men ^hall see. 

Again, I beg, look well at what is meant 
By the Book of Daniel in the Old Testament, 
Whether he held that dreams are vanity! 

Read also about Joseph. You shall see 

That dreams, or some of them — I don't say all — 

Warn us of things that afterward befall. 

Think of the king of Egypt, Don Pharaoh; 

Of his butler and his baker think also, 

Whether they found that dreams have no result. 
Whoever will search through kingdoms and consult 
Their histories reads many a wondrous thing 
Of dreams. What about Croesus, Lydian king — 
Didn’t he dream he was sitting on a tree. 

Which meant he would be hanged? Andromache, 
The woman who was once great Hector’s wife, 

On the day that Hector was to lose his life. 

The very night before his blood was spilled 
She dreamed of how her husband would be killed 
If he went out to battle on that day. 

She warned him; but he would not heed nor stay. 

In spite of her he rode out on the plain. 

And by Achilles he was promptly slain. 
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But all that story is too long to tell. 

And it is nearly day. I must not dwell 
Upon this matter. Briefly, in conclusion, 

I say this dream will bring me to confusion 
And mischief of some sort. And furthermore. 

On laxatives, I say, I set no store, 

For they are poisonous, Fm sure of it. 

I do not trust them! I like them not one bit! 

‘'Now let's talk cheerfully, and forget all this. 

My pretty Partlet, by my liope of bliss. 

In one thing God has sent me ample grace. 

For when I see the beauty of your face. 

You are so scarlet-red about the eye, 

It is enough to make my terrors die. 

For just as true as In principio 
Mulier est hominis confusio — 

And Madame, what this Latin means is this: 
Woman is man's whole comfort and true bliss' — 
When I feel you soft at night, and 1 beside you. 
Although it's true, alas, I cannot ride you 
Because our perch is built so narrowly, 

I am then so full of pure felicity 
That I defy whatever sort of dreami" 

And day being come, he flew down from the beam. 
And with him his hens fluttered, one and all; 

And with a “cluck, cluck" he began to call 
His wives to where a kernel had been tossed. 

He was a prince, his fears entirely lost. 

The morning had not passed the hour of prime 
When he treaded Partlet for the twentieth time. 

Grim as a lion he strolled to and fro. 

And strutted only on his either toe. 

He would not deign to set foot on the ground. 

“Cluck, cluck," he said, whenever he had found 
A kernel, and his wives came running all. 

Thus royal as a monarch in his hall 
I leave to his delights this Chanticleer, 

And presently the sequel you shall hear. 

After the month in which the world began. 

The month of March, when God created man, 

Had passed, and when the season had run through 
Since March began just thirty days and two, 

It happened that Chanticleer, in all his pride. 
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While his seven hens were walking by his side, 

Lifted his eyes, beholding the bright sun, 

Which in the sign of Taurus had then run 

Twenty and one degrees and somewhat more, 37s 

And knew by instinct, not by learned lore, 

It was the hour of prime. He raised his head 
And crowed with lordly voice. 'The sun/' he said, 

"Forty and one degrees and more in height 

Has climbed the sky, Partlet, my world's delight, 380 

Hear all these birds, how happily they sing, 

And see the pretty flowers, how they spring. 

With solace and with joy my spirits dance!" 

But suddenly he met a sore mischance, 

For in the end joys ever turn to woes. 385 

Quickly the joys of earth are gone, God knows. 

And could a rhetorician's art indite it, 

He would be on solid ground if he should write it, 

In a chronicle, as true notoriously! 

Now every wise man, listen well to me. 390 

This story is as true, I undertake. 

As the very book of Lancelot of the Lake 
On which the women set so great a store. 

Now to my matter I will turn once more. 

A sly iniquitous fox, with black-tipped ears, 30s 

Who had lived in the neighboring wood for some three years. 
His fated fancy swollen to a height, 

Had broken through the hedges that same night 
Into the yard where in his pride sublime 

Chanticleer with his seven wives passed the time. 400 

Quietly in a bed of herbs he lay 

Till it was past the middle of the day, 

Waiting his hour on Chanticleer to fall 
As gladly do these murderers, one and all, 

Who lie in wait, concealed, to murder men. 405 

O murderer, lurking traitorous in your den! 

O new Iscariot, second Ganclon, 

False hypocrite, Greek Sinon, who brought on 
The utter woe of Troy and all her sorrow! 

O Chanticleer, accursed be that morrow 410 

When to the yard you flew down from the beams! 

Tliat day, as you were well warned in your dreams, 

Would threaten you with dire catastrophe. 

But that which Ciod foresees must come to be. 


377. prime: nine. of Roland. 

407. Ganelon: traitor in the Song 408. Sinon: traitor at Tr<ur« 
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As there are certain scholars who aver. 

Bear witness, any true philosopher, 

That in the schools there has been great altercation 
Upon this question, and much disputation 
By a hundred thousand scholars, man for man. 

I cannot sift it down to the pure bran 
As can the sacred Doctor, Augustine, 

Or Boethius, or Bishop Bradwardine, 

Whether God's high foreknowledge so enchains me 
I needs must do a thing as it constrains me — 

'‘Needs must” — that is, by plain necessity; 

Or whether a free choice is granted me 
To do it or not do it, either one. 

Though God must know all things before they are done; 
Or whether his foresight nowise can constrain 
Except contingently, as some explain; 

I will not labor such a high concern. 

My talc is of a cock, as you shall learn. 

Who took his wife's advice, to his own sorrow, 

And walked out in the yard that fatal morrow. 

Women have many times, as wise men hold, 

Offered advice that left men in the cold. 

A woman's counsel brought us first to Ivoe 
And out of Paradise made Adam go 
Where he lived a merry life and one of ease. 

But since I don't know whom I may dii^lease 
By giving women^s words an ill report, 

Pass over it; I only spoke in sport. 

There are books about it you can read or skim in. 

And you'll discover what they say of women. 

I'm telling you the cock's words, and not mine. 

Harm in no woman at all can I divine. 

Merrily bathing where the sand was dry 
Lay Partlct, with her sisters all near by. 

And Chanticleer, as regal as could be, 

Sang merrily as the mermaid in the sea; 

For the Physiologus itself declares 

That they know how to sing the merriest airs. 

And so it happened that as he fixed his eye 
Among the herbs upon a butterfly. 

He caught sight of this fox who crouched there low. 


421-422. Augustine: St. Augustine early sixth century. Bradwardine: arch- 
(3S4-430), the great Church Father. bishop of Canterbury in Chaucer’s boy- 
Bo'ethius: author of the Consolation of hood. 

Philosophy (De consolatione philoso- 451. Physiologus: a collection of na- 
phiae), one of the most popular works ture lore, 
of the Middle Ages; written in the 
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He felt no impulse then to strut or crow. 

But cried ‘^cucock!'' and gave a fearful start 

Like a man who has been frightened to the heart 

For instinctively, if he should chance to see 

His opposite, a beast desires to flee, 460 

Even the first time that it meets his eye. 

This Chanticleer, no sooner did he spy 
The fox than promptly enough he would have fled. 

But “Wlicre arc you going, kind sir?"' the fox said. 

“Are you afraid of me, who am your friend? 465 

Truly, rd be a devil from end to end 
If I meant you any harm or villainy. 

I have not come to invade your privacy. 

In truth, the only reason that could bring 

This visit of mine was just to hear you sing. 470 

Beyond a doubt, you have as fine a voice 
As any angel who makes heaven rejoice. 

Also you have more feeling in your note 
Than Boethius, or any tuneful throat. 

Milord your father once — and may God bless 475 

His soul — your noble mother too, no less. 

Have been inside my house, to my great case. 

And verily sir, I should be glad to please 
You also. But for singing, I declare. 

As I enjoy my eyes, that precious pair, 4go 

Save you, I never heard a man so sing 
As your father did when night was on the wing. 

Straight from the heart, in truth, came all his song, 

And to make his voice more resonant and strong 

He would strain until he shut his cither eye, 485 

So loud and lordly would he make his cry, 

And stand up on his tiptoes therewithal 
And stretch his neck till it grew long and small. 

He had such excellent discretion, too. 

That whether his singing, all the region through, 490 

Or his wisdom, there was no one to surpass. 

I read in that old book, Don Bumel the Ass, 

Among his verses once about a cock 

Hit on the leg by a priest who threw a rock 

When he was young and foolish; and for this 49s 

He caused the priest to lose his benefice. 

474. Boethius: He was also author of Nigel Wireker. 
a treatise on music. 496. He . . . benefice: by failing to 

492. Don Burnel the Ass: a twelfth- wake him with his crowing, 
century Latin work by the Englishman 
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But no comparison, in all truth, lies 
Between your father, so prudent and so wise. 

And this other cock, for all his subtlety. 

Sing, sir! Show me, for holy charity, soo 

Can you imitate your father, that wise man?^ 

Blind to all treachery, Chanticleer began 
To beat his wings, like one who cannot see 
Tlie traitor, ravished by his flattery. 

Alas, you lords, about your court there slips 505 

Many a flatterer with deceiving lips 
Who can please you more abundantly, I fear, 

Tlian he who speaks the plain truth to your ear. 

Read in Ecclesiastes, you will see 

What flatterers are. Lords, heed their treachery! 5i« 

This Chanticleer stood tiptoe at full height. 

He stretched his neck, he shut his eyelids tight. 

And he began to crow a lordly note. 

Tlie fox, Don Russell, seized him by the throat 

At once, and on his back bore Chanticleer 5ij 

Off toward his den that in the grove stood near. 

For no one yet had threatened to pursue. 

O destiny, that no man may eschew! 

Alas, that he left his safe perch on the beams! 

Alas, that Partlet took no stock in dreams! 520 

And on a Friday happened this mischance! 

Venus, whose pleasures make the whole world dance, 

Since Chanticleer was ever your true servant, 

And of your rites with all his power observant 

For pleasure rather than to multiply, ^ 

Would you on Friday suffer him to die? 

Geoffrey, dear master of the poet’s art. 

Who when your Richard perished by a dart 
Made for your king an elegy so burning, 

Why have I not your eloquence and learning 530 

To chide, as you did, with a heart so filled, 

Fridays? For on a Friday he was killed. 

I’hen should I show you how I could complain 
For Chanticleer in all his fright and pain! 

In truth, no lamentation ever rose, 53s 

No shriek of ladies when before its foes 
Ilium fell, and Pyrrhus with drawn blade 

509. Ecclesiastes: This should appar- 527. Geoffrey: Geoffrey de Vinsauf, 
ently be Ecclesiasticus (a book of the author of a treatise on poetry, with 
Old Testament Apocrypha) 12:10ff; specimens, among them an elegy on 
27:26, Richard I. 
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Had seized King Priam by the beard and made 
An end of him — the Aeneid tells the tale — 

Such as the hens made with their piteous wail 
In their enclosure, seeing the dread sight 
Of Chanticleer. But at the shrillest height 
Shrieked Partlet. She shrieked louder than the wife 
Of Hasdrubal, when her husband lost his life 
And the Romans burned down Carthage; for her state 
Of torment and of frenzy was so great 
She willfully chose the fire for her part, 

Leaped in, and burned herself with steadfast heart. 

Unhappy hens, you shrieked as when for pity, 

Wliile the tyrant Nero put to flames the city 
Of Rome, rang out the shriek of senators’ wives 
Because their husbands had all lost their lives; 

This Nero put to death these innocent men. 

But I will come back to my talc again. 

Now this good widow and her two daughters heard 
These woeful hens shriek when the crime occurred, 

And sprang outdoors as quickly as they could 
And saw the fox, who was making for the wood 
Bearing this Chanticleer across his back. 

"‘Help, help!” they cried. Tlicy cried, ‘‘Alas! Alack! 

The fox, the fox!” and after him they ran, 

And armed with clubs came running many a man. 

Ran Coll the dog, and led a yelping band; 

Ran Malkyn, with a distaff in her hand; 

Ran cow and calf, and even the very hogs. 

By the yelping and the barking of the dogs 
And men’s and women’s shouts so terrified 
They ran till it seemed their hearts would burst inside; 

They squealed like fiends in the pit, with none to still them. 
The ducks quacked as if men were going to kill them. 

Tlie geese for very fear flew over the trees. 

Out of the beehive came the swarm of bees. 

All! Bless my soul, the noise, by all that’s true, 

So hideous was that Jack Straw’s retinue 
Made never a hubbub that was half so shrill 
Over a Fleming they were going to kill 
As the clamor made that day over the fox. 

They brought brass trumpets, and trumpets made of box, 
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S39. Aeneid: Book II, 11. 550 ff. 574. Jack Straw: leader of the Peas- 

544. Hasdrubal: king of Carthage ants’ Revolt of 1381, caused in part by 
(second century b.c.). the competition in labor of immigrat- 

ing Flemings. 
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Of horn, of bone, on which they blew and squeaked. 

And those who were not blowing whooped and shrieked. 580 
It seemed as if the very heavens would fall! 

Now hear me, you good people, one and all! 

Fortune, I say, will suddenly override 
Her enemy in his very hope and pride! 

This cock, as on the fox's back he lay, 585 

Plucked up his courage to speak to him and say. 

“God be my help, sir, but Fd tell them all. 

That is, if I were you, ‘Plague on you fall! 

Go back, proud fools! Now that Fve reached the wood, 

Fll cat the cock at once, for all the good 59t> 

Your noise can do. Here Chanticleer shall stay.' 

“Fine!’' said the fox. “Fll do just what you say.'' 

But the cock, as he was speaking, suddenly 
Out of his jaws lurched expeditiously. 

And flew at once high up into a tree. S9S 

And when the fox saw that the cock was free, 

“Alas," he said, “alas, O Chanticleer! 

Inasmuch as I have given you cause for fear 
By seizing you and bearing you away^ 

I have done you wrong, I am prepared to say. oon 

But, sir, I did it with no ill intent. 

Come down, and I shall tell you whaj I meant. 

So help me God, it's truth I’ll offer ypu!" 

“No, no," said he. “We're both fools, through and through. 
But curse my blood and bones for the chief dunce 605 

If you deceive me oftener than onoe! 

You shall never again by flattery persuade me 
To sing and wink my eyes, by him that made me. 

For he that willfully winks when he should sec, 

God never bless him with prosperity!" 610 

“Ah," said the fox, “with mischief may God greet 
The man ungoverned, rash, and indiscreet 
Who babbles when to hold his tongue were needful!" 

Such is it to be reckless and unheedful 
And trust in flattery. But you who hold 615 

That this is a mere trifle I have told, 

Concerning only a fox, or a cock and hen, 

Think twice, and take the moral, my good meni 
For truly, of whatever is written, all 

Is written for our doctrine, says St. Paul. te 

Then take the fruit, and let the chaff lie stilL 


619-620. whatever ,,, St. Paul: Romans 15:4. 
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Now, gracious God, if it should be your will, 

As my Lord teaches, make us all good men 
And bring us to your holy bliss I Amen. 

SIR THOMAS MALORY 

(i4io?-i47i) 

Le Morte d'Arthur* 

Book I 

CHAPTKR 5 

How Arthur was chosen king, and of wonders and marvels of a 
sword taken out of a stone by the said Arthur 

Then stood the realm in great jeopardy long while, for every lord 
that was mighty of men made him strong, and many weened to 
have been king. Then Merlin went to the Archbishop of Canter- 
bury, and counselled him for to send for all the lords of the realm, 
and all the gentlemen of arms, that they should to London come 
by Christmas, upon pain of cursing; and for this cause, that Jesus, 
that was born on that night, that he would of his great mercy 
show some miracle, as he was come to be king of mankind, for to 
show [by] some miracle who should be rightways king of this 
realm. So the Archbishop, by the advice of Merlin, sent for all the 
lords and gentlemen of arms that they should come by Christmas 
even unto London. And many of them made them clean of their 
life, that their prayer might be the more acceptable unto God. So 
in the greatest church of London, whether it were Paul’s or not 
the French book maketh no mention, all the estates were long or^ 
day in the church for to pray. And when matins and the first mass 
was done, there was seen in the churchyard, against the high altar, 
a great stone four square, like unto a marble stone, and in midst 
thereof was like an anvil of steel a foot on high, and therein stuck 
a fair sword naked by the point, and letters there were written in 
gold about the sword that said thus: — Whoso pullcth out this 
sword of this stone and anvil, is rightwise king born of all England. 
Then the people marvelled, and told it to the Archbishop. I com- 
mand, said the Archbishop, that ye keep you within your church, 
and pray unto God still; that no man touch the sword till the high 
mass be all done. So when all masses were done all the lords went to 
behold the stone and the sword. And when they saw the scripture,^ 
some assayed;® such as would have been king. But none might stir 

* Completed about 1470; printed by 2. inscription. 

Caxton in 1485. 3. tried. 

1. before 
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the sword nor move it. He is not here, said the Archbishop, that 
shall achieve the sword, but doubt not God will make him known. 
But this is my eounsel, said the Archbishop, that we let purvey^ 
ten knights, men of good fame, and they to keep this sword. So it 
was ordained, and then there was made a cry, that every man 
should assay that would, for to win the sword. And upon New 
Year’s Day the barons let make a joust® and a tournament, that all 
knights that would joust or tourney there might play, and all this 
was ordained for to keep the lords and the commons together, for 
the Archbishop trusted that God would make him known that 
should win the sword. So upon New Year’s Day, when the serviee 
was done, the barons rode unto the field, some to joust and some 
to tourney, and so it happened that Sir Ector, that had great 
livelihood about London, rode unto the jousts, and with him rode 
Sir Kay his son, and young Arthur that was his nourished brother;® 
and Sir Kay was made knight at All Hallowmass afore. So as they 
rode to the joustward. Sir Kay had lost his sword, for he had left 
it at his father’s lodging, and so he prayed young Arthur for to 
ride for his sword. I will well, said Arthur, and rode fast after the 
sword, and when he came home, the lady and all were out to see 
the jousting. Tlicn was Arthur wroth, and said to himself, I will 
ride to the ehurchyard, and take the sword with me that sticketh in 
the stone, for my brother Sir Kay shall not be without a sword 
this day. So when he came to the churchyard. Sir Arthur alit and 
tied his horse to the stile, and so he went to the tent, and found no 
knights there, for they were at jousting; and so he handled the 
sword by the handles, and lightly and fiercely pulled it out of the 
stone, and took his horse and rode his way until he came to his 
brother Sir Kay, and delivered him the sword. And as soon as Sir 
Kay saw the sword, he wist" well it was the sword of the stone, and 
so he rode to his father Sir Ector, and said: Sir, lo here is the 
sword of the stone, wherefore I must be king of this land. When 
Sir Ector beheld the sword, he returned again and came to the 
church, and there they alit all three, and went into the church. 
And anon he made Sir Kay to swear upon a book how he came to 
that sword. Sir, said Sir Kay, by my brother Arthur, for he brought 
it to me. How gat ye this sword? said Sir Ector to Arthur. Sir, I 
will tell you. When I came home for my brother’s sword, I found 
nobody at home to deliver me his sword, and so I thought my 
brother Sir Kay should not be swordless, and so I came hither 
eagerly and pulled it out of the stone without any pain. Found ye 
any knights about this sword? said Sir Ector. Nay, said Arthur. 
Now, said Sir Ector to Arthur, I understand ye must be king of 

4. let purvey: provide. 6. foster brother, 

5. let make a joust: caused a joust 7. knew, 
to be held. 



772 • Sir Thomas Malory 

this land. Wherefore I, said Arthur, and for what cause? Sir, said 
Ector, for God will have it so, for there should never man have 
drawn out this sword, but he that shall be rightways king of this 
land. Now let me see whether yc can put the sword there as it was, 
and pull it out again. That is no mastery,® said Arthur, and so he 
put it in the stone, therewithal Sir Ector assayed to pull out the 
sword and failed. 


CHAPTER 6 

How King Arthur pulled out the sword divers times 

Now assay, said Sir Ector unto Sir Kay. And anon he pulled at 
the sword with all his might, but it would not be. Now shall yc 
assay, said Sir Ector to Arthur. I will well, said Arthur, and pulled 
it out easily. And therewithal Sir Ector knelt down to the earth, 
and Sir Kay. Alas, said Arthur, my own dear father and brother, 
why kneel ye to me? Nay, nay, my lord Arthur, it is not so, I was 
never your father nor of your blood, but I wot well ye arc of an 
higher blood than I weened® yc were. And then Sir Ector told him 
all, how he was bitaken^® him for to nourish him, and by whose 
commandment, and by Merlin's deliverance. Then Arthur made 
great doole^^ when he understood that Sir Ector was not his father. 
Sir, said Ector unto Arthur, will ye be my good and gracious lord 
when ye arc king? Else were I to blame, said Arthur, for ye arc 
the man in the world that I am most beholden to, and my good 
lady and mother your wife, that as well as her own hath fostered 
me and kept. And if ever it be God's will that I be king as yc say, 
ye shall desire of me what I may do, and I shall not fail you, God 
forbid I should fail you. Sir, said Sir Ector, I will ask no more of 
you, but that yc will make my son, your foster brother, Sir Kay, 
seneschab^ of all your lands. That shall be done, said Arthur, and 
more, by the faith of my body, that never man shall have that 
office but he, while he and I live. Therewithal they went unto the 
Archbishop, and told him how the sword was achieved, and by 
whom; and on Twelfth-day all the barons came thither, and to 
assay to take the sword, who that would assay. But there afore them 
all, there might none take it out but Arthur; wherefore there were 
many lords wroth, and said it was great shame unto them all and 
the realm, to be over-governed with a boy of no high blood born, 
and so they fell out at that time that it was put off till Candlemas,^® 
and then all the barons should meet there again; but always the ten 
knights were ordained to watch the sword day and night, and so 

8. trick. Ush “dole”). 

9. thought. 12. a high official often charged with 

10. how Arthur was entrusted to Sir administration of the country in the 

Ector. king's name. 

11. sorrow (compare Modern Eng- 13. February 2, 
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they set a pavilion over the stone and the sword, and five always 
watched. So at Candlemas many more great lords came thither for 
to have won the sword, but there might none prevail. And right as 
Arthur did at Christmas, he did at Candlemas, and pulled out the 
sword easily, whereof the barons were sore aggrieved and put it off 
in delay till the high feast of Easter. And as Arthur sped^^ before, 
so did he at Easter, yet there were some of the great lords had in- 
dignation that Arthur should be king, and put it off in a delay till 
the feast of Pentecost.^® Then the Archbishop of Canterbury by 
Merlin’s providence let purvey then of the best knights that they 
might get, and such knights as Uther Pendragon loved best and 
most trusted in his days. And such knights were put about Arthur 
as Sir Baudwin of Britain, Sir Kay, Sir Ulfius, Sir Brastias. All these 
with many other, were always about Arthur, day and night, till the 
feast of Pentecost. 


CHAPTER 7 

How King Arthur was crowned, and how he made office 

And at the feast of Pentecost all manner of men assayed to pull 
at the sword that would assay, but none might prevail but Arthur, 
and pulled it out afore all the lords and commons that were there, 
wherefore all the commons cried at ohee, Wc will have Arthur 
unto our king, wc will put him no more in delay, for we all see that 
it is God's will that he shall be our king, and who that holdeth 
against it, wc will slay him. And therewith they all kneeled at once, 
both rich and poor, and cried Arthur mercy because they had de- 
layed him so long, and Arthur forgave them, and took the sword 
between both his hands, and offered it upon the altar where the 
Archbishop was, and so was he made knight of^® the best man that 
was there. And so anon was the coronation made. And there was he 
sworn unto his lords and the commons for to be a true king, to 
stand with true justice from thenceforth the days of this life. Also 
then he made all lords that held of the crown^^ to come in, and to 
do service as they ought to do. And many complaints were made 
unto Sir Arthur of great wrongs that were done since the death of 
King Uther, of many lands that were bereaved lords, knights, ladies 
and gentlemen. Wherefore King Arthur made the lands to be 
given again unto them that owned them. When this was done, 
that the king had stablished all the countries about London, then 
he let make Sir Kay seneschal of England; and Sir Baudwin of 
Britain was made constable; and Sir Ulfius was made chamber- 
lain; and Sir Brastias was made warden to wait upon the north 

14. succeeded. 16. by. 

15. seventh Sunday after Easter. 17. held lands from the king. 
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from Trent forwards,^® for it was that time the most party^® the 
king's enemies. But within few years after, Arthur won all the 
north, Scotland, and all that were under their obeissance. Also 
Wales, a part of it held against Arthur, but he overcame them all, 
as he did the remnant, through the noble prowess of himself and 
his knights of the Round Table. 

Book XX 

CHAPTER 1 

How Sir Agravaine and Sir Mordred were busy upon Sir Gawaine 

for to disclose the love between Sir Launcelot and Queen 

Guenever 

In May when every lusty heart flourisheth and burgeoneth, for 
as the season is lusty to behold and comfortable, so man and 
woman rejoice and gladden of summer coming with his fresh 
flowers; for winter with his rough winds and blasts causeth a lusty 
man and woman to cower, and sit fast by the fire. So in this sea- 
son, as in the month of May, it befell a great anger and unhap*® 
that stinted not till the flower of chivalry of all the world was 
destroyed and slain; and all was long upon^i two unhappy knights,^* 
the which were named Agravaine and Sir Mordred, that were 
brethren unto Sir Gawaine. For this Sir Agravaine and Sir Mordred 
had ever a privy hate unto the queen Dame Guenever and to Sir 
Launcelot, and daily and nightly they ever watched upon Sir 
Launcelot. So it mishapped, Sir Gawaine and all his brethren were 
in King Arthur's chamber; and then Sir Agravaine said thus openly, 
and not in no counsel, that many knights might hear it: I marvel 
that we all be not ashamed both to see and to know how Sir 
Launcelot licth daily and nightly by the queen, and all we know 
it so; and it is shamefully suffered of us all, that we all should suf- 
fei so noble a king as King Arthur is so to be shamed. Then spake 
Sir Gawaine, and said: Brother Sir Agravaine, I pray you and 
charge you move no such matters no more afore me, for wit*^ you 
well, said Sir Gawaine, I will not be of your counsel. So God help 
me, said Sir Gaheris, and Sir Gareth, we will not be knowing, 
brother Agravaine, of your deeds. Then will I, said Sir Mordred. I 
leave well that, said Sir Gawaine, for ever unto all unhappiness, 
brother Sir Mordred, thereto will ye grant; and I would that ye 
left all this, and made you not so busy, for I know, said Sir Ga- 
waine, what will fall of it. Fall of it what fall may, said Sir Agra- 

18. Sir Brastias was placed in charge 21. long upon: because of. 

of the defense of this part of the 22. two knights whose deeds caused 
country. trouble. 
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vaine, I will disclose it to the king. Not by my counsel, said Sir 
Gawaine, for an^^ there rise war and wrake-® betwixt Sir Launcelot 
and us, wit you well, brother, there will many kings and great lords 
hold with Sir Launcelot. Also, brother Sir Agravainc, said Sir 
Gawaine, ye must remember how ofttimes Sir Launcelot hath 
rescued the king and the queen; and the best of us all had been full 
cold at the heart root had not Sir Launcelot been better than we, 
and that hath he proved himself full oft. And as for my part, said 
Sir Gawaine, I will never be against Sir Launcelot for one day's 
deed, when he rescued me from King Carados of the Dolorous 
Tower, and slew him, and saved my life. Also, brother Sir Agra- 
vaine and Sir Mordred, in like wise Sir Launcelot rescued you both, 
and threescore and two, from Sir Turquin. Methinketh brother, 
such kind deeds and kindness should be remembered. Do as yc 
list,-® said Sir Agra vaine, for I will layne-^ it no longer. With these 
words came to them King Arthur. Now brother, stint your noise, 
said Sir Gawaine. Wc will not, said Sir Agravaine and Sir Mordred. 
Will ye so? said Sir Gawaine; then God speed you, for I will not 
hear your tales ne^® be of your counsel. No more will I, said Sir 
Gareth and Sir Gaberis, for we will never say evil by that man; for 
by cause, said Sir Gareth, Sir Launcelot made me knight, by no 
manner owe I to say ill of him: and therewithal they three de- 
parted, making great dole. Alas, said Sir Gawaine and Sir Gareth, 
now is this realm wholly mischieved,^* and the noble fellowship of 
the Round Table shall be disparply:®® so they departed. 


CHAPTER 8 

How Sir Launcelot and his kinsmen rescued the queen from the 

fire, and how he slew many knights 

Then said the noble King Arthur to Sir Gawaine: Dear nephew, 
I pray you make you ready in your best armour, with your brethren, 
Sir Gaheris and Sir Gareth, to bring my queen to the fire, there to 
have her judgement and receive the death. Nay, my most noble 
lord, said Sir Gawaine, that will I never do; for wit you well I will 
never be in that place where so noble a queen as is my lady, Dame 
Guenever, shall take a shameful end. For wit you well, said Sir 
Gawaine, my heart will never serve me to see her die; and it shall 
never be said that ever I was of your counsel of her death. Tlien 
said the king to Sir Gawaine: Suffer your brothers Sir Gaheris and 
Sir Gareth to be there. My lord, said Sir Gawaine, wit you well 
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they will be loath to be there present, by cause of many adventures 
the which be like there to fall, but they arc young and full unable 
to say you nay. Then spake Sir Gaheris, and the good knight Sir 
Gareth, unto Sir Arthur: Sir, ye may well command us to be there, 
but wit you well it shall be sore against our will; but an we be 
there by your straight commandment ye shall plainly hold us 
excused: we will be there in peaceable wise, and bear none harness 
of war upon us. In the name of God, said the king, then make you 
ready, for she shall soon have her judgement anon. Alas, said Sir 
Gawainc, that ever I should endure to sec this woeful day. So Sir 
Gawaine turned him and wept heartily, and so he went into his 
chamber; and then the queen was led forth without Carlisle, and 
there she was despoiled into her smock.®^ And so then her ghostly 
father was brought to her, to be shriven®® of her misdeeds. Then 
was there weeping, and wailing, and wringing of hands, of many 
lords and ladies, but there were but few in comparison that would 
bear any armour for to strength®^ the death of the queen. Then 
was there one that Sir Launcelot had sent unto that place for to 
espy what time the queen should go unto her death; and anon as 
he saw the queen despoiled into her smock, and so shriven, then 
he gave Sir Launcelot warning. Then was there but spurring and 
plucking up of horses, and right so they came to the fire. And who 
that stood against them, there were they slain; there might none 
withstand Sir Launcelot, so all that bare arms and withstood them, 
there were they slain, full many a noble knight. For there was 
slain Sir Bclliancc le Orgulous, Sir Segwarides, Sir Griflet, Sir 
Brandiles, Sir Aglovalc, Sir Tor; Sir Gauter, Sir Gillimer, Sir 
Reynolds' three brethren; Sir Damas, Sir Prianius, Sir Kay the 
Stranger, Sir Driant, Sir Lambegus, Sir Herminde; Sir Pertilope, 
Sir Perimones, two brethren that were called the Green Knight and 
the Red Knight. And so in this rushing and hurling, as Sir Laun- 
celot thrang®® here and there, it mishapped him to slay Gaheris 
and Sir Gareth, the noble knights, for they were unarmed and un- 
ware. For as the French book saith. Sir Launcelot smote Sir Gareth 
and Sir Gaheris upon the brain pans, wherethrough they were slain 
in the field; howbeit in very truth Sir Launcelot saw them not, and 
so were they found dead among the thickest of the press. Then 
when Sir Launcelot had thus done, and slain and put to flight all 
that would withstand him, then he rode straight unto Dame 
Guenever, and made a kirtle and a gown to be cast upon her; and 
then he made her to be set behind him, and prayed her to be of 
good cheer. Wit you well the queen was glad that she was escaped 

31. outside Carlisle, a town. 33. that she might be confessed (to 
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from the death. And then she thanked God and Sir Lanncelot; and 
so he rode his way with the queen, as the French book saith, unto 
Joyous Card, and there he kept her as a noble knight should do; 
and many great lords and some kings sent Sir Launcelot many 
good knights, and many noble knights drew unto Sir Launcelot. 
When this was known openly, that King Arthur and Sir Launcelot 
were at debate,^® many knights were glad of their debate, and many 
were full heavy of their debate. 

[The conflict begun in the preceding passage eventually leads 
King Arthur to undertake an expedition on the continent of Eu- 
rope. While Arthur is away from England, Sir Mordred spreads a 
false report of the king’s death and sets himself up as king. Arthur 
comes home, and a period of civil war, interspersed with some at- 
tempts at negotiation, ensues. The following passage describes the 
battle in which Mordred is slain and Arthur apparently fatally 
wounded.] 

Book XXI 

CHAPTER 4 

How the battle began, where Mordred was slain, and Arthur hurt 
to the death 

. . , And never was there seen a more dolcfuller battle in no 
Christian land; for there was but rushitig and riding, foining®^ and 
striking, and many a grim word was there spoken cither to other, 
and many a deadly stroke. But ever King Arthur rode throughout 
the battle of Sir Mordred many times, and did full nobly as a 
noble king should, and at all times he feinted never; and Sir Mordred 
that day put him in devoir,-^® and in great peril. And thus they 
fought all the long day, and never stinted till the noble knights were 
laid to the cold earth; and ever they fought still till it was near night, 
and by that time was there an hundred thousand laid dead upon 
the down. Tlien was Arthur wood wroth^® out of measure, when he 
saw his people so slain from him. Then the king looked about him, 
and then was he ware, of all his host and of all his good knights, 
were left no more on live*® but two knights; that one was Sir Lucan 
the Butler, and his brother Sir Bedivere, and they were full sore 
wounded. Jesu mercy, said the king, where are all my noble knights 
become? Alas that ever I should see this doleful day, for now, said 
Arthur, I am come to mine end. But would to God that I wist where 
were that traitor Sir Mordred, that hath caused all this mischief. 
Then was King Arthur ware where Sir Mordred leaned upon his 
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sword among a great heap of dead men. Now give me my spear, 
said Artliur, unto Sir Lucan, for yonder I have espied the traitor 
that all this woe hath wrought. Sir, let him be, said Sir Lucan, for he 
is unhappy; and if yc pass this unhappy day ye shall be right well 
revenged upon him. Good lord, remember ye of your night's dream, 
and what the spirit of Sir Gawaine told you this night, yet God of 
his great goodness hath preserved you hitherto. Therefore, for God's 
sake, my lord, leave off by this, for blessed be God ye have won the 
field, for here we be three on live, and with Sir Mordred is none on 
live; and if ye leave off now this wicked day of destiny is past. Tide 
me death, betide me life,^^ saith the king, now I see him yonder 
alone he shall never escape mine hands, for at a better avail shall I 
never have him. God speed you well, said Sir Bedivere. Then the 
king gat his spear in both his hands, and ran toward Sir Mordred, cry- 
ing: Traitor, now is thy death day come. And when Sir Mordred 
heard Sir Arthur, he ran until^^ with his sword drawn in his 
hand. And there King Arthur smote Sir Mordred under the shield, 
with a foin^^ of his spear, throughout the body, more than a 
fathom. And when Sir Mordred felt that he had his death wound 
he thrust himself with the might that he had up to the bur^^ of 
King Arthur's spear. And right so he smote his father Arthur, with 
his sword holden in both his hands, on the side of the head, that 
the sword pierced the helmet and the brain pan, and therewithal 
Sir Mordred fell stark dead to the earth; and the noble Arthur fell 
in a swoon to the earth, and there he swooned ofttimes. And Sir 
Lucan the Butler and Sir Bedivere ofttimes heave him up. And so 
weakly they led him betwixt them both, to a little chapel not far 
from the seaside. And when the king was there he thought him 
well eased. Then heard they people cry in the field. Now go thou, 
Sir Lucan, said the king, and do me to wit^^ what betokens that 
noise in the field. So Sir Lucan departed, for he was grievously 
wounded in many places. And so as he yedc,^® he saw and heark- 
ened by the moonlight, how that pillers*^ and robbers were come 
into the field, to pill*® and to rob many a full noble knight of 
brooches, and beads, of many a good ring, and of many a rich 
jewel; and who that were not dead all out, there they slew them 
for their harness*® and their riches. When Sir Lucan understood 
this work, he came to the king as soon as he might, and told him 
all what he had heard and seen. Therefore by my rede,®® said Sir 
Lucan, it is best that we bring you to some town. I would it were 
so, said the king. 
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CHAPTER 5 

How King Arthur commanded to cast his sword Excalibur into the 

water, and how he was delivered to ladies in a barge 

But I may not stand, mine head works so. Ah Sir Launcelot, said 
King Arthur, this day have I sore missed thee: alas, that ever I was 
against thee, for now have I my death, whereof Sir Gawaine me 
warned in my dream. Tlien Sir Lucan took up the king the one 
part, and Sir Bedivcrc the other part, and in the lifting the king 
swooned; and Sir Lucan fell in a swoon with the lift, that the part 
of his guts fell out of his body, and therewith the noble knight's 
heart brast.^^ And when the king awoke, he beheld Sir Lucan, how 
he lay foaming at the mouth, and part of his guts lay at his feet. 
Alas, said the king, this is to me a full heavy sight, to see this noble 
duke so die for my sake, for he would have holpcn"’^ nie, that had 
more need of help than I. Alas, he would not complain him, his 
heart was so set to help me: now Jesii have mercy upon his soul! 
Then Sir Bedivere wept for the death of his brother. Leave this 
mourning and weeping, said the king, for all this will not avail me, 
for wit thou well an I might live myself, the death of Sir Lucan 
would grieve me evermore; but my time hieth fast, said the king. 
Therefore, said Arthur unto Sir Bedivere, take thou Excalibur, my 
good sword, and go with it to yonder water side, and wlien thou 
corncst there 1 charge thee throw my sword in that water, and come 
again and tell me what thou there seest. My lord, said Bedivere, 
your commandinciit shall be done, and lightly bring you word again. 
So Sir Bedivere departed, and by the way he beheld that noble 
sword, that the pommel and the haft was all of precious stones; 
and then he said to himself: If I throw this rich sword in the water, 
thereof shall never conic good, but harm and loss. And then Sir 
Bedivere hid Excalibur under a tree. And so, as soon as he might, 
he came again unto the king, and said he had been at the water, and 
had thrown the sword in the water. What saw thou tlirere? said the 
king. Sir, he said, I saw nothing but waves and winds. That is 
untruly said of thee, said the king, therefore go thou lightly again, 
and do my commandment; as thou art to me lief and dear, spare 
not, but throw it in. Then Sir Bedivere returned again, and took 
the sword in his hand; and then he thought sin and shame to throw 
away that noble sword, and so cftc"’® he hid the sword, and returned 
again, and told to the king that he had been at the water, and 
done his commandment. What saw thou there? said the king. Sir, 
he said, I saw nothing but the waters wappe®^ and waves wanne."’^^ 
Ah, traitor untrue, said King Arthur, now hast thou betrayed me 
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twice. Who would have weened that, thou that hast been to me so 
lief and dear? and thou art named a noble knight, and would betray 
me for the riehness of the sword. But now go again lightly, for thy 
long tarrying putteth me in great jeopardy of my life, for I have 
taken cold. And but if®® thou do now as I bid thee, if ever I may 
see thee, I shall slav thee with mine own hands; for thou wouldst for 
my rich sword see me dead. Then Sir Bedivere departed, and went 
to the sword, and lightly took it up, and went to the water side; and 
there he bound the girdle about the hilts, and then he threw the 
sword as far into the water, as he might; and there came an arm 
and an hand above the water, and met it, and caught it, and so 
shook it thrice and brandished, and then vanished away the hand 
with the sword m the water. So Sir Bedivere came again to the king, 
and told him what he saw. Alas, said the king, help me hence, for 
I dread me I have tarried over long. Then Sir Bedivere took the 
king upon his back, and so went with him to that water side. And 
when they were at the water side, even fast by the bank hoved a 
little barge with many fair ladies in it, and among them all was a 
queen, and all they had black hoods, and all they wept and shrieked 
when they saw King Arthur. Now put me into the barge, said the 
king. And so he did softly; and there received him three queens 
with great mourning; and so they set them down, and in one of their 
laps King Arthur laid his head. And then that queen said: Ah, dear 
brother, why have ye tarried so long from me? alas, this wound on 
your head hath caught over-much cold. And so then they rowed 
from the land, and Sir Bedivere beheld all those ladies go from 
him. Then Sir Bedivere cried: Ah my lord Arthur, what shall be- 
come of me, now ye go from me and leave me here alone among 
mine enemies? Comfort thyself, said the king, and do as well as 
thou mayest, for in me is no trust for to trust in; for I will ride into 
the vale of Avilion to heal me of my grievous wound: and if thou 
hear never more of me, pray for my soul. But ever the queens and 
ladies wept and shrieked, that it was pity to hear. And as soon as 
Sir Bedivere had lost sight of the barge, he wept and wailed, and 
so took the forest . • • 
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THE RENAISSANCE 
AND ANTIQUITY 

The term Renaissance describes 
a period of proverbially great in- 
tellectual and artistic achieve- 
ments. The literal meaning of 
the word — “rebirth'' — suggests 
that one impulse toward these 
achievements came from the ex- 
ample of ancient culture, or 
even better, from a certain vi- 
sion which the artists and intel- 
lectuals of the Renaissance pos- 
sessed of the world of antiquity 
which was “reborn" through 
their work. Especially in the 
more mature phase of the Ren- 
aissance, men were aware of 
having brought about in many 
fields a vigorous renewal, which 
tliey openly associated with the 
cult of antiquity. The restora- 
tion of ancient canons was re- 
garded as a glorious achievement 
to be set beside the thrilling dis- 
coveries of their own age. ‘To- 


day/' Rabelais writes through 
his Qargantua, 

the old sciences are revived, knowl- 
edge is systematized, discipline 
reestablished. The learned languages 
are restored: Greek, without which 
a man would be ashamed to 
consiefer himself educated; Hebrew, 
Chaldean and Latin. Printing is now 
in use, an art so accurate and ele- 
gant that it betrays the divine in- 
spiration of its discovery, which I 
have lived to witness. Alas! Con- 
versely, I was not spared the horror 
of such diabolic works as gun- 
powder and artillery. 

Machiavelli, whose infatuation 
with antiquity is as typical a 
trait as his better-advertised po- 
litical realism, in the opening of 
his Discourses on the First Ten 
Books of Livy (Discorsi sopra la 
prima deca di Tito Livio, 151 
1521 ) suggests that rulers should 
be as keen on the imitation of 
ancient “virtues" as are artists, 
lawyers, and the scientists: “The 
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civil laws are nothing but deci- 
sions given by the ancient juris- 
consults. . . . And what is the 
science of medicine, but the ex- 
perience of ancient physicians, 
which their successors have 
taken for their guide?'' 

The vogue of the term Ren- 
aissance is relatively recent, and 
its wide popularization stems in 
part from the success of Jakob 
Burckhardt’s famous book, The 
Civilization of the Renaissance 
in Italy (i860). As with other 
terms which have currency in 
the history of culture (for in- 
stance, romanticism), its useful- 
ness depends on its keeping a 
certain degree of elasticity. Thus 
the Renaissance as a ''move- 
ment" can be regarded as extend- 
ing through varying periods of 
years, and also as including 
phases and traits of what is 
otherwise known as the Middle 
Ages (and vice versa). The peak 
of the Renaissance can be shown 
to have occurred at different 
times in different countries, the 
movement having had its incep- 
tion in Italy, where its impact 
was at first most visible in the 
fine arts, while in England, for 
instance, it developed later and 
its main achievements were in 
literature, particularly the drama. 
The meaning of the term has 
also, in the course of time, wid- 
ened considerably: nowadays it 
conveys, to say the least, a gen- 
eral notion of artistic creativity, 
of extraordinary zest for life and 
knowledge, of sensory delight in 
opulence and magnificence, of 
spectacular individual achieve- 
ment, thus extending beyond 
the literal meaning of rebirth 
and the strict idea of a revival 


and imitation of antiquity. 

Even in the stricter sense the 
term continues to have its func- 
tion. The degree to which Euro- 
pean intellectuals of the period 
were steeped in the vision of an- 
tiquity is difficult for the aver- 
age modern reader to realize 
fully. Even at first sight the 
student will discover that for 
these writers references to classi- 
cal mythology, philosophy, and 
literature are not ornaments or 
affectations; along with refer- 
ences to the Scriptures they are 
part, and a major part, of their 
mental equipment and way 
of thinking. When Erasmus 
through his “Folly" speaks in a 
cluster of classical allusions, or 
Machiavclli writes to a friend: 
"I get up before daylight, pre- 
pare my birdlime, and go out 
with a bundle of cages on my 
back, so that I look like Gcta 
when he came back from the 
harbor with the books of Am- 
phitryo," the words have by no 
means the sound of erudite self- 
gratification which might attend 
them nowadays; they are wholly 
natural, familiar, unassuming. 

When we are overcome by 
sudden emotion, our first excla- 
mations are likely to be in the 
language most familiar to us — 
our dialect, if we happen to have 
one. Montaigne thus relates of 
himself that when once his 
father unexpectedly fell back in 
his arms in a swoon, the first 
words he uttered under the emo- 
tion of that experience were in 
Latin. Similarly Cellini in ex- 
pressing his admiration of a 
Greek statue establishes with the 
ancient artist an immediate con- 
tact, a proud familiarity: 
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I aied to the Duke: "My lord, this 
is a statue in Greek marble^ and it 
is a miracle of beauty, ... If your 
Excellency permits, I should like to 
restore it — ^head and arms and feet. 
... It is certainly not my business 
to patch up statues, that being the 
trade of botchers, who do it in all 
conscience villainously ill; yet the 
art displayed by this great master of 
antiquity cries out to me to help 
him.” 

The men who, starting at 
about the middle of the four- 
teenth century, gave new im- 
pulse to this taste for the classics 
are often referred to as Human- 
ists. TTie word in that sense is 
related to what wc call the hu- 
manities, and the humanities at 
that time were Latin and Greek. 
Every cultivated person wrote 
and spoke Latin, with the result 
that a Western community of 
intellectuals could exist, a spir- 
itual ''republic of letters” above 
individual nations. The arche- 
type of the modern "man of let- 
ters” is often said to be Petrarch 
(Francesco Pctrarca), a four- 
teen th-century Italian poet and 
diplomat who anticipated cer- 
tain ideals cherished later by the 
men of the Renaissance: a 
strong sense of the glories of 
antiquity, a high conception of 
the literary art, a taste for the 
good life, a basic pacifism. 

On the other hand, in any 
mention of the Renaissanec as a 
revival of antiquity, wc should 
never forget the imaginative 
quality, the visionary impulse, 
with which the men of letters 
of the period looked at those 
memories — the same vision and 
imagination with which they 
regarded such contemporary 
heroes as the great navigators 


and astronomers. The Renais- 
sance view of the cultural monu- 
ments of antiquity was far from 
being merely that of the phi- 
lologist and the antiquarian; in- 
deed, familiarity may have been 
facilitated by the very lack of 
a scientific sense of history. We 
find the visionary and imagina- 
tive element not only in the 
creations of poets and drama- 
tists (Shakespeare's Romans, to 
give an obvious example) but 
also in the works of political 
writers: as when Machiavelli de- 
scribes himself entering, through 
his reading, the 

ancient courts of ancient men, 
where, being lovingly received, 1 
feed on that food which alone is 
mine, and which I was bom for; 1 
am not ashamed to speak with them 
and to ask the reasons for their 
actions, and they courteously answer 
me. For . . . hours I feel no bore- 
dom and forget every worry; I do 
not fear poverty, and death does not 
terrify me. I give myself completely 
over to the ancients. 

Imitation of antiquity (a 
standard modern description of 
certain Renaissance ideals) ac- 
quires, in Machiavelli and many 
others, a special aspect; between 
schoolroom imitation and that 
of the Renaissance there is as 
much difference as between the 
impulse to learn and the im- 
pulse to be. 

THE RENAISSANCE AND 
THE MIDDLE AGES. "THE 
DIGNITY OF MAN” 

Inaccurate as the hackneyed 
notion may be that the "light” 
of the Renaissance broke 
through a long "night” of the 
Middle Ages, it is necessary to 
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remember that this view was not 
devised by subsequent '‘enlight- 
ened"' centuries but held by the 
men of the Renaissance them- 
selves. In his genealogy of giants 
from Grangousier to Gargantua 
to Pantagruel Rabelais conven- 
iently represents the generations 
of modern learning with their 
varying degrees of enlighten- 
ment; this is what Gargantua 
writes to his son: 

My late father Grangousier, of bless- 
ed memory, made every effort that 
I might achieve mental, moral, and 
technical excellence. . . . But you 
can realize that conditions were not 
as favorable to learning as they are 
to-day. Nor had I such gifted teach- 
ers as you. We were still in the dark 
ages; we still walked in the shadow 
of the dark clouds of ignorance; we 
suffered the calamitous consequences 
of the destruction of good literature 
by the Goths. Now, by God’s grace, 
light and dignity have been restored 
to letters, and I have lived to see it. 

Definitions of the Renaissance 
must also in one way or another 
include the idea that the period 
was characterized by preoccupa- 
tion with this life rather than 
with the life beyond. The con- 
trast of an ideal Medieval Man, 
whose mode of action is basically 
oriented toward the thought of 
the afterlife, and who therefore 
conceives of his days on earth as 
transient and preparatory, with 
an ideal Renaissance Man, pos- 
sessing and cherishing earthly 
interests so concrete and self- 
sufficient that the very realiza- 
tion of the ephemeral quality of 
life is to him nothing but an 
added spur to its immediate en- 
joyment — this is a useful con- 
trast even though it represents 
an enormous oversimplification 
of the facts. 


This same emphasis on the 
immediate is reflected in the 
earthly, amoral, and esthetic 
character of the Renaissance 
code of conduct. According to 
this code, human action is 
judged not in terms of right and 
wrong, of good and evil (as it is 
judged when life is viewed as a 
moral "test," with reward or 
unishment in the afterlife), 
lit in terms of its present con- 
crete validity and effectiveness, 
of the delight it affords, of its 
memorability, its beauty. In that 
sense a good deal that is ty'pical 
of the Renaissance, from archi- 
tecture to poetry, from sculpture 
to rhetoric, may be related to a 
taste for the harmonious and 
the memorable, for the spectacu- 
lar effect, for the successful strik- 
ing of a pose. Individual human 
action, seeking as it were in it- 
self its own reward, finds justifi- 
cation in its formal appropriate- 
ness; in its being a well-rounded 
achievement, perfect of its kind; 
in the zest and gusto with which 
it is, here and now, performed; 
and, finally, in its proving 
worthy of remaining as a testi- 
mony to the performer's power 
on earth. 

A convenient way of grasping 
this emphasis is to consider cer- 
tain words which are often espe- 
cially expressive of the interests 
of the period — “virtue," “fame," 
“glory." “Virtue," particularly 
in its Italian form, virtu, is to be 
understood in a wide sense. As 
wc may see even now in some 
relics of its older meanings, the 
word (from the Latin vir, 
“man") connotes active power 
— the intrinsic force and ability 
of a person or thing (the “vir- 
tue" of a law, or of a medica- 



ment) — ^and hence, also, tech- 
nical skill (the capacity of the 
‘Virtuoso*'), ^rhe Machiavellian 
princess ‘Virtues,** therefore, are 
not necessarily goodness, tem- 
perance, clemency, and the like; 
they are whatever forces and 
skills may help him in the effi- 
cient management and preserva- 
tion of his princely powers. The 
idealistic, intangible part of his 
success is consigned to such con- 
cepts as “fame** and “glory,” 
and here the dimension within 
which human action is consid- 
ered is still an earthly one: they 
connote the hero’s success and 
reputation with his contempo- 
raries, or look forward to splen- 
did recognition from posterity, 
on earth. 

In this sense (though com- 
pletely pure examples of such an 
attitude arc rare) the purpose of 
life is the unrestrained and self- 
sufficient practice of one’s “vir- 
tue,” the competent and de- 
lighted exercise of one’s skill. At 
the same time, there is no rea- 
son to forget that such virtues 
and skills arc God’s gift to man. 
The world-view of even some of 
the most clearly earth-bound 
Renaissance men was hardly 
godless; Machiavelli, Cellini, 
Rabelais, take for granted the 
presence of God in their own 
and their heroes’ lives: 

. . . we have before our eyes extraor- 
dinary and unexampled means pre- 
pared by God. I’he sea lias been 
divided. A cloud has guided you on 
your way. The roek has given forth 
water. Manna has fallen. Every- 
thing has united to make you great. 
The rest is for you to do. God docs 
not intend to do everything, lest he 
deprive us of our free will and the 
share of glory that belongs to us. 
[Machiavelli.] 
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According to the Pythagorean sys- 
tem, Gargantua would, with his tu- 
tor, recapitulate briefly all that he 
had read, seen, learned, done and 
assimilated in the course of the day. 
Then they prayed to God the Crea- 
tor, doing Him worship and con- 
firming their faith in Him, glorifying 
Him for His immense goodness, 
vouchsafing thanks for all the 
mighty past and imploring His di- 
vine clemency for all the future. 
And so they retired to rest. [Rabe- 
lais.] 

I found that all the bronze my fur- 
nace contained had been exhausted 
in the head of this figure [of the 
statue of Perseus]. It was a miracle 
to observe that not one fragment 
remained in tlic orifice of the chan- 
nel, and that nothing was wanting 
to the statue. In my great astonish- 
ment I seemed to see in this the 
hand of God arranging and con- 
trolling all. [Cellini.] 

Yet there is no doubt that if 
we compare the attitudes of 
these; authors with the view of 
the world and of the value of 
human action which emerges 
from the major literary work of 
the Middle Ages, the Divine 
Comedy, and with the manner 
in which human action is there 
seen within a grand extratempo- 
ral design, the presence of God 
in the Renaissance writers cited 
above cannot help appearing 
marginal and perfunctory. Casti- 
glionc in the first pages of the 
Courtier pays homage to the 
memory of the former duke of 
Montcfeltro, in whose palace at 
Urbino the book's personages 
hold their lofty debate on the 
idea of a perfect gentleman (an 
earlier member of the same fam- 
ily appears in Dante’s Hell, an- 
other in Dante’s Purgatory); but 
he praises him only for his 
achievements as a man of arms 
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and a promoter of the arts. 
There is no thought of cither 
the salvation or the damnation 
of his soul (though the general 
tone of the work would seem to 
imply his salvation), and he is 
exalted instead for vietories in 
battle and, even more warmly, 
for having built a splendid pal- 
aee — the tangible symbol of his 
earthly glory, for it is both the 
mark of political and social 
power, and a work of art. 

Thus the popular view which 
associates the idea of the Ren- 
aissance especially with the 
flourishing of the arts is correct. 
The leaders of the period saw 
in a work of art the clearest in- 
stance of beautiful, harmonious, 
and self-justified performance. 
To create such a work became 
the valuable occupation par ex- 
cellence, the most satisfactory 
display of virtu. The Renais- 
sance view of antiquity exempli- 
fies this attitude: the artists and 
intellectuals of the period not 
only drew on antiquity for cer- 
tain practices and forms but 
found there as well a recogni- 
tion of the place of the arts 
among outstanding modes of 
human action. In this way, the 
concepts of '‘fame’' and “glory” 
became particularly associated 
with the art of poetry because 
the Renaissance drew from an- 
tiquity the idea of the poet as 
celebrator of high deeds, the 
“dispenser of glory.” 

Tnere is, then, an important 
phase of Renaissance psychology 
in which terrestrial life is seen as 
positive fulfillment. This is clear 
in all fields of endeavor, and es- 
pecially where there is a close 
association between the practi- 
cal and the intellectual, as in the 


exercise of political power, the 
act of scientific discovery, the 
creation of works of art. The 
Renaissance assumption is that 
there are things highly worth 
doing, within a simply temporal 
pattern. By doing them, man 
proves his privileged position in 
Creation and therefore inciden- 
tally follows God's intent. The 
often cited phrase "the dignity 
of man” describes this positive, 
strongly affirmed awareness of 
the intellectual and physical 
“virtues” of the human being, 
and of his place in Creation. 

It is important, however, to 
see this fact about the Renais- 
sance in the light of another; 
where there is a singularly high 
capacity for feeling the delight 
of earthly achievement, there is 
a possibility that its ultimate 
worth will also be questioned 
profoundly. What (the Renais- 
sance mind usually asks at some 
point) is the purpose of all this 
activity? What meaningful rela- 
tion does it bear to any all- 
inclusive, cosmic pattern? The 
Renaissance coincided with, and 
perhaps to some extent occa- 
sioned, a loss of firm belief in 
the final unity and the final in- 
telligibility of the universe, such 
belief as underlies, for example, 
the Divine Comedy, enabling 
Dante to say in the Paradise: 

I beheld leaves within the 
unfathomed blaze 
Into one volume bound by 
love, the same 

That the universe holds scat- 
tered through its maze. 
Substance and accidents, and 
their modes, became 
As if together fused, all in 
such wise 



That what I speak of is one 
simple flame. 

Once the notion of this grand 
unity of design has lost its au- 
thority, certainty about the final 
value of human actions is no 
longer to be found. For some 
minds, indeed, the sense of void 
becomes so strong as to paralyze 
all aspiration to power or thirst 
for knowledge or delight in 
beauty; the attitude resulting 
when this happens, we call Ren- 
aissance melancholy, whether 
it be openly shown (as by 
some characters in Elizabethan 
drama) or provide an undercur- 
rent of sadness, or incite to iron- 
ical forms of compromise, to 
some sort of wise adjustment 
(as in Erasmus or Montaigne). 
The legend of Faust — '"Doctor” 
Faustus — a great amasser of 
knowledge doomed to frustra- 
tion by his perception of the 
vanity of science, for which he 
finds at one point desperate sub- 
stitutes in pseudo science and 
the devil's arts, is one illustra- 
tion of this sense of void. Shake- 
speare's Hamlet is another, a 
play in which the very word 
“thought” seems to acquire a 
troubled connotation — "the pale 
cast of thought"; “thought and 
affliction, passion, hell itself.” 
In these instances, the intellec- 
tual excitement of understand- 
ing, the zest and pride of 
achievement through what 
chiefly constitutes man's “dig- 
nity,” his intellect, seem not so 
much lost as directly inverted. 

Thus while on one, and per- 
haps the better-known, side of 
the picture man's intellect in 
Renaissance literature enthusias- 
ticallv expatiates over the realms 
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of knowledge and unveils the 
mysteries of the universe, on the 
other it is beset by puzzling 
doubts and a profound mistrust 
of its own powers. Man's moral 
nature is seen as only little 
lower than the angels, but also 
scarcely above the beasts. 
Earthly power — a favorite theme 
because Renaissance literature 
was so largely produced in the 
courts, or with a vivid sense of 
courtly ideals — is the crown of 
human aspirations ("How sweet 
a thing it is to wear a 
crown,/ Within whose circuit 
is Elysium") but it is also 
the death’s head (“Imperious 
Caesar, dead and turn'd to 
clay, / Might stop a hole to keep 
the wind away"). 

From the tensions generated 
by this simultaneous exaltation 
and pessimism about the human 
situation, much of Renaissance 
literature takes its character and 
strcng0i. 

ERASMUS, THE PRAISE 
OF FOLLY 

Keeping in mind some of the 
contrasts indicated above, we 
realize at once that in Erasmus' 
Praise of Folly (Moriae enco- 
mium, 1509) easy and one-sided 
conclusions about the power of 
the human intellect, the worth 
and extent of knowledge, and 
above all the wisdom of man's 
behavior and the purpose of life 
are discarded. 

To present the issues con- 
cretely, Erasmus uses a dramatic 
setting; he takes for his speaker 
a feminine figure. Folly, placing 
her in front of an audience of 
which she herself makes us 
aware: . . as soon as I began 

to speak to this great audience. 
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all faces suddenly bright- 
ened . . One can almost 
visualize Folly gesturing, point- 
ing to the public, attracting 
attention: am almost out 

of breath . . '‘But why 
not speak to you more 
openly “You applaud! 

I was sure that you were not so 
wise, or rather so foolish — no, 
so wise . . 

The general tone of her 
speech is an elegant balance be- 
tween the jocose and the seri- 
ous, the erudite and the foolish. 
This attitude also throws light 
upon the audience — a congenial 
one, we feel, made up of people 
to whom the cultured allusions 
with which Folly’s speech is 
studed arc so familiar that they 
will appreciate the comic twists 
performed upon them; as they 
will, more generally, appreciate 
the mild satire on conventional 
oratory which the monologue 
contains. “I sec that you arc ex- 
pecting a peroration, but,” she 
admits in the end, “you arc cer- 
tainly foolish if you think that I 
can remember any part of such 
a hodgepodge of words as I have 
poured out.” Folly’s attitude to- 
ward her audience is not po- 
lemic but convivial. The butts 
of her polemic (the passionless 
Stoics) constitute a third party, 
and rather than address such 
people. Folly enlists her audi- 
ence’s support in rejecting them : 
“I ask you, if it were put to a 
vote, what city would choose 
such a person as mayor?” 

This is the “play” as it is 
presented to us. But of course it 
is actually a “play within a play'’; 
it is performed within the larger 
framework consisting of Eras- 
mus and his audience, Erasmus 


and ourselves. From his advanta- 
geous position backstage, he uses 
Folly as an ambiguous mouth- 
piece; in fact, by presenting his 
mouthpiece as foolish, light- 
headed, and rambling, he throws 
into sharper focus the truths 
which she expresses; he has se- 
cured the advantages of her di- 
rectness and “innocence” while 
he grants her the full support of 
his own erudition and wit. Thus 
in spite of apparent frivolity, we 
cannot help continuously sus- 
pecting in the book a depth and 
complexity of meaning between 
the lines, as it were, for the ex- 
pression of which P\)lly is used 
as a convenient instrument. We 
shall perhaps best gauge that 
complexity and come nearest to 
the ideal center of Erasmus’ 
meaning by asking ourselves. 
What does Folly stand for? 
Does she stand for carefree liv- 
ing? for a way of life not hostile 
to the passions? for foolishness? 
for self-abandonment? for na- 
ivete? for imagination? Is she 
simply the lighthearted creation 
of a great scholar in a frivolous 
moment, deploring the vanity of 
intellectual knowledge, and the 
scholar's austere and solitary 
life, in favor of instinct, intui- 
tion, good fellowship, “inno- 
cence”? Or does she embody a 
paradoxical “wisdom” to be 
found at the end of a long and 
perhaps finally frustrating accu- 
mulation of learning? Our an- 
swer to such questions must be 
at least as equivocal as the atti- 
tude of the work itself. 

Clearly the issue of knowledge 
versus ignorance underlies this 
writing; Folly’s talk may often 
look like a debunking of the 
former in favor of the latter, but 



— and this is the function of the 
'*play'' — the attitude ultimately 
suggested is one of neither “bar- 
baric'" rebellion nor unrelieved 
satiety and desperation. Eras- 
mus" position, whether overtly 
or between the lines, is rather 
that of noble and wise compro- 
mise: a serene acceptance of the 
limitations of knowledge rather 
than a “melancholic"" rejection 
of its value followed by a desper- 
ate gesture of rebellion. In other 
words, Erasmus" attitude toward 
Folly is not at all the polemical 
reaction of a dissatisfied intellec- 
tual who finds that the mind has 
not given him satisfactory an- 
swers and who therefore em- 
braces folly in the same way as 
Faust embraces the devil’s arts. 
And on the other hand, the 
author’s “praise” of Folly is cer- 
tainly not feigned or mainly 
ironical. His point of view is not 
that of the sophisticate who 
takes a frivolous delight in mas- 
querading, let us say, as a shep- 
herd. When a man like Erasmus 
implies that possibly fools arc 
really wiser than we are (a possi- 
bility which underlies many a 
passage in the book), his atti- 
tude toward the “fool” includes 
understanding, affection, and a 
real question about value. The 
balance of irony is kept just in 
both directions; the wisdom of 
compromise and the sage’s sense 
of limits are guiding, from back- 
stage, the performance. 

What has been said about the 
value of knowledge can be ex- 
tended to the value of life: the 
world is a stage, and the forces 
ruling its actors may be irrational 
or ununderstandable, but it is 
in accordance with nature that 
we should go on playing Oui 
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r 61 es. Folly is imagination, in- 
ventiveness, and therefore pre- 
tense and make-believe — “every- 
thing is pretense.” But at the 
same time, “this play is per- 
formed in no other way”; “true 
prudence . . . consists in not 
desiring more wisdom than is 
proper to mortals.” This is “to 
act the play of life.” 

llie acceptance of life as a 
play, as a pageant, opens a vision 
of true human reality, Erasmus 
feels, whereas the wisdom of the 
Stoics (who stand for pure intel- 
Icctuahsm) produces “a marble 
imitation of a man” from which 
one shudders away “as from a 
ghost.” Thus Folly regulates life 
by “a timely mixture of igno- 
rance, thoughtlessness, forgetful- 
ness of evil, hope of good, and 
a dash of delight.” 

CASTIGLIONE, THE BOOK 
OF THE COURTIER 

In*; reading selections from 
Bald^ar Castiglione’s treatise ori 
the ideal courtly gentleman. 
The Book of the Courtier (II 
libro del cortegiano, published 
in 1528), it is helpful to con- 
sider the background description 
with which the book opens as 
a “setting,” because this ap- 
proach serves to suggest the 
vaguely theatrical and “artificial” 
atmosphere which pervades the 
composition. It is important to 
observe, however, that the char- 
acters whose highly mannered 
conversation the book purports 
to record were all actual mem- 
bers (presented with their own 
names) of a courtly milieu of 
which the author himself was a 
part. These people, then, were 
known to him not as objects of 
adulation or satire (the two ex* 
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tremcs with which we arc per- 
haps more accustomed to asso- 
ciate literary pictures of aristoc- 
racies) but rather as equals and 
companions whose standards 
were also his own. Hence Cas- 
tiglione's attitude is one neither 
of conventional adulation nor of 
mockery; the theatrical way in 
which the scene is set and his 
characters talk (the traditional 
form of the Platonic dialogue 
acquires here the tone of what 
in the Renaissance was called 
"'civil conversation'^) does not 
suggest either official courtly 
pomp, or, conversely, a comedy 
of manners; it is simply the ex- 
pression of a style, "artificial" in 
no derogatory sense, which both 
the characters and the author 
considered ideally appropriate to 
people of their kind and station, 
^e speakers appear somewhat 
like ladies and gentlemen who 
have kindly consented, on some 
courtly occasion, to take r 61 es in 
a play, except that it happens 
that the play is their own: they 
enact, so to speak, themselves. 
The strong element of styliza- 
tion (the elaborate phrasings, 
the manner of the repartee, and 
the like) is not forced by the 
writer on his material; we feel 
rather that in his formalizing 
process he has followed, and em- 
hasized, qualities that were in- 
crent in the world he pictures. 
He presents a theatrical and 
stylized view of a world which 
was theatrical and stylized to be- 
gin with. In this sense the book 
is the best expression of Renais- 
sance court society at its most 
refined and self-conscious; of 
that society which had a taste, 
as was observed in the general 
remarks earlier in this introduc- 


tion, for the well-finished ges- 
ture, the act formally perfect of 
its kind — ^ taste which applied 
to all modes and norms of activ- 
ity, conversation or dueling, art, 
courtship, etiquette. 

Our selections are from the 
first of the four books (or eve- 
ning conversations) into which 
the Courtier is divided. The pur- 
pose of this first book is to ar- 
rive, through the contributions 
of the obviously experienced 
speakers, at a description of 
the perfect courtly gentleman. 
Though Machiavelli too, in his 
description of the prince, pre- 
sents something of an idealiza- 
tion of a type, his explicit 
intention is to come down to 
reality and practical motives, in 
contrast with the abstractions of 
preceding authors. Castiglione'i 
attitude is different from the 
start. He has what we may call 
a Platonic turn of mind, in the 
sense that he intentionally and 
openly seeks the ideal and per- 
manent form behind the tran- 
sient and fragmentary examples. 
This point of view in the Cour- 
tier suggests, among other 
things, the sense of rule, of 
adjustment to correct norms, 
within which Castiglione's men- 
tality characteristically moves. 
The aim of the book is positive 
acceptance of certain standards: 
the assumption is that codes of 
behavior exist and can be de- 
fined, and man can educate him- 
self to comply with them. Rela- 
tions between individuals, and 
particularly between members of 
the ruling portion of society, can 
be correctly and pleasantly regu- 
lated; there is even, as the fa- 
mous passage on "nonchalance" 
(sprezzatura) at the end of our 



fecond selection suggests, a sort 
of formalization of informality. 

Considered against the back- 
ground of the period with which 
we are here concerned, the book 
presents the face opposite to 
those views of the Renaissance 
court, especially popularized by 
drama, in which that institution 
is the typical scene of intrigue, 
corruption, violence. In such in- 
stances the discrepancy between 
the reality presented and the 
idea of "‘courtesy” is total; the 
balance is lost, and the eventual 
consequence is a sense of void, 
of the purposelessness of actions 
unsustained by norms, of Ham- 
let-like melancholy. In Casti- 
glione the balance is still fully 
kept; in fact, the Courtier regis- 
ters the clearest moment of per- 
fect and gentle equilibrium, 

MACHIAVELLI, 

THE PRINCE 

The Prince {II principe, 
1513) consists of twenty-six 
chapters of various lengths. The 
first eleven chapters deal with 
the different types of states and 
dominions and the ways in 
which they are acquired and 
preserv'ed — the early title of the 
whole book, in Latin, was De 
principatibus {Of Princedoms) 
— ^and the twelfth to fourteenth 
chapters focus particularly on the 
problems of military power. But 
the book's astounding fame is 
based mainly on the final part 
(from the fifteenth chapter to 
the end), which deals primarily 
with the personal attributes and 
“virtues” of the prince himself. 
In other words, a work which is 
generally associated with cold 
and precise realism, present® 
what is after all a hypothetical 
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•e, a portrait of an ideal man. 

‘ooks of this sort may be 
classified, in one sense, as peda- 
gogical literature. \^^ile for 
their merits of form and of 
vivid, if stylized, characteriza- 
tion they can be considered 
works of art, their overt purpose 
is to codify a certain set of man- 
ners and rules of conduct; the 
author presents himself Acre- 
fore as especially wise, an cjqpert 
in the field. His position is quite 
different from tnat of anoAer 
prominent type of Renaissance 
writer, the court poet, with his 
more or less perfunctory pane* 
gyric on Ae patron. The relation 
between the patron and Ac 
pedagogical writer is, at least in 
appearance, more purposeful: 
the latter's wisdom concerns 
somoAing more immediately 
practical than, say, the poet's 
vagut celebration of his lord's 
or his lord's ancestors' virtues; 
he poses, ideally at least, as the 
“mmd" behind Ac lord's 
arm. 

Machiavelli is a clear instance: 
his pedagogical fervor, Ae dra- 
matic and oratorical way in 
which he confronts his listener, 
Ae wealth and promptness of 
his pertinent illustrations are 
characteristic: ""Either you arc 
already prince, or you are on Ae 
way to become one. In Ae first 
case liberality is dangerous; in 
the second it is very necessary 
to be Aought liberal. Caesar 
was one of Aose . . . Some- 
body may answer ... I an- 
swer . . Having a direct 
knowledge of politics, he is 
quick to use examples with 
which he is personally ac- 
quainted: ""Men are so simple 
and so subject to present needs 
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that he who deceives in this way 
will always find those who will 
let themselves be deceived. I do 
not wish to keep still about one 
of the recent instances. Alexan- 
der VI did nothing else than de- 
ceive men, and had no other in- 
tention . . The implied tone 
of I know, I have seen such 
things myself adds a special im- 
mediacy to the writing. Machia- 
velli's view of the practical world 
may have been an especially 
startling one; but the sensation 
caused by his work would have 
been far less without the rhetori- 
cal force, the drama of augmen- 
tation, which makes the Prince 
a unique piece of persuasive art. 

The view of man in Machia- 
velli is not at all cheerful; in- 
deed, the pessimistic notion that 
man is evil is not so much his 
conclusion about human nature 
as his premise; it is the starting 
point of all subsequent reason- 
ing upon the course for a ruler 
to follow. The very fact of its 
being given as a premise, how- 
ever, tends to qualify it: it is not 
a firm philosophical judgment 
but a stratagem, dictated by the 
facts as they are seen by a lucid 
observer here and now. The 
author is committed to his view 
of mankind not as philosopher 
or as religious man, but as prac- 
tical politician; he indicates tlic 
rules of the game as his experi- 
ence shows that the game must, 
under the circumstances, be 
played. "A prudent ruler . . , 
cannot and should not observe 
faith when such observance is to 
his disadvantage and the causes 
that made him give his promise 
have vanished. If men were all 
good, this advice would not be 
good, but since men are wicked 


and do not keep their promises 
to you, you likewise do not have 
to keep yours to them.” 

A basic question in the study 
of Machiavelli, therefore, is, 
How much of a realist is he? His 
picture of the perfectly efficient 
ruler has something of the char- 
acter of an abstraction and ideal- 
ization; it shows, though much 
less clearly than Castiglione's 
picture of the courtier, the well- 
known Renaissance tendency to- 
ward idealized, ‘"perfect” form. 
Machiavelli's abandonment of 
specific and immediate realities 
in favor of the ideal is shown 
most clearly at the conclusion of 
the book, particularly in the last 
chapter. He offers there what 
amounts to the greatest of his 
illustrations as the prince's pre- 
ceptor and counselor: the ideal 
ruler, technically equipped now 
by his pedagogue, is to under- 
take a mission — the liberation 
of Machiavelli's Italy. If we re- 
gard the last chapter as a cul- 
mination of his discussion rather 
than a dissonant addition to it, 
we are likely to feel at that point 
not only that Machiavclli's real- 
istic method is finally directed 
toward an ideal task but that his 
conception of that task, far from 
being based on immediate re- 
alities, is founded on cultural 
and poetic myths. Machiavelli's 
method here becomes imagina- 
tive ratlier than scientific. His 
exhortation to liberate Italy, and 
his final prophecy, belong to the 
tradition of poetic visions in 
which a present state of decay is 
lamented, and a hope of future 
redemption is expressed (as in 
Dante, Purgatory, Canto VI). 
And a very significant part of 
this hope is presented not in 



terms of technical political con- 
siderations (choice of the op- 
portune moment, evaluation of 
military power) but in terms of 
a sort of poetic justice for which 
precedents are sought in reli- 
gious and ancient history and in 
mythology: . . if it was nec- 

essary to make clear the ability 
of Moses that the people of 
Israel should be enslaved in 
Egypt, and to reveal Cyrus's 
greatness of mind that the Per- 
sians should be oppressed by the 
Medes, and to demonstrate the 
excellence of Theseus that the 
Athenians should be scattered, 
so at the present time . . 
“Everything is now fully dis- 
posed for the work ... if only 
your House adopts the metliods 
of those I have set forth as ex- 
amples. Moreover, we have be- 
fore our eyes extraordinary and 
unexampled means prepared by 
God, The sea has been divided. 

. . . Manna has fallen,” 

His Italy, as he observed in 
the previous chapter, is now a 
country “without dykes and 
without any wall of defence.” It 
has suffered from “deluges,” and 
its present rule, a “barbarian” 
one, “stinks in every nostril.” 
Something is rotten in it, in 
short, as in Hamlet's Denmark. 
And we become more and more 
detached e\’en from the particu- 
lar example, Italy, as we recog- 
nize in the situation a pattern 
frequently exemplified in trag- 
edy: the desire for communal 
regeneration, for the cleansing 
of the polis. Of this cleansing, 
Italy on one side and the imagi- 
nary prince and redeemer on the 
other may be taken as symbols. 
The envisaged redemption is 
identified with antiquity and 
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Roman virtue, while the realism 
of the political observer is here 
drowned out by the cry of the 
humanist dreaming of ancient 
glories. 

RABELAIS, GARGANTUA 
AND PANTAGRUEL 

The life of Frangois Rabelais, 
a man of wide humanistic edu- 
cation in the Renaissance tradi- 
tion, typifies the variety of inter- 
ests of the period, for he was at 
various points a law student, a 
monk, and a practicing physi- 
cian; and he knew the life of 
people in cities and on country 
estates, in monasteries and at 
court. He was not by any means 
exclusively a professional writer; 
and his story of giants, written 
piecemeal through the years of 
his maturity, in the second quar- 
ter of’ the sixteenth century, is 
not sd much a unified work of 
fiction' as a summation of his 
wide knowledge, his diverse no- 
tions of the world, and his fan- 
tasies. 

Its peculiar quality may be 
described in terms of contrasts: 
the supernatural and the realistic 
in the characters and in the ac- 
tion; the solemn and the comic, 
the lofty and the bawdy, in the 
themes; the erudite and the col- 
loquial in the style. His heroes, 
as giants, move in a dimension 
which is entirely out of propor- 
tion with ordinary reality; they 
belong — with their extraordi- 
nary size, power, and longevity 
— to a tradition known to us 
from myth, from folk tale, and 
from biblical narrative. Yet 
these same characters express 
the feelings and attitudes of 
ordinary men; in fact they seem 
to be presented as epitomes of 
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what man, according to Rabe- 
lais, ought to be in a reasonable 
and enjoyable world. Rabelais' 
view of the world, we soon real- 
ize, is also well reflected in his 
literary style. High and low, 
pedantic and farcical, ponderous 
and mocking, it is the sign of a 
broad intellectual and moral in- 
clusiveness, an enthusiastic open- 
mindedness and gusto.. As we 
come across the learned allusion, 
the solemn Ciceronian phrasing, 
and the scholastic pedantry, all 
mingled with the familiar and the 
folksy, we notice that tlie pres- 
ence of the colloquial quality by 
no means destroys the impact of 
the erudition or necessarily gives 
it the tone of parodv. For the 
author attends to both with 
equal delight and mixes them 
completely; the blending results 
in an inseparable whole, sus- 
tained everywhere by the same 
rich manipulation of words and 
tlie same exuberant vitality. Thus 
Rabelais^ style concretely em- 
bodies his view of the world and 
of man. His message, as even 
the new reader soon feels, his 
view of the human condition, is 
basically a cheerful one; his 
work is usually considered a ma- 
jor monument of the Renais- 
sance at its most satisfied and 
affirmative. The basic theme of 
drinking, the vast thirst of his 
giant protagonists, is conven- 
iently taken to symbolize the 
healthy and all-embracing sen- 
sual and intellectual appetites of 
the period. 

As we shall sec below, Ben- 
venuto Cellini, in another of our 
selections, can also be regarded 
as an instance of the affirmative 
Renaissance spirit little ham- 
pered by doubt and melancholy, 


in fact, Cellini is even too pure 
and thoughtless, too ‘'innocent'' 
an example. In his fully adjusted 
way of living, that somewhat 
bombastic extrovert does not ask 
himself about value and mean- 
ing. Rabelais, at least implicitly, 
docs take an interest in ques- 
tions of value; and he seems as- 
sured, on what may appear to 
some of us relatively scant evi- 
dence, of the basic goodness and 
perfectibility of man. The selec- 
tions given here emphasize that 
aspect, showing, among other 
things, Rabelais' faith in a cer- 
tain type of physical and mental 
education. They reveal, there- 
fore, his conception of the ideal 
man fit to live in what he con- 
sidered a new age. It will be ob- 
served in this connection that 
although Rabelais was, among 
Europeans of the period, as re- 
sponsible as anyone for the pop- 
ular notion of an intellectual 
Renaissance following the arid- 
ity and bondage of medieval 
scholasticism and the barbarism 
of the “Gothic night," his ideal 
man also presents certain quali- 
ties which seem to us survivals 
of medieval codes; his ideal man 
remains a kind of knight-at- 
anus, even with the added 
emphasis on the intellectual 
ornaments of humanism. And 
this is true of other Renaissance 
writers — for example, Castiglio- 
ne, Cervantes, Ariosto, Shake- 
speare; in iJieir works the 
knightly ideal continues to ap- 
pear, though variously twisted 
through irony, or in other ways 
distorted. Rabelais in his ap- 
proach is vcty direct and hope- 
ful: from his pages we gather 
the impression that a healthy, 
wise, gallant, and happy type of 



man is a concrete possibility. 
Give the young the right tutor- 
ing — ^his implication is — do 
away with hampering scholasti- 
cism, let them take proper care 
of their bodily functions, and 
certain values of tolerance, bon- 
hommie, and substantial well- 
being will finally and inevitably 
triumph. The sophistic, the ar- 
rogant, the hypocritical, will be 
exposed and defeated in the 
most reasonable and enjoyable 
of worlds. 

Nowhere is this pleasant view 
expressed more clearly than in 
the conception of Tli61^me, the 
supremely good place on earth, 
the ''abbey'' according to Ra- 
belais' heart. All restrictions are 
banned here, not because total 
anarchy and license are advo- 
cated, but rather because for 
such supremely civilized ^^nuns" 
and "monks" as those of the 
Th61^mite order instinctive in- 
clinations will coincide with 
virtue: ‘'The only rule of the 
house was: DO AS THOU 
WILT because men that are 
free, of gentle birth, well-bred 
and at home in civilized com- 
pany possess a natural instinct 
that inclines them to virtue and 
saves them from vice. This in- 
stinct they name their honor." 

Rabelais' broad optimism is 
qualified, of course, by the very 
premises of his story: for all its 
realism, and in spite of the fact 
that some episodes are mock- 
heroic versions of actual and 
even provincial and domestic 
events (the Picrocholc war that 
precedes the establishment of 
the abbey of Th61^me), this is 
still a fable, with giants as its 
main heroes and fantasy as its 
frequent method. 
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Much war, horror, intrigue, 
and injustice existed in the pe- 
riod as Rabelais knew it. In 
practical life, he muddled 
through by his tolerance, wis- 
dom, and capacity for com- 
promise (his temporary sym- 
pathy for the Reformation, in a 
time of raging religious conflict, 
stopped "this side of the 
stake"). But he survived also be- 
cause he invented tlirough his 
literature a world fashioned ac- 
cording to his own aspirations. 
In that world, for example, the 
heroes on the side of good and 
of justice not only win wars but 
also get a chance to display to- 
ward the vanquished an effec- 
tive and nobly magniloquent 
clemency. The utopian quality 
of this world illustrates again 
the tendency of tlie Renaissance 
mind to seek the perfect model, 
the exemplary, ideal form. In 
some important passages of the 
book, and pre-eminently in our 
last selection — the famous letter 
of Gargantua to Pantagruel, 
dated from Sir Thomas More's 
ideal land, Utopia — it is clear 
that this chronicle of giants, 
biblical in its magnitude and 
in its patriarchal qualities, with 
its Renaissance aspiration to 
"achieve mental, moral and 
technical excellence," in its 
serious moments symbolizes the 
urge to perpetuate, from father 
to son, the true and noble form 
of man and thus idealistically 
confirm his divine origin, his 
"dignity." 

CELLINI, 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

Like many other writers of 
autobiographical literature, the 
Italian sculptor and goldsmith 
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Benvenuto Cellini offers an 
idealized, highly colorful pic- 
ture of himself, almost a poetic 
mask. Consequently his Aufo- 
biography {La vita di Benvenuto 
CeUini, written between 1558 
and 1562), though historically 
unreliable — as in the famous de- 
scription of the sacking of Rome 
and particularly of his own idle 
on that occasion — is interesting 
less as the portrait of a partic- 
ular individual than as a repre- 
sentation of the ''virtues*' and 
codes of behavior which a man 
of Cellini's time and quality 
considered desirable and worthy 
of spirited record. Tlie more we 
read, the more he seems intent 
upon inventing a character, a 
favorite hero, to whom he gives 
his own name. 

Cellini offers the purest case 
we know of the wholly positive, 
affirmative side of the Renais- 
sance psychology, which is dis- 
cussed in its various aspects ear- 
lier in this introduction. He is, 
indeed, unaware of being ruled 
by any "philosophy"; he is wholly 
immersed in the particular action 
at hand, in the part he plays, 
fully persuaded of its validity. 
He comes closest to placing 
himself in a large perspective, 
and to thinking in terms of the 
condition and destiny of man, 
when he shows a sort of super- 
stitious reliance on his own good 
fortune and pluck: the teller of 
the tale is regarded as a hero 
singled out by Providence for 
high and lucky deeds. A sense 
of the exceptional and the mi- 
raculous is pressed upon the 
reader from the very start: there 
are prodigious omens when he 
is a little child; his father is 
himself a man of fabulous skills; 
his grandfather has passed his 


hundredth year; and *'Ben- 
venuto," of course, means "wel- 
come." 

Cellini's life was the life of a 
Renaissance artist, and there- 
fore it involved, practically, two 
main sorts of relationship: the 
relationship to his work, and 
the relationship to his patrons — 
in his case a pope, a king of 
France, and a member of the 
Medici family. The accounts of 
his work provide some of the 
most serious and moving sec- 
tions of the book; the descrip- 
tion of the casting of the statue 
of Perseus is deservedly a classic. 
The contemporary milieu — the 
background of the courts that 
offered him patronage and, gen- 
erally, of the society, high and 
low, in which he moved — pro- 
vides among other things an 
element necessary in narratives 
where the central hero is prodi- 
giously endowed and privileged: 
the "enemies," those who seek 
to destroy him by turning the 
patron's grace away from him, as 
in the Charlemagne stories the 
villain, the treacherous Ganclon 
of Mayence, acts against the 
privileged paladins. In the world 
of the intrigue-filled Renais- 
sance courts, this situation oc- 
curred characteristically, and we 
possess few documents which 
give us so vividly as Cellini’s 
work a notion of that world and 
of the peculiar position of the 
artist in it, Cellini is lawless be- 
cause he considers himself, as 
artist, above the law; whatever 
stands in the way of a full dis- 
play of his particular virtii, 
whether natural impediments 
(casting metal) or human ones 
(the "enemies") must be elim- 
inated. With his aggressive 
spirit and his taste for the dra- 



matic, he always has a special 
‘'enemy*' singled out; the Pom- 
peo of our selection is one. In 
disposing of Pompeo the hero 
illustrates what has sometimes 
been called the amoralism of the 
Renaissance; he gives to killing 
the same sort of clean and ath- 
letic competence which he gives 
to art: ‘Then I aimed to strike 
him in the face; but fright made 
him turn his head round; and I 
stabbed him just beneath the 
ear. I only gave two blows, for 
he fell stone dead at the sec- 
ond." Nor would the picture be 
complete if, a little later, he did 
not have the Pope declare that 
“men like Benvenuto . . . stand 
above the law." 

The very unreliability of cer- 
tain sections of this account, as 
well as the histrionic tone which 
generally pervades it, call to 
mind one of the favorite images 
of Renaissance literature: the 
image of the world as a stage, of 
life as a pageant, in which men 
are more or less consciously 
playing their rdles. The exu- 
berant gusto with which Cellini 
performs suggests that he is per- 
fectly adjusted to the situation. 
The world is a stage on which 
he is "welcome" and where no 
higher “truth” concerns him. In 
other, more sensitive writers this 
same fictitious quality which the 
mystery of life and the frag- 
mentariness of knowledge be- 
stow on the human condition 
was to prompt, instead, a sense 
of ghastly vanity, and to con- 
duce to melancholy or even 
folly. 

MONTAIGNE, ESSAYS 

If one accepts the common 
view that in the Renaissance the 
individual human being was 
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exalted, and therefore a special 
emphasis was placed on the 
study of man in his "virtues’* 
and singularities, it is natural to 
think of Montaigne — ^who in the 
last quarter of the sixteenth 
century fathered the modern 
genre of the personal essay — ^as 
representative, for he obviously 
felt that the characteristics of 
his individual mind and heart — 
all their minute aspects, varia- 
tions, and even whims — were 
worthy of being carefully re- 
corded. The student will soon 
notice that of the writers pre- 
sented in this book Montaigne 
is the one who most openly 
speaks in his own right, clearly 
and unabashedly as himself. 
While Erasmus takes for the ex- 
pression of certain views the 
ambiguous mouthpiece of his 
"hbllyj" and, to choose a totally 
diffeijeht example, Cellini, al- 
though writing an autobiogra- 

d , seems obviously intent on 
ding himself into a colorful 
protagonist, Montaigne’s char- 
acteristic and somewhat ram- 
bling speech is in the simplest 
and most quintessential first per- 
son. Perhaps at no other time in 
literature — certainly not in the 
nineteenth-century age of ro- 
manticism, where in spite of the 
widespread notions about "free" 
expression of individual feelings 
writers so often showed them- 
selves through an alter ego or a 
heroic mask — has a writer so 
thoroughly attempted to present 
himself without in the least as- 
suming a pose, or falling into a 
type. "Had my intention been 
to court the world’s favor,” 
Montaigne writes in the fore- 
word to his Essays (Essais), "I 
should have trimmed myself 
more bravely, and stood before 
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it in a studied attitude. I desire 
to be seen in my simple, natural, 
and everyday dress, without arti- 
fice or constraint; for it is my- 
self I portray.” And elsewhere 
he aErms: Authors commu- 
nicate themselves to the world 
by some special and extrinsic 
mark; I am the first to do so by 
my general being, as Michel de 
Montaigne, not as a grammarian 
or a poet or a lawyer. If the 
world finds fault with me for 
speaking too much of myself, I 
find fault with the world for not 
even thinking of itself.” 

But nothing would be more 
erroneous than to suppose that 
Montaigne's focusing on his in- 
dividual self implies a sense of 
the extraordinary importance of 
man, of his central place in the 
world, or of the special power of 
his understanding. The con- 
trary is true. In the first place, 
in temperament Montaigne is 
singularly opposed to assuming 
an attitude of importance: one 
of the keynotes of his writing, 
and one of his premises in un- 
dertaking it, is that the subject 
is average, '‘mediocre.” In de- 
scribing himself he is presenting 
an example of the ordinary hu- 
man being, for the benefit of a 
few intimates; he declares that 
he has “but a private and family 
end in view”; and in that sense, 
in fact, his way of introducing 
himself to the reader shows a 
nobly elegant and perhaps 
vaguely ironical humbleness: 
“So, Reader, I am myself the 
subject of my book; it is not 
reasonable to expect you to 
waste your leisure on a matter so 
frivolous and empty.” And then 
there is an even more funda- 
mental reason why Montaigne’s 


presentation of himself is free 
from any heroic posturing or in- 
tellectual pride — a reason which 
involves his whole view of man's 
place in the world. In his de- 
ciding to write about himself 
and to probe, to “essay,” his 
own nature, the implication is 
that this is the only subject on 
which a man can speak with any 
degree of certainty. Actually, 
then, this writer whose work is 
the most acute exposure of an 
individual personality in the 
literature of the Renaissance, is 
at the same time one of the 
highest illustrations of man's 
ironical consciousness of his in- 
tellectual limits. 

It would be a mistake to for- 
get, however, that his work re- 
mains an outstanding assertion 
of an individuality, even though 
it is an assertion of doubt, con- 
tradiction, change. Here as in 
other instances the student will 
do well to examine the quality 
and novelty of the work in the 
actual text in terms of realized 
writing, of “style.” A solid clas- 
sical manner, reflected in cer- 
tain elements of the syntactical 
structure and in the continuous 
support of classical quotations, 
is combined in Montaigne’s 
style with the variety, the ap- 
parent disconnectedness, and 
the dramatic assertiveness of a 
man who is continuously an- 
alyzing a fluid and, his modesty 
notwithstanding, singularly at- 
tractive subject. 

Others form man; I describe him, 
and portray a particular, very ill- 
made one, who, if 1 had to fashion 
him anew, should indeed be very 
different from what he is. But now 
it is done. . . . The world is but a 
perennial see-saw. All things in it 



are incessantly on the swing, the 
earth, the rocks of the Caucasus, 
the Egyptian pyramids . . . Even 
fixedness is nothing but a more slug- 
gish motion. I cannot fix my object; 
it is befogged, and reels with a 
natural intoxication. ... I do not 
portray the thing in itself. I portray 
the passage . . . 

In spite of what may often seem 
a leisurely gait, the writer is 
continuously on the alert, listen- 
ing to the promptings of his 
thought, his sensibility, his im- 
agination, and registering them. 
The affirmation of the fluidity 
of the human personality, of the 
universality of the flux, is there- 
fore both the premise of his 
writing and the sum of his study 
of man; it is both his method 
and his result. 

Thus, although he writes in 
terms of one individual, and 
with a fairly obvious abhorrence 
of any sort of classification or 
description of types in the man- 
ner of conventional moralists, 
powerfully keen observation of 
man in general emerges from his 
writings — observation of man's 
nature, intellectual power, and 
capacity for coherent action; of 
his place on earth among other 
beings; of his place in Creation, 
Our selections offer instances of 
Montaigne's remarks on these 
matters. 

If we keep in mind the large 
pattern of Renaissance litera- 
ture, poised between positive 
and negative, enthusiasm and 
melancholy, we shall probably 
find that the general temper of 
Montaigne's writing, in spite of 
his assertions of doubt and his 
consciousness of vanity, by no 
means suggests an attitude of 
despair and gloom. His attitude 
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seems positive and negative in 
the same breath; it could be 
called a rich and fruitful sense 
of the relativity of everything. 
Thus if he examines and *'es- 
says" man's capacity to act pur- 
posefully and coherently (sec 
the essay '‘Of the Inconsistency 
of Our Actions" among our 
selections), his implicit verdict 
is not that man^s action is 
absolutely vain. Rather, observ- 
ing the usual example — his own 
self — ^and seeing that there is 
nothing he can say of himself 
“absolutely, simply, and stead- 
ily," he refuses to attribute to 
tne human personality a coher- 
ence which it does not possess 
and which, we may be tempted 
to surmise, would rather im- 
poverish it. “Our actions are but 
a patchwork . . . We are all 
made up of bits . . . There is 
as much difference between us 
and ourselves, as between us and 
otheti.'^ And he sustains his 
arguments, as usual, with a 
wealth of examples and anec- 
dotes which arc at once evi- 
dence of his vital curiosity about 
human nature and, in many 
cases, of his man-to-man famil- 
iarity with antiquity: Emperor 
Augustus, to mention one, 
pleases him because his char- 
acter successfully escapes an all- 
of-a-piece description; he has 
“slipped through the fingers of 
even the most daring critics." 

A sense of relativity and a 
balanced outlook, rather than a 
negative and desperate reversal 
of the optimistic view of the 
human situation, are apparent 
also from Montaigne's observa- 
tion of man — and particularly 
of the civilized Renaissance man 
whom he exemplifies — in rela- 
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tion to his fellow human beings. 
In the famous essay “Of Can- 
nibals/' where a comparison is 
made between the codes of 
primitive tribes and those of 
“ourselves/' the basic idea is 
not a disparagement of our 
civilization but a relativistic 
warning, for **we all call barba- 
rism that which does not fit in 
with our usages." The cannibals' 
acts of barbarity are recognized, 
but the writer is “not so much 
concerned that we should re- 
mark on the horri])le barbarity 
of such acts, as that, whilst 
rightly judging their errors, wc 
should be so blind to our own." 
We do much worse, adds Mon- 
taigne, who wrote in times of 
horrible religious strife, and wc 
do it under the guise of piety. 
Tlic enlightening sense of rela- 
tivity — rather than a more ex- 
treme and totally paradoxical 
view of the “nobility" of savages 
— permits him to see and ad- 
mire what he considers superior 
elements in the customs of the 
cannibals — for instance, their 
conception of valor and their 
conduct of warfare. Here, in 
fact, Montaigne describes and 
admires a code of unrewarded 
gallantry, of valor for valor's 
sake, which was not uncom- 
monly cherished by writers of 
the Renaissance (Castiglione, 
for example). . . the acqui- 
sition of the victor," writes 
Montaigne, “is the glory and 
advantage of having proved him- 
self the superior in valour and 
virtue . . . The honour of vir- 
tue consists in combating, not 
in beating." We may inciden- 
tally add that acceptance of this 
notion of pure “virtue," prac- 
ticed for no material purposes 


and as self-rewarding as a beauti- 
ful object, appears to have been, 
for a writer like Montaigne, the 
way to preserve an admiration 
for the warrior's code of manly 
courage and valor in spite of the 
basically pacifist tendencies of 
his temperament and his bitter 
disinclination for the spectacles 
of conflict and bloodshed wit- 
nessed in his own time. 

Naturally, an even larger 
sense of relativity emerges from 
Montaigne's writing when he 
examines man's place in the 
universal frame of things, as he 
does, in an outstanding instance, 
in some famous passages of the 
“Apology for Raimond Se- 
bond" (a selection from which 
is included in this volume). 
Man's notion of his privileged 
position in Creation is elo- 
quently questioned: “What has 
induced him to believe that that 
wonderful motion of the heav- 
enly vault, the eternal light of 
those torches rolling so proudly 
over his head, the awe-inspiring 
agitations of that infinite sea, 
were established, and endure 
through so many centuries for 
his service and convenience?" 
The tone of the whole section 
is revealing. In many writers a 
similar anxiety about man's 
smallness and ignorance casts 
upon the human condition a 
light of tragic vanity, Mon- 
taigne’s acceptance of the situa- 
tion is — to use some of our 
other examples as convenient 
points of reference — more Eras- 
mian than Hamlet-like. If he 
asks questions which involve, to 
say the very least, the whole 
Renaissance conception of 
man's “dignity," the impression, 
as we listen to his voice, is never 



really one of dark negation and 
melancholy. While man's ad- 
vantages over other beings arc 
quietly evaluated and dis- 
credited . this licence of 

thought ... is an advantage 
sold to him very dearly . . . 
For from it springs the principal 
source of . . . sin, sickness, ir- 
resolution, affliction, despair*'), 
he maintains a balanced and 
often humorous tone in which 
even the frivolous aside of the 
personal essayist is not dis- 
sonant, but characteristic: 
'‘When I play with my cat, who 
knows but that she regards me 
more as a plaything than I do 
her?" Thus without raising his 
voice too much he acliievcs a 
point of view which suggests 
nroadness and inclusiveness 
rather than gloom and despair. 
For, while his view of the 
"mediocrity" of man among 
other beings debunks any form 
of intellectual conceit, on the 
other hand an encompassing 
sense of natural fellowship in 
Creation is envisaged: "I have 
said all this to establish the re- 
semblance to human conditions, 
and to bring us back and join us 
to the majority." 

Ibis sense of a "natural" fel- 
lowship seems to characterize 
not only Montaigne's view of 
the position of man in Creation 
but also his conception of man 
as a moral individual in relation 
to other men. The student may 
see this at the end of our final 
selection, where good is en- 
visaged, as elsewhere valor, as a 
beautiful and self-rewarding act 
of "virtue": 

There is ... no goodness in which 
a well-born nature does not delight. 

. . . There is no small pleasure in 
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feeling oneself preserved from the 
contagion of so corrupt an age, 
and saying to oneself, ‘Should any 
one look into my very soul, he would 
yet not find me guilty of the afflic- 
tion or ruin of any man . . These 
testimonies of a good conscience 
please; and this natural satisfaction 
is a great boon to us, and the only 
payment that will never fail us. 

Difficult as it is to reduce 
Montaigne’s views to short and 
abstract statements, the reader 
will probably be left with the 
impression that here his vision 
of man, and of the possibility of 
a good life, is nearer to hope- 
fulness than to despair. Though 
his attitude is far from Rabelais' 
optimism and exuberance, it too 
is based on a balance between 
the "natural" and the intellec- 
tual, between instinct and rea- 
son. He belittles, at times even 
scornfully, the power of the hu- 
man ihtcllcct, and like Erasmus 
he points to instinctive sim- 
plicity' of mind as being more 
conducive to happiness and 
even to true knowledge; but on 
the orfier hand the whole tone 
of his work, its intellectual 
sophistication, its very bulk, and 
the loving manner with wbich 
he attended to it, show that his 
own thought was not something 
that "sicklicd o'er" his life, but 
something that gave it suste- 
nance and delight. Thus we see 
in him some of the basic con- 
trasts of the Renaissance mind 
— the acceptance and the rejec- 
tion of the intellectual dignity 
of man — conducing not to dis- 
ruption, but to temperately 
positive results. Though his 
work offers anything but the 
abstract scheme of an ideal man, 
and he is not proposing a model 
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or a recipe, yet in passages like 
the one cited in the preceding 
paragraph, some norm of the 
pattern of a truly virtuous man 
— in the sense expressed later by 
the French as "lioncsf' (as in 
the phrase honnete homme ) — 
seems unobtrusively to emerge. 
And though it is not imposed 
upon the audience, any reader is 
free to think that acceptance of 
this norm would result in better 
spiritual balance in the individ- 
ual and a more harmonious and 
sensible fellowship in society. 
The author does not preach 
(“Others form man; I describe 
him . . .”) because his pattern 
of conduct is one which cannot 
be taught but only experienced. 
He limits himself to exemplify- 
ing it in his own wise and un- 
heroic self. 

SPENSER, 

THE FAERIE QUEENE 

Spenser's major work is an 
epic poem. The epic form was 
classified, during the Renais- 
sance, as one of the highest in 
literature, in accordance with 
the practice and example of 
antiquity. Of the classical au- 
thors Virgil, rather than Homer, 
was considered the master of the 
epic. One of the features of the 
Virgilian epic is the celebration 
of a contemporary figure — the 

E oet's patron — and of the ideal 
e stands for, through the de- 
scription of the high deeds of 
the poem's hero, to whom the 
patron's ancestry is traced; in 
the Aeneidy for instance, Aeneas' 
son Ascanius is supposedly Au- 
gustus' progenitor. Thus the 
material of epic poetry tradi- 
tionally includes elements of 
glorious prophecy and celebra- 


tion, such as appear in the sixth 
book of the Aeneid. In so far 
as The Faerie Queene (1590, 
1 596 ) , Spenser's unfinished 
masterpiece, is a celebration of 
Elizabeth and generally of Brit- 
ish queenly glory, it is an epic in 
the traditional sense, following 
classical usage by tracing Glo- 
riana's ancestry to Britomart, 
the poem's virtuous female 
knight, while the idea of Glo- 
riana's wedding to Arthur con- 
forms to the tradition that 
made Arthur the progenitor of 
Britain's rulers. 

A more immediate literary in- 
fluence on Spenser, both in 
manner and in matter, was the 
Italian Renaissance epic, in 
which materials from the Car- 
olingian and Arthurian cycles 
had been handled and adapted. 
Of that genre the Italian master 
is Ariosto, in whose poem on the 
love insanity of Roland the 
world of chivalry is contem- 
plated with a complex mixture 
of irony and nostalgia which is 
quite diflicult to describe and 
which has remained unique in 
verse narrative. 

Far from diminishing Spen- 
ser's originality, his indebtedness 
to Ariosto (and others) brings 
his own distinguishing traits into 
sharper evidence. In fact, Spen- 
ser's use of his sources may il- 
lustrate some of the native fea- 
tures of the English Renais- 
sance in general. It is significant 
that when Ariosto's Orlando 
furioso (1532) was translated 
into Elizabetnan English in 
1591, the translator, John Har- 
rington, drew from it elaborate 
moral significance or, as he 
called it, an allegory. True, 
Ariosto's own poem presents a 



hero insane with love and, in 
the end, shows that his wisdom 
and his awareness of the proper 
knightly behavior are restored 
after a period of error; but 
Ariosto had no explicit moral- 
izing intention, and it would 
be hard to extract any precise 
ethical codes from the infinite 
adventures contained in his 
poem. Spenser's poem not only 
implies the moral virtues but, 
among other things, is actually 
about them. In the same way, 
although Ariosto performs all 
the dedicatory motions and pre- 
tends that his patron descends 
from the poem's most virtuous 
hero, there is a perfunctory 
quality in his adulation. But 
Spenser's political allegories are 
more than a superficial homage 
to conventions; they arc part of 
the poem's structure and mean- 
ing. 

Spenser's position is demon- 
strated also by historical and 
biographical facts. Whatever 
may be the details of his career 
as a courtier, and particularly of 
his long service in Ireland, his 
general outlook was inspired by 
a transcendent concept of the 
British monarchy and the na- 
tional glory of which Elizabeth 
was the symbol, and this at- 
titude is reflected in the poem's 
political allegory and in its often 
criticized passages of adulation. 
The awareness of the practical 
shortcomings of politics and of 
the ugly aspects of court life 
could not, we must imagine, 
alter his view any more than the 
weakness of individual prelates 
alters church loyalty in the faith- 
ful. It is often noticed that the 
political allegory in the poem is 
not only less clear but also far 
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less interesting than the moral 
allegory; but obviously the two 
go hand in hand, since an ideally 
governed, God-sanctioned king- 
dom is sustained by the moral 
virtues of its monarch and his 
paladins. Arthur, who was to be 
the hero of the unfinished poem, 
was both the legendary progeni- 
tor of Britain's monarchs and 
the summation of all moral 
virtues. 

Each book of the Faerie 
Queene presents a knight-hero 
who personifies a virtue — ^holi- 
ness, temperance, justice, and 
so on. The presence of an ab- 
stract moral scheme and of such 
'"medieval" methods as allegory 
and personification should not 
make us forget, however, that 
this is a work of poetry — that is, 
one which ultimately stands or 
falls not on the validity of the 
abstract "verities" it contains, 
but on its ability to make our 
reading a lively imaginative ex- 
perience. 

A gentle Knight was pricking on 
the j^laine, 

Ycladd in mightic armes and 
silver shielde, 

Wlierein old dints of deepe 
woundcs did rcmainc, 

Tlie crucll markes of many a 
bloody ficldc. 

Tlie vague mystery of fairy 
tale, the beautiful narrative 
tempo of the stanza, the genuine 
tone of heroic "gentilesse," these 
and countless other elements af- 
fect us in these opening lines 
of the poem long before we 
know who this character is, or 
which virtue he stands for. This 
is not to deny the importance 
of the moral structure and teach- 
ings of the poem; on the con- 
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traty, it is meant to indicate in 
which directions wc should look 
to account for the degree of 
their forccfulncss. The solving 
of the allegorical puzzles will 
not take us very far; convenient 
tags, for that matter, have been 
placed by the poet himself. Wc 
know that Sir Guyon, the hero 
of the passage in our selection, 
stands for temperance, that the 
beasts killed by the palmer stand 
for passionate excesses, and so 
forth. But a full immersion in 
the poem, and understanding of 
it, will involve superseding 
these convenient signposts, as 
builders dispose of scaffoldings, 
and reaching the level where 
poetic and moral impact are 
one. 

The question of aesthetic 
versus moral attraction espe- 
cially interests us here because 
our selection happens to be, to 
a certain extent, a parable of it. 
The selection describes a place 
of pleasure, full of what at first 
sight looks like a profusion of 
colorful attractions and sensu- 
ously beautiful objects — a fairy- 
land transcription, it may super- 
ficially seem, of Renaissance 
sumptuousness and luxuriance. 
All of it, however, turns out to 
be deceptive and unnatural; not 
only is it morally condemnablc 
but it constitutes a basically 
barren sort of beauty. Readers 
have not infrequently observed 
that the manner in which the 
poet presents his spectacle shows 
that he is fundamentally at- 
tracted to it, and hence reveals 
a sort of duplicity in his at- 
titude. Actually, the success of 
this piece consists in the way in 
which Spenser manages per- 
suasively to build the vision of a 


gorgeous sensuality and yet let 
us perceive the almost contin- 
uous underlayer of artificiality, 
impotence, and unfruitfulness. 
Here is Spenser's moral sub- 
stratum wholly resolved into 
poetry. 

CERVANTES, 

DON QUIXOTE 

Although Don Quixote was a 
popular success from the time 
Part I was published in 1605, 
it was only later recognized as 
important literature. This delay 
was due partly to the fact that 
in a period of established and 
well-defined genres like the epic, 
the tragedy, and the pastoral 
romance (Cervantes himself 
tried his hand frequently at 
some of these forms), the un- 
conventional combination of 
elements in Don Quixote re- 
sulted in a work of considerable 
novelty, with the serious aspects 
hidden under a mocking surface. 

The initial and overt purpose 
of the book was to satirize a very 
popular type of literature, the 
romances of chivalry. In those 
long yarns, which had to do 
witli the Carolingian and Ar- 
thurian legends and were full of 
supernatural deeds of valor, im- 
plausible and complicated ad- 
ventures, duels, and enchant- 
ments, the literature which had 
expressed the medieval spirit of 
chivalry and romance had de- 
generated to the same extent to 
which, in our day, certain con- 
ventions of romantic literature 
have degenerated in ^'pulp” fic- 
tion and film melodrama. Up to 
a point, then, what Cervantes 
set out to do was to produce a 
parody, the caricature of a lit- 
erary type. But neither the na- 



ture of his genius nor the par- 
ticular method he chose allowed 
him to limit himself to such a 
relatively simple and direct un- 
dertaking. The actual method 
he followed in order to expose 
the silliness of the romances of 
chivalry was to show to what 
extraordinary consequences they 
would lead a man insanely in- 
fatuated with them, once this 
man set out to live ‘‘now*' ac- 
cording to their patterns of ac- 
tion and belief. So what we have 
is not mere parody or caricature, 
for there is a great deal of dif- 
ference between simply present- 
ing a grotesque version of a story 
dealing with a remote and more 
or less imaginary world, and pre- 
senting a modern man deciding 
to live by the standards of that 
world in a modern and realistic 
context. The first consequence 
is a mingling of two different 
genres. On the one hand, as 
even the beginning reader of 
Don Quixote soon recognizes, 
much of the language and mate- 
rial of the book turns out to 
have the color and intonation of 
the glamorous world of chivalry. 
The fact that that world and 
that tone depend for their exist- 
ence in the book on the powers 
of evocation and self-deception 
of the hero himself, makes them 
no less operative artistically, 
and adds, in fact, an important 
clement of idealization. On the 
other hand, the chivalric world 
is continuously combined with 
the elements of contemporary 
life evoked by the narrator — the 
realities of landscape and talk, 
peasants and nobles, inns and 
highways. So the author can 
draw on two sources, roughly 
the realistic and the romantic, 
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truth and imagination, practical 
facts and metaphysical values. 
In this respect, in his having 
found a way to bring together 
concrete actuality and highly 
ideal values, Cervantes can be 
said to have fathered the mod- 
ern novel. 

The consequences of Cer- 
vantes* invention are more ap- 
parent when the reader begins 
to analyze a little more closely 
the nature of those two worlds, 
the romantic and the realistic, 
or the kind of impact which the 
first exercises on the second, 
'llic hero embodying the world 
of the romances is not, as we 
know, a cavalier of old; he is an 
impoverished country gentle- 
man, adopting that code in the 
'‘modem** world. The code of 
chivalry is not simply and di- 
rectly satirized; it is placed in a 
context different from its native 
one. The result of that new as- 
sociation is a new whole, a new 
unity* The “code** is renovated; 
it is put into a different per- 
spective, given another chance. 

We should remember in this 
connection that in the process 
of deterioration which the ro- 
mances of chivalry had under- 
gone, certain basically attractive 
ideals had become empty con- 
ventions — for instance, the 
ideals of love as devoted “serv- 
ice,** of adventurousness, of 
loyalty to high concepts of valor 
and generosity. In the new con- 
text those values are re-ex- 
amined. Incidentally, Cervantes 
may well have gained a practical 
sense of them in his own life, at 
the time of his early youth, 
when he was a warrior at Le- 
panto (the great victory of the 
European coalition against the 
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‘'infidels''), and a pirates' cap- 
tive. Since he began writing 
Don Quixote in his late fifties, a 
vantage point from which his 
adventurous youth must have 
appeared impossibly remote, a 
factor of nostalgia — which 
could hardly have been present 
in a pure satire — may well have 
entered into his composition of 
the work. Furthermore, had 
Cervantes undertaken a direct 
caricature of the romance genre, 
the serious and noble values of 
chivalry could not have been 
made apparent except nega- 
tively, but in the context de- 
vised by him in Don Quixote 
they find a way to assert them- 
selves positively also. 

The book in its development 
is, to a considerable extent, the 
story of that assertion — of the 
impact that Don Quixote's re- 
vitalization of the chivalric code 
has on a contemporary world. 
We must remember, of course, 
that there is ambiguity in the 
way that assertion is made; it 
works slowly on the reader, as 
his own discovery rather than as 
the narrator's open suggestion. 
Actually, whatever attraction the 
chivalric world of his hero's 
vision may have had for Cer- 
vantes, he does not openly sup- 
port Don Quixote at all; he 
even seems at times to go further 
in repudiating him than he 
needs to, for the hero is oEcially 
insane, and the narrator never 
tires of reminding us of this. 
One critic has described the at- 
titude he affects toward his crea- 
ture as “animosity." Neverthe- 
less, by the very magniloquence 
and, often, the extraordinary co- 
herence and beauty which the 
narrator allows his hero to dis- 


play in his speeches in defense 
of his vision and of his code, we 
are gradually led to discover for 
ourselves the serious and im- 
portant elements these contain; 
in fact, we suspect that the “ani- 
mosity" ultimately does nothing 
but intensify our interest in Don 
Quixote and our sympathy for 
him. And in that process we 
are, as audience, simply repeat- 
ing the cxpcricnecs which many 
characters are having on the 
“stage" of the book, in their re- 
lationships with him. 

Generally speaking, the en- 
counters between the ordinary 
world and Don Quixote arc en- 
counters between the world of 
reality and that of illusion, be- 
tween reason and imagination, 
ultimately between the world in 
which action is prompted by ma- 
terial considerations and inter- 
ests, and a world in which ac- 
tion IS prompted by ideal mo- 
tives. Our selections exemplify 
these aspects of the experience. 
Among the first adventures are 
some which have most contrib- 
uted to popularize the Don 
Quixote legend: he sees wind- 
mills and decides they are giants; 
country inns become castles; 
flocks of sheep, armies. Though 
the conclusions of such episodes 
often have the ludicrousness of 
slapstick comedy, there is a pow- 
erfully imposing quality about 
Don Quixote's insanity: his mad- 
ness always has method, a com- 
manding persistence and coher- 
ence. And there is perhaps an 
inevitable sense of moral gran- 
deur in the spectacle of anyone 
remaining so unflinchingly faith- 
ful to his own vision. The world 
of “reason" may win in point of 
fact, but a residue of moral su- 



periority is left with Quixote. 

Besides, we increasingly realize 
that his own manner of action 
has greatness in itself, and not 
only the greatness of persistence: 
his purpose is to redress wrongs, 
to come to the aid of the af- 
flicted, to offer generous help, to 
challenge danger and practice 
valor. And we finally feci the 
impact of the arguments which 
sustain his action — for example, 
in the section from Part II fthe 
episode of the lions) in which 
he expounds '*the meaning of 
valor.’' The ridiculousness of the 
situation is counterbalanced by 
the basic seriousness of Quixote’s 
motives; his notion of courage 
for the sake of courage appears, 
and is recognized, as singularly 
noble, a sort of generous display 
of integrity in a world usually 
run on a lower plane. Thus the 
distinction between ''reason” and 
"madness,” truth and illusion, 
becomes, to say the least, ambig- 
uous. Don Quixote’s delusions 
are indeed exposed, once they 
are checked against hard facts, 
but the authority of such facts 
is, morally, questionable. 

The effectiveness of Don 
Quixote’s conduct and vision is 
seen most clearly in his relation 
with Sancho Panza. An attempt 
to define that relation will be 
the best way for the student to 
come to grips with the book. It 
would be rather crude oversim- 
plification to say that Don 
Quixote and Sancho represent 
illusion and reality, the world of 
the abstract and insane code of 
knight-errantry in contrast with 
the present world of down-to- 
earth practicalities. Actually 
Sancho, though his nature is 
strongly defined by such ele- 
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ments as his common sense, his 
earthy speech, his simple phrases 
studded with proverbs set against 
the hero's magniloquence, is 
mainly characterized in his de- 
velopment by the degree to 
which he believes in his mas- 
ter. He is caught in the snare 
of Don Quixote’s vision; the 
seeds of the imaginative life 
are successfully implanted in 
him. 

The impact on Sancho of 
Quixote's view of life serves 
uierefore to illustrate one of the 
important aspects of the hero 
and, wc may finally say, one of 
the imjiortant aspects of Renais- 
sance literature: the attempt, 
finally frustrated but extremely 
attractive as long as it lasts, of 
the individual mind to produce 
a vision and a system of its own, 
in a world which often seems to 
have lost a universal frame of 
reference and an ultimately sat- 
isfactory sense of the value and 
nieanin| of action. What Don 
Quixote presents is a vision of 
a world which, for all its aber- 
rant qualities, appears generally 
to be more colorful and more 
thrilling, and also, incidentally, 
to be inspired by more honor- 
able rules of conduct, than the 
world of ordinary people, "real- 
ism,” current affairs, private in- 
terests, easy jibes, and petty 
pranks. It is a world in which 
actions are performed out of a 
sense of their beauty and excite- 
ment, not for the sake of their 
utility or, as we would say now, 
of their practicality. It is, again, 
the world as stage, animated by 
“folly”; in this case the lights 
go out at the end, an end which 
is "reasonable” and therefore 
gloomy. Sancho provides the 
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major example of one who is 
exposed to that vision and ab- 
sorbs that light while it lasts. 
How successfully he has done so 
is seen during the hero’s death 
scene, in which he begs of his 
master not to die but to con- 
tinue the play, as has been sug- 
gested, in a new dress. But at 
that final point the hero is 
‘‘cured” and killed, and Sancho 
is restored to the petty interests 
of the world as he can see it by 
his own lights, after the cord 
connecting him to his imagina- 
tive master is cut by the latter’s 
‘‘repentance” and death. 

SHAKESPEARE, HAMLET 

It is natural to include Hmn- 
Zef (1601 ) in a selection of Ren- 
aissance literature because the 
play is undoubtedly the work of 
the English Renaissance which 
most clearly belongs to the lit- 
erary consciousness of the world 
in general. Probably no charac- 
ter in Renaissance literature is 
more familiar to world audi- 
ences than Shakespeare’s Ham- 
let; and he belongs to the world 
also in the sense that some of 
the influential interpretations of 
his nature have been developed 
outside the country and lan- 
guage of his ongin, the most 
famous being the one offered by 
Goethe in Wilhelm Meister, 
The unparalleled reputation of 
the work may also have certain 
nonliterary causes — for instance, 
the fact that it is a play of which 
the central r 61 e is singularly 
cherished bv actors in all lan- 
guages as trie test of stardom; 
and, conversely, the fact that 
audiences sometimes content 
themselves with a rather vague 
notion of the work as a whole 


and concentrate on the attrac- 
tively problematical and elo- 
quent hero, and on the actor 
impersonating him, waiting for 
his famous soliloquies as a cer- 
tain type of operagocr waits for 
the next aria of his favorite 
singer. But along with the im- 
pact of the protagonist, there 
are other and deeper reasons 
why the world in general should 
naturally have given Hamlet its 
place in the common patri- 
mony of literature. It is a drama 
which concerns personages of 
superior station, and the con- 
flicts and problems associated 
with men of high degree 
(themes which, incidentally, are 
encountered only rarely in liter- 
ature nowadays); and it reveals 
these problems in terms of a 
particular family. Although clas- 
sicist critics considered Shake- 
speare “irregular’" and there- 
fore, in a quite external sense, 
untraditional, the matter of 
Hamlet belongs to a great and 
recognizable tradition, present- 
ing as it does an individual and 
domestic dimension along with 
a public one — the pattern of 
family conflict within the larger 
pattern of the polis — like the 
plays of antiquity which dealt 
with the Theban myth, such as 
King Oedipus, 

This public dimension of 
Hamlet helps us see it, for our 
present purposes, in relation to 
the literature of the Renaissance. 
For the framework within which 
the characters are presented and 
come into conflict is a court — in 
spite of the Danish locale and 
the relatively remote period of 
the action, a plainly Renaissance 
court exhibiting the structure of 
interests to which Machiavelli’s 



Prince has potently drawn our 
attention. There is a ruler hold- 
ing power, and much of the 
action is related to questions 
concerning the nature of that 
power — the way in which he has 
acquired it, and the ways in 
which it can be preserved. More- 
over, there is a courtly structure: 
the King has several courtiers 
around him, among whom Ham- 
let, the heir apparent, is only the 
most prominent. 

We have seen some of the 
forms of the Renaissance court 
pattern in earlier selections: in 
Castiglione, Rabelais, Machia- 
velli. The court served as the 
ruling nucleus of the polity, as 
an arena for conflicts of interest 
and of wit, as a setting for the 
cultivation and codification of 
aristocratic virtues (valor, physi- 
cal and intellectual brilliance, 
‘'courtesy'*). The basic positives 
of the cult of human achieve- 
ment on earth, so prominent in 
the Renaissance, were given in 
courtly life their characteristic 
field of action and their testing 
ground. And as we have ob- 
served, the negatives (melan- 
choly, sense of void and purpose- 
lessness) also emerged there. 

Examining Hamlet^ we soon 
realize that its temper belongs 
more to the negative than to the 
positive phase of the Renais- 
sance. Certain outstanding forms 
of human endeavor (the estab- 
lishment of earthly power, the 
display of gallantry, the confident 
attempt of the mind to grasp 
the world's picture and inspire 
purposeful action), which else- 
where are presented as highly 
worth while, or are at least so- 
berly discussed in terms of their 
value and limits, seem to be 
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caught here in a condition of 
disorder and accompanied by a 
sense of vanity and void. 

The way in which the state 
and the court of Denmark are 
presented is significant: they are 
shown in images of disease and 
rottenness. And here again, ex- 
cessive stress on the protagonist 
himself must be avoided. His 
position as denouncer of the pre- 
vailing decadence, and the major 
basis for his denunciation — the 
murder of his father, which 
leads to his desire to obtain re- 
venge and purify the court by 
destroying the present king — are 
central elements in the play; but 
they are not the whole play. 
The public situation is indi- 
cated, and Marcellus has pro- 
nounced his famous “Something 
is rotten . . . before Hamlet 
has talked to the Ghost and 
learned the Ghost's version of 
events. jMoreover, the sense of 
outside jdangers and internal dis- 
ruption ' everywhere transcends 
the p^sional story of Hamlet, of 
the revCTige, of Claudius' crime; 
these arc simply the signs of the 
breakdown, portents of a gen- 
eral situation. In this sense, we 
may tentatively say that the gen- 
eral theme of the play has to do 
with a kingdom, a society, a 
polls, going to pieces; or even 
more, with its realization that it 
has gone to pieces already. Con- 
comitant with this is a sense of 
the vanity of those forms of 
human endeavor and power of 
which the kingdom and the 
court are symbols. 

The tone which the dramatist 
wants to establish is evident 
from the opening scenes: the 
night air is full of dread pre- 
monitions; sentinels turn their 
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eyes toward the outside world, 
from which threats are coming; 
meantime, the Ghost has already 
made his appearance inside, a 
sinister omen. The kingdom, as 
we proceed, is presented in 
terms which are an almost point 
by point reversal of the ideal. 
Claudius, the pater patriae and 
pater familias, whether we be- 
lieve the Ghost’s indictment or 
not (Hamlet does not necessar- 
ily, and some of his famous in- 
decision has been attributed to 
his seeking evidence of the 
Ghost’s truthfulness before act- 
ing), by marrying the Queen 
has committed an act which ac- 
cording to the code of the pro- 
tagonist is corrupt. There is an 
overwhelming sense of disinte- 
gration in the body of the state, 
visible in the first court assem- 
bly and in all subsequent ones: 
in their various ways the two 
courtiers, Hamlet and Laertes, 
are aliens, thinking of departure; 
they offer, around their king, a 
picture which is quite unlike 
that of the conventional pala- 
dins, supports of the throne, in a 
well-manned and well-mannered 
court. (In Rabelais’ ‘‘kingdom," 
when Grangousier is ruler, the 
pattern is also a courtly and 
knightly one, but the young heir, 
Gargantua, who is like Hamlet a 
university student, readily aban- 
dons his studies to answer the 
fatherland’s call; here the direc- 
tion is the opposite.) 

On the other hand, as in all 
late and decadent phases of a 
social or artistic structure (the 
court in a sense is both ) , instead 
of the substance we have the 
semblance, the ornate and 
empty fagades, of which the 
more enlightened members of 


the group are mockingly aware. 
Thus Polonius, who after Ham- 
let is the major figure in the 
King’s retinue, is presented sa- 
tirically in his empty formalities 
of speech and conventional 
norms of behavior. And there 
are numerous instances (Osric is 
one) of manners being replaced 
by mannerisms. Hence the way 
in which courtly life is repre- 
sented in the play suggests al- 
ways the hollow, the fractured, 
the crooked. The traditional 
forms and institutions of gentle 
living, and all the pomps and 
solemnities, are marred by cor- 
ruption and distortion. Court- 
ship and love are reduced to 
Hamlet’s mockery of a “civil 
conversation" in the play scene, 
his phrases carrying not Casti- 
glione’s Platonic loftiness and 
the repartee of “gentilcsse," but 
punning undercurrents of bawd- 
iness. The theater, a traditional 
institution of courtly living, is 
“politically” used by the hero as 
a device to expose the King’s 
crime. There are elements of 
macabre caricature in the play’s 
treatment of the solemn theme 
of death (see, for instance, the 
manner of Polonius’ death, 
which is a sort of sarcastic ver- 
sion of a cloak-and-dagger scene; 
or the effect of the clownish 
gravediggers’ talk). Finally, the 
arms tournament, the typical oc- 
casion for the display of cour- 
tiers’ gallantry in front of their 
king, is here turned by the 
scheming of the King himself 
into the play’s conclusive scene 
of carnage. And the person who, 
on the King’s behalf, invites 
Hamlet to tnat feast is Osric, 
the “waterfly,” the caricature of 
the hollow courtier. 



This sense of corruption and 
decadence dominates the gen- 
eral temper of the action in the 
play, and it obviously qualifies 
the character of Hamlet, his in- 
decision, his sense of vanity and 
disenchantment with the world 
he lives in. In him the relation 
between thought and deed, in- 
tent and realization, is confused 
in the same way that the norms 
and institutions which would 
regulate the life of a well-ordered 
court have been deprived of 
their original purpose and 
beauty. He and the King are the 
two ‘‘mighty opposites,'' and it 
can be argued that against Ham- 
let's indecision and negativism 
the King presents a more posi- 
tive scheme of action, at least in 
the purely Machiavellian sense, 
at the level of practical power 
politics. But even this conclu- 
sion will prove only partly true. 
There are indeed moments in 
which all that the King seems 
to wish for himself is to forget 
the past and rule honorably. He 
advises Hamlet not to mourn his 
father excessively, for melan- 
choly is not according to “na- 
ture." He shows on various oc- 
casions a high and competent 
conception of his office: a cul- 
minating instance is the coura- 
geous and cunning way in which 
he confronts and handles 
Laertes' wrath. The point can 
be made that since his life is 
obviously threatened by Hamlet 
(who was seeking to kill him 
when by mistake he killed Po- 
lonius instead), the King acts 
within a legitimate pattern of 
politics in wanting to have Ham- 
let liquidated. But this argu- 
ment cannot be carried so far 
as to demonstrate that he repre- 
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sents a fully positive attitude to- 
ward life anci the world, even in 
the strictly amoral terms of 
power technique. For in fact his 
action is corroded by an element 
alien to that technique — the vex- 
ations of his own conscience. In 
spite of his energy and his ex- 
trovert qualities he too becomes 
part of the negative picture of 
disruption, and lacks concentra- 
tion of purpose. The images of 
decay and putrescence which 
characterize the general picture 
of his court extend to his own 
speech: his “offense," in his own 
words, “smells to heaven." 

To conclude, Hamlet as a 
Renaissance tragedy presents a 
world particularly “out of joint," 
a world which, having lost long 
ago the sense of a grand extra- 
temporal design which was so 
important to the medieval man 
(to Hamlet the thought of the 
afterlife is even more puzzling 
and daik than that of this life), 
looks With an even greater sense 
of disenchantment at the circle 
of temporal action symbolized 
by the kingdom and the court 
These could have offered certain 
codes of conduct and certain 
objects of allegiance which 
would have given individual ac- 
tion its purposefulness, but now 
their order has been destroyed. 
Ideals which once had power 
and freshness have lost their 
vigor under the impact of sati- 
ety, doubt, and melancholy. 

Since communal values are so 
degraded, it is natural to ask in 
the end whether some alterna- 
tive attempt at a settlement can 
be seen, with Hamlet, like other 
Renaissance heroes, adopting an 
individual code of conduct, how- 
ever extravagant. On the whole. 
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Hamlet seems too steeped in his There is no doubt that while 
own hopelessness, and in the in the play certain positive vir- 
courtly mechanism to which he tues — such as friendship, loy- 
inevitably belon;5S, to be able to alty, and truthfulness — ^are rep- 

save himself through some sort resented by the very prominent 

of personal intellectual and Horatio, who will live on to give 
moral compromise or through a true report of Hamlet, in For- 
his own version of total escape tinbras the ideals of gallant 
or total dream; for his antic dis- knighthood, which in the pres- 
position is a strategy, his “folly*' ent court have been so cor- 
is political. Still, the usual tern- rupted and lost, seem to have 
per of his brooding and often been preserved at their purest, 
moralizing speech, his melan- And he has, of course, Hamlet's 
choly and dissatisfaction, his “dying voice." Earlier, in Act 
very desire for revenge, do seem IV, Scene 4. Hamlet has seen 
to imply an aspiration toward him move with his army toward 
some form of moral beauty, a an enterprise characterized by 
nostalgia for a world — as the the flimsincss of its material re- 
King his father's must have wards. In a world where all mat- 
been — of clean allegiances and ter seems corrupt, Hamlet's qual- 
respected codes of honor. One ified sympathy for that gratui- 
thing worth examining in this tous display of honor for honor's 
connection is his attitude to- sake, of valor “even for an egg- 
ward Fortinbras. Fortinbras is a shell," of death braved “for a 
marginal character, but our at- fantasy," calls to mind some of 
tention is emphatically drawn to the serious aspects of the Quix- 
him both at the very opening otic code, 
and at the very close of the play. 

LIVES, WRITINGS, AND CRITICISM 
Biographical and critical works are listed only if they are available in English. 

DESiDERius ERASMUS Blount, Baron Mountjoy, he paid a 

Life and Writings. Born out of first visit to England in 1499-1500 
wedlock to a physician’s daughter and and met Thomas More and John Colet, 
a father who later became a priest, in the latter encouraging him toward 
1466?, apparently at Rotterdam, for serious theological study and a direct 
he later referred to himself as Deside- scholarly approach to the early Church 
rius Erasmus Rotcrodamus. He was Fathers. In the following years he 
ichooled at Gouda, then at Deventer, traveled on the Continent, stopping for 
where Humanistic masters fostered his an interval at Louvain, his first collec- 
love of good letters After both parents tion of Adages {Adagia, short sayinp 
died, his guardians sent him, with an from classical authors) appeared in 
older brother, to Hertogenbosch and Paris in 1500, and his Handbook of 

later to the Augustinian Canons at the Christian Kmght {Enchiridion 

Steyn, although his desire had been to militis christiam), a pica for the return 
enter a university He was ordained a to primitive Christian simplicity, was 
priest on April 25, I4Q2 His Humanis- published at Antwerp in 1504. After a 

tic aspirations found an outlet in 1494 second visit to England in 1505-1506, 

when ne became Latin secretary to during which he met Warham, the 

Henry of Bergen, bishop of Cambrai, archbishop of Canterbury, a chance to 
through whose help, in 1495, he en- act as tutor to the son of Henry VII’s 
tered the college of Montaigu at the physician, Boeri, enabled him to ful- 
University of Paris. College discipline fill the humanist’s aspiration to visit 
was very strict, but in the following Italy. There he spent some time at 
year Erasmus had lodgings in town and the universities of Turin (where he re- 
received pupils. With a pupil, William ceived a doctorate of theology) and 



Bologna, visited Padua and Florence, 
and conversed with high church digni- 
taries in Rome; in Venice, Aldo Ma- 
nuzio. the great Humanistic printer, be- 
came a friend and published the en- 
larged Adages In 1509 he returned to 
England; he wrote there in that year 
the Praise of Folly (Moriae encomium). 
During this third and longest residence 
(until 1514) he lectured in Greek and 
divinity at ('ambridge and completed 
his work on the Greek New Testa- 
ment. After leaving England, Erasmus, 
whose life offers the highest illustration 
of the type of the cosmopolitan Human- 
ist, particularly in his wish to unite 
Humanistic learning and religious piety, 
continued to travel on the Continent, 
finally making his most permanent home 
in Basel, a center whose cultural im- 
portance cannot be overestimated, es- 
pecially as the seat of the printing 
house of Frobenius, whose general 
editor Erasmus became. In 1529 re- 
ligious disturbances and the victories 
of the Swiss reformers caused him to 
move to Freiburg in the Breisgau, the 
German university town in the Black 
Forest. Erasmus’ attitude toward the 
reformers (Luther in Germany. Zwingli 
in Switzerland) was typical: after hav- 
ing tried to promote an impartial ar- 
bitration of the question between 
Luther and the Roman church, he was 
alienated by excesses on both sides. 
The shattering news of More’s execution 
in England reached him in Freiburg. He 
returned to Basel in 1535 and died 
there in July, 1536. Besides his literary 
works and pamphlets, his editions of the 
Church Fathers, and the like, his letters 
(about three thousand) are an impor- 
tant document of the cultural life of 
the period. 

Biography and Criticism. P. S. 
Allen, The Age of Erasmus, 1914, and 
Erasmus, Lectures and Wayfaring 
Sketches, 1934; The Praise of Folly 
by Desiderius Erasmus, edited by 
Leonard F. Dean, a new translation, 
with introduction and notes, 1946; 
Christopher Hollis, Erasmus, 1933; 
Johan Huizinga, Erasmus, 1924; Joseph 
Mangan, The Life, Character and In- 
fluence of Desiderius Erasmus, 1926; 
Preserved Smith, Erasmus, 1923; Stefan 
Zweig, Erasmus, 1934. 

BALDESAR CASTIGLIONS 

Life and Writings. Born at Casa- 
tico, near Mantua, in 1487. His father, 
Cristoforo, was a courtier, and his 
mother was a Gonzaga, related to the 
lords of Mantua. He received a Human- 
istic education in Milan. From 1499 to 

1503 he was in the service of Francesco 
Gonzaga, lord of Mantua, and from 

1504 to 1513 he was at Urbino in the 
service (diplomatic and military) of 
Guidobaldo da Montefeltro (whose wife 
was a Gonzaga) and of Frances**'' 
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Maria della Rove re, by whom he wag 
made a count. In 1506 he went to 
England on an embassy to the court 
of Henry VII, from whom he received, 
on behalf of his lord, the Order of the 
Garter, and to whom he presented a 
painting by Raphael. In 1515 he was 
again with the Gonzagas, who made 
him their ambassador to Pope Leo X 
(Giovanni de* Medici). In Rome his 
friends included Raphael and Michel- 
angelo, and he saw Renaissance social 
and intellectual life at its most brilliant; 
he thus not only codified the ideal of 
the refined and ‘‘virtuous” courtier but 
also embodied it. In 1525 Pope Clement 
VIl made him his ambassador to the 
court of Emperor Charles V in Spain. 
Castiglione’s premature death there, at 
Toledo in 1529, was probably caused in 
part by sorrow at his failure to foresee 
the Emperor’s designs as they most dra- 
matically took shape in the “sack of 
Rome” in 1527. The Book of the 
Courtier {11 Hbro del cortegiano), in 
which the court of Urbino is idealized, 
was written between 1508 and 1516 
and published, after constant revisions, 
in 1528 in Venice. 

Biography and Criticism. Julia 
Cartwright Ady, Baldassare Castigliono, 
the Perfect Courtier: His Life and 
Letters, 1908; Ralph Roeder, The Man 
of the Renaissance; Four Lawgivers: 
Savonarola, MachiavelU, Castiglione, 
Aretino, 1 19S3 ; Wilhelm Schenk, “The 
Cortegiano and the Civilization of the 
Renaiasabce,” Scrutiny, XVI, Summer, 
1949, 93-103. 

KiCCOLd MACHIAVEI.LI 

Lir« Writings. Born in Florence 
on May 3, 1469. His father was a 
jurist and owned some land. Little is 
known, of his schooling; it is obvious 
from his work that he knew the Latin 
and Italian writers well. He entered 
public life in 1494 as a clerk, and from 
1498 to 1512 was secretary to the 
second chancery of the commune of 
Florence, whose magistrates were in 
charge of internal and war affairs. In 
connection with the duties of this post, 
during the war against Pisa he dealt 
with military problems firsthand, at this 
time forming his aversion to mercenary 
troops. He went on many diplomatic 
missions — among others, to King Louis 
XII of France, in 1500, and in 1502 
to Cesare Borgia, whose ruthless con- 
quest of the Romagna he described in 
a booklet showing direct insight into 
the type of the amoral and technically 
efficient “prince.” In 1506 he went on 
a mission to Pope Julius II, whose ex- 
pedition into the Romagna he followed 
closely. From his missions to Emperor 
Maximilian (1508) and again to the 
king of France (1509) he drew his two 
books of observations or Portraits 
{Ritratti) of the affairs of those coun- 
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tries — Ritratto delle cose della Magna, 
written in 1508; and Ritratto di cose di 
Francia, written in 1510. Pre-eminently 
a student of politics and an observer, 
he endeavored to apply his experience 
of other states to the strengthening of 
his own, Uie Florentine Republic, and 
busied himself in 1507 with the estab- 
lishment of a Florentine militia, en- 
countering great difficulties. When the 
republican regime came to an end, 
Machiavelli lost his post and was 
banned from the city though forbidden 
to leave Florentine territory; the new 
regime under the Medici accused him 
unjustly of conspiracy, and he was re- 
leased only after a period of imprison- 
ment and torture. To the time of his 
exile spent near San Casciano, a few 
miles from Florence, where he retired 
with his wife, Marietta Corsini, and 
five children, we owe the major works: 
the Discourses on the First Ten Books 
of Livy (Discorsi sopra la prima deca 
di Tito Livio, 1513-1521) and The 
Prince {11 principe')\ the latter was 
written in 1513, with the hope of ob- 
taining public office from the Medici. In 
1520 he was employed on an insignifi- 
cant commercial mission to Lucca; in 
the same year he was commissioned to 
write a history of Florence, which he 
presented in 1525 to the Pope, Clement 
VII (Giulio de’ Medici). He was sent 
on a mission to the papal president of 
the Romagna, who happened to be the 
great historian Francesco Guicciardini; 
and in 1526, conscious of imminent dan- 
gers, he was employed in the work for 
the military fortifications of Florence. 
The fate of the Medici at that point 
was connected with the larger struggle 
beween King Francis I of France and 
the Holy Roman emperor, Charles V. 
Pope Clement’s siding with the king of 
France led to the disastrous “sack of 
Rome”; the repercussion in Florence 
was the collapse of Medici domination. 
With the re-establishment of the re- 
public Machiavelli’s hopes rose, but 
they came to naught because he now 
was regarded as a Medici sympathizer. 
This last disappointment may have ac- 
celerated his end. He died on June 22, 
1527, and was buried in the church of 
Santa Croce. He has a place in litera- 
ture also for a short novel and two 
plays, one of which, The Mandrake {La 
tnandragola), first performed in the 
early lS20*s, is among the most out- 
standing Italian comedies. 

Biography and Criticism. Ernst 
Cassirer, The Myth of the State, 1946; 
Allan H. Gilbert, Machiavelli* s Prince 
and Its Forerunners, 1938; Ettore Janni, 
Machiavelli, 1930; Giuseppe Prezzolini, 
NkcOlb Machiavelli the Florentine, 
1928; Ralph Roeder, The Man of the 
Renaissance: Four Lawgivers: Savona- 


rola, Machiavelli, Castiglione, Aretino, 
1933. Pasquale Villari, The Life and 
Times of Niccold Machiavelli, 1929. 

FRANQOIS RABELAIS 

Life and Writings. Born probably 
about 1494-1495 into a middle-class 
landowning family at La Devinifere, near 
Chinon in the province of Touraine. 
The father was a successful lawyer. 
Rabelais apparently saw in a monastic 
career an opportunity for study; he 
was trained as a novice in the 
Franciscan order in the monastery of 
La Baumette at Angers. Later, as a 
monk in the Franciscan monastery of 
Puy-Saint-Martin at Fontenay-le-Comte, 
he busied himself especially with the 
“new learning” (Greek and other Hu- 
manistic studies), which was suspect to 
conventional theologians. In 1524 he 
obtained authorization from Pope Clem- 
ent VII to transfer to the less strict 
B^edictine order. He had close and 
continuous contacts, both personal and 
epistolary, with prominent Humanists 
and jurists. He probably studied law at 
Poitiers. Between 152 7 and 1530 he 
seems to have traveled considerably, and 
probably to have studied medicine at 
the University of Paris, a supposition 
warranted by the fact that when in 
1530 he entered the University of 
Montpellier as a medical student, he re- 
ceived the degree of bachelor of medi- 
cine in two months. In 1532 he was a 
physician in the important hospital of 
the Pont-du-Rhone, at Lyon, and prac- 
ticed medicine with success. In the 
same year he published, under the name 
of Alcofribas Nasicr, an anagram of 
his own name, the volume of Panta- 
gruel which now constitutes Book II 
of Gargantua and Pantagruel. The story 
of Gargantua, the present Book I, ap- 
peared in 1534. In that year Rabelais 
traveled to Rome as personal physician 
to Jean du Bellay, then bishop of Paris 
and later a cardinal. In Rome in 1536 
Rabelais obtained papal absolution for 
having discarded the monk’s robe with- 
out authorization; later in the same 
year, back in France, his status became 
that of a secular priest. In 1537 he 
received his doctorate of medicine at 
Montpellier and held lectures there, 
using the Greek physicians’ texts in the 
original. In the following years he 
traveled widely, and also acquired some 
standing at court, holding a minor post 
in the retinue of King Francis I. In 
1538 he witnessed the historical meeting 
between Francis and Charles V at 
Aigues-Mortes. Court contacts helped 
him counteract the condemnations of his 
literary work by the theologians of 
the Sorbonne. The. seriousness of his 
difficulties — ^arising out of accusations of 
heresy and leanings toward the Refor- 
mation — ^varied according to the pro- 



tection that the court could grant him, 
and his own success in compromising. 
After Book 111 of Gargantua and Pan- 
tagruel (1546) was banned, he resided 
for two years in voluntary exile at 
Metz. He was in Rome again in 1548, 
and in 1551 he was appointed to the 
two curacies of Saint-Martin-de-Meudon 
and Saint-Cristophe-de-Jambet, both of 
which he resigned early in 1553 because 
of ill health. The tradition is that he 
died in Paris, in the Rue des Jardins, 
probably in April of that year. Book 
IV of Gargantua and Pantagruelt which 
had appeared in 1552, had also been 
banned; a fifth Book, of doubtful 
authenticity, appeared in 1562-1564. 

Biography and Criticism. Anatole 
France, Francois Rabelais, 1929; A. 
J. Nock and C. R. Wilson, Frangois 
Rabelais: The Man and His Work, 
1929; Jean Plattard, The Life of 
Rabelais, 1930; Samuel Putman, Rab~ 
elais, Man of the Renaissance, 1930; 
Francis Watson, Laughter for Pluto: 
A Book about Rabelais, 1933. 

BENVENUTO CELLINI 

Life and Writings. Born in Florence 
on November 1. 1500; his father. 
Giovanni, a musician and architect, 
wished the son to be a musician, but 
Benvenuto trained himself as a gold- 
amith and silversmith. An extraordinary 
craftsman and a very temperamental 
man, he early showed his inclination to 
produce refined objects of art and to 
indulge in violent quarrels; it was his 
involvement in a brawl in 1523 that 
compelled him to escape from Florence 
(dressed as a monk) and find refuge in 
Rome. His Roman residence, interrupted 
by several journeys, covered the years 
1521-1540. Here he was a participant 
in the historical events (including the 
“sack of Rome,’' 1527) of which he 
gives a colorful account in his auto- 
biography, while the most outstanding 
private event was his killing of his 
bitter enemy Pompeo de’ Capitancis. 
Both Pope Clement VII and his suc- 
cessor, Paul III (Alessandro Farnese), 
were his patrons. Pier Luigi Farnese, 
the son of Paul III, was his enemy and 
successfully accused him of theft. Con- 
sequently Cellini was imprisoned in 
Castel Sant’Angelo, whence he once es- 
caped; he was caught again and placed 
in a particularly horrible cell, where 
he claims to have received supernatural 
visions and where he composed religious 
poems and drew an effigy of Christ in 
coal on a wall. During a journey some 
time before, he had become acquainted 
with the king of France, Francis I, who 
was now instrumental in his liberation. 
Cellini spent the years 1540-1545 in 
France, working with his apprentices in 
the castle of the Petit Nesle. In 1545 he 
moved back to Florence, where his 
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patron was the duke of Florence, Co- 
simo de’ Medici, and where he stayed 
until his death. The major achievements 
of this long last period were in the 
arts; his culminating triumph was at 
the dedication, in April, 1554, in the 
Piazza della Signoria, of the statue of 
Perseus, to the casting of which he had 
devoted heroic efforts. As thanksgiving 
for that great success he went on a 
week’s pilgrimage. One of his last 
works was the white crucifix on a black 
cross whkh is now at the Escorial. He 
was long ill and died poor in February, 
1571; he is buried in the church of the 
Santissima Annunziata in Florence. The 
Autobiography {La vita di Benvenuto 
Cellini), mainly dictated to an appren- 
tice, was begun in 1558 and reaches 
only the year 1562. It was first printed 
in 1728 and soon became famous. It 
was translated into German by Goethe. 

Biography and Criticism. Cellini’s 
best biography is, of course, the one 
written by himself. See also Royal Cor- 
tissoz, Benvenuto Cellini, Artist and 
Writer, 1906. 

MICHEL DE MONTAIGNE 

Life and Writings. Michel Eyquem 
de Montaigne was born on February 
28, 1533, in the castle of Montaigne (in 
the Bordeaux region), which had been 
bought by his great-grandfather and 
from which his family of traders de- 
rived their surname. His father, Pierre 
Eyquem, was for two terms mayor of 
Bordeauk and had fought in Italy under 
King Francis I. The writer’s inclina- 
tion to tolerance and naturalness may 
have had its origin in certain aspects of 
his background and early training; his 
mother, of Spanish-Jewish descent, was 
a Protestant, as were his brother Beaure- 
gard and his sister Jeanne; the third 
of nine children, Michel himself, like his 
other brothers and sisters, was raised a 
Catholic. His father, though no man of 
learning, had unconventional ideas of 
upbringing; Michel, who had a peasant 
nurse and peasant godparents, was 
awakened in the morning by the sound 
of music and had Latin taught him as 
his mother tongue, by a German tutor. 
At six he went to the famous College de 
Guienne at Bordeaux; later he studied 
law, probably at Toulouse. In his 
youth he already knew court life first- 
hand. (At the court celebrations at 
Rouen for the majority of Charles IX 
in 1560, he saw among other things the 
cannibals, brought from Brazil, who 
became the subject of the famous 
essay.) In 1557 he was a member of the 
Bordeaux parliament; during that pe- 
riod he formed the deepest friendship of 
his life, with the young nobleman and 
fellow lawyer Etienne de la Boetie, who 
was to die a few years later. During his 
friend’s last illness, Montaigne assisted 
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him day and night despite the con- 
tagiousness of the disease. In 1S65 he 
married FranQOise de la Chassaigne, 
daughter of a colleague in the Bordeaux 
parliament, to whom he was temperately 
attached. It is difficult to say whether 
disappointed political ambitions con- 
tributed in any relevant measure to 
Montaigne’s decision to ^‘retire” at 
thirty-eight to his castle of Montaigne 
and devote himself to meditation and 
writing. At any rate, his residence there 
had various interruptions. The country 
was split between the Protestants, led 
by Henry of Navarre, and two Catholic 
factions: those faithful to the reigning 
Valois kings (first Charles IX and then 
Henry III), and the “leaguers’’ or 
followers of the house of Guise. In the 
midst of such conflicts Montaigne’s atti- 
tude was balanced and conservative 
(both Henry III of Valois and Henry 
of Navarre bestowed honors upon him), 
though his sympathies went to the un- 
fanatical Navarre, the future founder 
of the Bourbon dynasty as Henry IV. 
In 1574 Montaigne attempted to medi- 
ate an agreement between him and the 
Duke of Guise. In 1580 he undertook a 
journey through Switzerland, Germany, 
Italy (partly to cure his gallstones), 
and while in Italy he received news that 
he had been appointed mayor of Bor- 
deaux. He held that office competently 
for two terms (1581-1585). Toward 
the end of his life he began an im- 
portant friendship with the intelligent 
and ardently devoted Marie de Gournay, 
who became a kind of adopted daughter 
and was his literary executrix. When 
his favorite, Henry of Navarre, who 
had visited him twice in his castle, be- 
came king, Montaigne expressed his 
joy, though he refused Henry’s offers of 
money; he did not live to witness in 
Paris, as he probably would have, the 
entry of the king turned Catholic 
(“Paris is well worth a Mass”) for he 
died on September 13, 1592; he was 
buried in a church in Bordeaux. The 
Essays (Essais), which Montaigne 
started as a collection of interesting 
quotations, observations, remarkable 
events, and the like, and slowly de- 
veloped to their large form and bulk, 
are divided into three books: Books I 
and II were first published in 1580; 
Book III (together with Books I and 
11 revised and amplified) appeared in 
1588. A posthumous edition prepared 
by Mile, de Gournay, and containing 
some further additions, appeared in 
1595. A noteworthy early English trans- 
lation by John Florio was published in 
1603. 

Biography and Criticism. Edward 
Dowden, Michel de Montaigne, 1906; 
Ralph Waldo Emerson, '^Montaigne, or 
The Skeptic,” in Representative Men, 


1850; Donald M. Frame, introduction 
to Montaigne’s Selected Essays, 1943; 
Andr6 Gide, Montaigne, An Essay in 
Two Parts, 1929; Andr6 Lamand6, 
Montaigne, Grave and Gay, 1928; John 
Middleton Murry, “Montaigne,” in 
Heroes of Thought, 1938; Grace Nor- 
ton, The Spirit of Montaigne, 1908; 
J. M. Robertson, Montaigne and 
Shakespeare, second edition, 1909; 
Samuel A. Tannenbaum, Michel Ey quern 
de Montaigne, A Concise Biography, 
1942; George C. Taylor, Shakespeare* s 
Debt to Montaigne, 1925; Irene C. 
Willis, Montaigne, 1927. 

EDMUND SPENSER 

Life and Writings. Born into the 
London middle class, probably in 1552, 
Spenser attended the then new Merchant 
Taylors’ School under Richard Mul- 
caster, a severe but interesting edu- 
cator; and in 1569 entered Pembroke 
Hall, Cambridge, where he was able 
to spend seven years, supported partly 
by work and by a benefactor’s help; he 
received his B.A. in 1573 and his 
M.A. in 1576. During this period he 
acquired a good knowledge of litera- 
ture and of French and Italian. A 
friend at college was Gabriel Harvey, 
with whom he debated problems of 
English and classical metrics, and 
whose unfavorable view of medieval 
and “romantic’’ inspiration evidently 
failed to influence him in the composi- 
tion of the Faerie Quecnc,. For a short 
period after leaving the university, 
Spenser was sccretaiy to the Master 
of Pembroke, John Young, bishop of 
Rochester. In 1579 he was introduced 
to Robert Dudley, earl of Leicester, 
favorite of the Queen and one of the 
most influential men in England, and 
he lived for a time at Leicester House 
in London. He soon met Philip Sidney, 
Leicester’s kinsman, to whom he dedi- 
cated his Shepheards Calendar, a group 
of twelve pastoral eclogues published 
that year, and in October he married 
a girl of nineteen named Machabeus 
Chyld (possibly the Rosalind of the 
Calendar), who bore him a son and 
a daughter and died in 1591. In 1580 
Spenser went to Ireland, then turbulent 
with rebellion, as private secretary to 
the newly appointed lord deputy, Lord 
Grey of Wilton. His post gave him 
firsthand knowledge of politics, adminis- 
tration, and the battlefield; after 
Grey’s recall to England he continued 
to hold various government offices in 
Ireland, and in 1586 he was granted 
a three-thousand-acre estate including 
Kilcolman Castle in County Cork. Sir 
Walter Raleigh visited him there in 
1589 and having heard him read from 
the first three books of the Faerie 
Queene encouraged him to go to 
London and start publication. The three 



books appeared with great success in 
January, 1S90. Material courtly re- 
ward did not extend beyond an annual 
pension; the poet returned to Kilcolman 
in 1591; his Complaints of that year 
partly reflect his disappointment. In 
1594 he married Elizabeth Boyle, to 
whom he had addressed the sonnet 
cycle Amoretti, published in 1595; the 
Epithalamion, celebrating the marriage, 
also appeared in 1595, the year of a 
new visit to England. In 1596 the three 
new books of the Faerie Queene were 
published, and the Prothalamion was 
written. In 1597 he returned to Ireland. 
In 1598 the Irish rebellion under the 
Earl of Tyrone broke out, about the 
time Spenser was appointed high 
sheriff of Cork. Shortly after he escaped 
from Kilcolman Castle, it was cap- 
tured and burned. Spenser reached Lon- 
don late that year and died there in 
poverty in January, 1599. He was 
buried near Chaucer in Westminster 
Abbey His political dialogue, View of 
the Present State of Ireland, written in 
1596 and regarded as cynical by some, 
was first printed in 1633. 

Biography and Criticism. Leicester 
Bradner, Edmund Spenser and the 
Faerie Queene, 1948; B. E. C. Davis, 
Edmund Spenser, 1933; H. S. V. Jones, 
A Spenser Handbook, 1930; C. S. 
Lewis, The Allegory of Love, 1936, 
Chapter 7; William L. Renwick, Ed- 
mund Spenser: An Essay on Renaissance 
Poetry, 1925; Janet Spens, Spenser's 
Faerie Queene: An Interpretation, 1934. 

MIGUEL DE CERVANTES 

Life and Writings. Son of an 
apothecary, Miguel de Cervantes Saave- 
dra was born in 1547 in Alcala de 
Henares, a university town near Madrid. 
Almost nothing is known of his early 
life and education. In a work published 
in 1569 he is mentioned as a favorite 
pupil by a Madrid Humanist, Juan 
Lopez. Records indicate that by the 
end of that year he had left Spain and 
was living in Rome, for a while in the 
service of Giulio Acquaviva, later a 
cardinal. Enlisting in the Spanish fleet 
under the command of Don John of 
Austria, Cervantes engaged in the strug- 
gle of the allied forces of Christendom 
against the Turks. He was at the 
crucial battle of Lepanto (1571), where 
he fought valiantly in spite of fever 
and received three gunshot wounds, one 
of which permanently impaired the use 
of his left hand, “for the greater 
glory of the right.” After further mili- 
tary engagements and garrison duty at 
Palermo and Naples, with his brother 
Rodrigo, and carrying testimonials from 
Don John and the viceroy of Sicily, he 
began the journey back to Spain, 
where he hoped to obtain a captaincy. 
In September, 1575, their boat was cap- 
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tured near the Marseilles coast by Bar- 
bary pirates, and the two brothers, taken 
prisoner, were brought to Algiers. Cer- 
vantes’ captors, considering him a per- 
son of some consequence, held him as a 
slave for a good ransom. He repeatedly 
attempted to escape, and his daring and 
fortitude excited the admiration of 
Hassan Pasha, the viceroy of Algiers, 
who at length bought Cervantes for 
five hundred crowns. Nevertheless, 
Rodrigo was ransomed after two years 
of captivity, while Cervantes’ own 
liberation took five. 

He was freed on September 15, 1580 
and reached Madrid in December of 
that year. Here his literary career 
started rather unauspiciously ; he wrote 
twenty or thirty plays, with little 
success, and in 1585 published his 
pastoral romance Galatea. At about this 
time he had a natural daughter by Ana 
P'ranca de Rojas, and during the same 
period he married Catalina de Salazar, 
eighteen years his junior. Seeking non- 
literary employment, he obtained a 
position in the navy, requisitioning and 
collecting supplies for the Invincible 
Armada. There seem to have been ir- 
regularities in his administration, for 
which he was held responsible if not 
directly guilty; he spent several inter- 
vals in prison. In 1590 he tried un- 
successfully to obtain colonial em- 
ployment in the New World. Later he 
had a post as tax collector in the 
Granada^ province. He was dismissed 
from government service in 1597. The 
following years are most obscure; there 
is a tradition that Don Quixote was first 
conceived and planned in prison at 
Seville^ In 1604 he was at Valladolid, 
then temporary capital, living in 
sordid ; Surroundings with the numer- 
ous m)men of his family (his wife, 
daughter, niece, and two sisters). There 
he obtained in late 1604 the official 
license for publication of Don Quixote 
(Part I). The book appeared in 1605 
and was a popular success. Cervantes 
followed the court’s return to Madrid, 
where he still lived poorly in spite of 
a vogue with readers which quickly 
made his heroes proverbial figures. A 
false continuation of the story soon 
appeared, and Cervantes’ own continua- 
tion {Don Quixote, Part II) was pub- 
lished in 1615. His Exemplary Tales 
{Novelas ejemplares) had appeared in 
1613. He died on April 23, 1616 and 
was buiied in the convent of the Bare- 
footed Trinitarian nuns. Per sites and 
Sigismunda {Persiles y Sigismunda), 
bis last novel, was published posthu- 
mously in 1617, 

Biography and Criticism. W. H, 
Auden, “Ironic Hero: Some Reflections 
on Don Quixote,” Horizon, XX, August, 
1949, 86—94; A. F. G. Bell, Cervantes, 
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1947; Gerald Brenan, “Novelist-Philos- 
ophers: Cervantes,” Horizon, XVIII, 
July, 1948, 25-46; J. Fitzmaurice- 

Kelly, Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra, 
1913; Joseph Wood Krutch, “Cer- 
vantes,” in Five Masters, 1930; Sal- 
vador de Madariaga, Don Quixote: An 
Introductory Essay in Psychology, 
1935; Rudolph Schevill, Cervantes, 
1919; Miguel de Unamuno, The Lije of 
Don Quixote and Sancho, 192 7. 

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 

Life and Writings. Born in April, 
1564 at Stratford-on-Avon in War- 
wickshire, then a rural community with 
a population of less than two thousand, 
of which his father, John Shakespeare, 
was a prominent and prosperous mem- 
ber. Little is known of Shakespeare’s 
early life beyond conjecture or legend; 
he probably received the education 
offered by the good local grammar 
school, with emphasis on Latin; at 
eighteen he married a farmer’s daughter, 
Anne Hathaway, seven or eight years 
his senior; there are baptismal records 
of their children, Susanna (1583) and 
the twins Hamnet and Judith (1585). 
After a gap of seven years, records show 
Shakespeare in 1592 already a successful 
and many-talented playwright in Lon- 
don; in 1594 he was a sharer in a 
prominent playeis’ company of which 
the Lord Chamberlain was patron and 
the famous actors Burbage and Kempe 
were members, while literary distinc- 
tion of a type that was then more highly 
respected came from successful poems 
{Venus and Adonis, 1593; The Rape of 
Lucrece, 1594). By 1596, of his now 
best-known plays he had written The 
Taming of the Shrew, Richard III, Ro- 
meo and Juliet, and The Merchant of 
Venice; in 1597-1598, with the two 
parts of Henry /F he added Falstaff to 
his growing list of famous characters. 

The Chamberlain’s men had been 
playing at the Theatre, north of the 
city of London, and later at the Cur- 


tain; in 1598 the Theatre was de* 
molished, and the Globe, a large play- 
house south of the Thames, was built, 
Shakespeare sharing in the expenses. In- 
creased prosperity had brought social 
advancement: in 1596 the (IJollege of 
Heralds had sanctioned Shakespeare’s 
claim to a gentleman’s station by recog- 
nizing the family’s coat of arms; in the 
same period he had bought New Place, 
a large house in his home town. In 
1599, Henry V, the last of the plays 
centering in the Lancastrian kings, was 
followed by the first of the great 
Roman tragedies, Julius Caesar. The 
major plays belong to the following 
period; this is a usual dating of the 
most famous: Hamlet, 1601; King Lear, 
1605; Macbeth, 1606; Antony and Cleo- 
patra, 1607; The Tempest, 1611. Queen 
Elizabeth had favored the players, and 
her successor, James 1, directly pa- 
tronized them; the Lord Chamberlain’s 
company thus became the King’s men. 
In 1608, besides the Globe, they 
acquired an enclosed playhouse in Black- 
friars, in the city of London, for winter 
entertainment. At about that time 
Shakespeare seems to have retired from 
the stage, and certainly from then on 
he wrote fewer plays. He lived most of 
the time at Stratford until his death 
there on April 23, 1616. 

Biography and Criticism. Oscar J. 
Campbell, “What Is the Matter with 
Hamlet?” Yale Review, XXXII, 
Winter, 1943, 309-322; E. K. Cham- 
bers, William Shakespeare: A Study of 
Facts and Problems, 1930; Francis 
Fergusson, Hamlet, Prince of Den- 
mark: the Analogy of Action,” in 
The Idea of a Theater, 1949; H. Gran- 
ville-Barker, Prefaces to Shakespeare, 
Vol. I, 1936; Maynard Mack, “The 
World of Hamlet,” Yale Review, XLI, 
Summer, 1952, 502—23; E. E. Stoll, 
Hamlet: An Historical and Compara- 
tive Study, 1919; John Dover Wilson, 
What Happens in ‘Hamlet*, 1935. 


DESIDERIUS ERASMUS 

( i 466?- i 536) 

The Praise of Folly (Moriae encomium) 

L Folly Herself 


Folly Speaks: 

No matter what is ordinarily said about me (and I am not igno- 
rant of how bad the name of Folly sounds, even to the biggest fools), 
I am still the one, the only one I may say, whose influence makes 

♦ Abridged. Written in 1509. Our text new translation by Leonard F. Dean, 
b from Erasmus: In Praise of Folly, a Hendricks House Farrar Straus, 1946. 
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Gods and men cheerful. A convincing proof of this is that as soon 
as I began to speak to this great audience, all faces suddenly bright- 
ened with a new and unusual gaiety, all frowns disappeared, and 
you applauded hilariously. Now you seem intoxicated with nectar, 
and also with nepenthe,^ like the gods of Homer; whereas a moment 
ago you were sad and careworn, as if you had just come out of the 
cave of Trophonius.- Just as a new and youthful color reappears 
everywhere when the sun first shows its beautiful, golden face to 
the earth, or when spring breathes softly after a hard winter, so your 
faces changed at the sight of me. And thus what great orators can 
hardly accomplish with long and elaborate speeches, namely the 
banishment of care, I have done with my appearance alone. 

. . . Since my ancestry is not known to many, I will undertake 
to describe it, with the Muses' kind assistance. My father was neither 
Chaos, Orcus, Saturn, Japetus, nor any other of that obsolete and 
senile set of gods; on the contrary he was Plutus,^ the real father of 
men and gods, despite the opinion of Hesiod,^ Homer, and Jove 
himself. Now, as always, one nod from Plutus turns everything 
sacred or profane upside down. By his decision wars, peace, empires, 
plans, judgments, assemblies, marriages, treaties, pacts, laws, arts, 
sports, solemnities (I am almost out of breath) — in short, all public 
and private affairs arc governed. Without his help, all the poets' 
multitude of gods, even, I may boldly say, the chief ones, either 
would not exist or would have to live leanly at home. Not even 
Pallas can help the person who arouses PlUtus' anger, but with his 
favor one can laugh at Jove's thunderbolts. What a magnificent 
father! He did not beget me out of his head, as Jupiter did that 
grim and gloomy Pallas, but from Youth, the best-looking as well 
as the gayest of all the nymphs. Nor was this done dully in wedlock, 
in the way that lame blacksmith’'^ was conceived, but more pleasantly 
in passion, as old Homer puts it. It should also be clearly under- 
stood that I was not born of Aristophanes' worn-out and weak-eyed 
Plutus, but of the unimpaired Plutus, hot with youth and still 
hotter with nectar which by chance he had drunk straight and 
freely at a party of the gods. 

Next, if you want to know the place of my birth (since the place 
where one first squalled is nowadays considered a mark of nobility), 
I was born neither in wandering Delos,** nor on the foaming sea,^ 
nor "'in deep caves,”® but in the Fortunate Isles'-^ themselves, where 

1, legendary drug causing oblivion. 4. Greek didactic poet of the eighth 

2, seat of a particularly awesome century u.c., cited here because he was 

oracle. author of the Theogony (about the 

3, god of wealth and abundance. In generation and genealogy of the gods). 

Aristophanes’ play by that name, to 5. Hephaestus (Vulcan). 

which Erasmus refers later in the 6. birthplace of Apollo, 

paragraph, he is shown in decrepit age; 7. from which Venus emerged, 

ordinarily he is represented as a boy 8. a Homeric expression, 

with a cornucopia. 9. the mythical and remote islands 



820 • Desiderius Erasmus 

all things grow ‘'without plowing or planting/' There where there 
is no labor, no old age, and no sickness; where not a daflFodil, mallow, 
onion, bean, or any other ordinary thing is to be seen; but where 
nose and eyes arc equally delighted by moly, panacea, nepenthes, 
sweet marjoram, ambrosia, lotus, rose, violet, hyacinth, and the 
gardens of Adonis. Being born amidst these pleasant things, I did 
not begin life crying, but from the first laughed good-naturedly at 
my mother. I certainly need not envy Jove for being suckled by a 
she-goat, for I was nursed at the breasts of two charming nymphs — 
Drunkenness, offspring of Bacchus, and Ignorance, daughter of 
Pan. Both of them you see here with my other attendants and 
followers. If you ask the names of the others, I must answer in 
Greek. The haughty one over there is Philantia (Self-love). The 
one with laughing eyes who is clapping her hands is Kolakia (Flat- 
tery). This drowsy one is Lethe (Forgetfulness). She leaning on 
her elbows with folded hands is Misoponia (Laziness). She with 
the perfume and wreath of roses is Hedonc (Pleasure.) This wild- 
eyed one is Anoia (Madness). 'Phe smooth-skinned and shapely one 
is Tryphe (Sensuality). And you see those two gods playing with 
the girls; well, one is Comus (Intemperance) and the other is 
Negretos Hypnos (Sound Sleep). With the help of these faithful 
servants I gain control of all things, even dictating to dictators. 

IL The Powers and Pleasures of Folly 

. . . Now, that it may not seem that I call myself a goddess 
without good cause, let me tell you of the range of my influence 
and of my benefits to men and gods. If to be a god is simply to aid 
men, as someone has wisely said, and if they have been deservedly 
deified who have shown mankind the uses of wine or grain, why am 
I not justly called the Alpha’® of gods, I who have all alone given 
all things to all men. 

First, what is more dear and precious than life itself? And by 
whose aid but mine is life conceived? It is not the spear of “potently- 
sired"' Pallas nor the shield of “cloud-controlling" Jove that propa- 
gates and multiplies mankind. Even the father of gods and the king 
of men, he who shakes Olympus with a nod, must lay aside the 
three-pronged thunderer and that Titanic manner with which when 
he pleases he tenifies the gods, and like a poor actor assume another 
character, if he wishes to do what he is forever doing, namely, be- 
getting children. The Stoics^^ assert that they are almost god-like. 

where, according to a Greek tradition, in the market place in Athens where the 
some favorites of the gods dwelt in philosopher Zeno lectured in the fourth 
immortality and bliss. century b.c., and later was perhaps the 

10. first letter of the Greek alphabet; main type of philosophy of the Roman 

hence, ‘‘beginning,” “origin.” elite. It became known during the 

11. Stoicism originated in the Stoa Renaissance especially through Seneca. 
Poikile (“painted porch”), a building Erasmus here makes the Stoics the butts 
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But give me one who is three, four, or six hundred times a Stoie, and 
if on this occasion he does not remove his beard, the sign of wisdom 
(in common with goats), at least he will shed his gravity, stop 
frowning, abandon his rock-bound principles and for a while be a 
silly fool. In short, the wise man must send for me if he wants to be 
a father. But why not speak to you more openly, as I usually do? 
I ask whether the head, tlie face, the breast, the hand, or the ear- 
each an honorable part — creates gods and men? I think not, but 
instead the job is done by that foolish, even ridiculous part which 
cannot be named without laughter. 'Fliis is the sacred fountain from 
which all things rise, more certainly than from the Pythagorean 
tetrad.^- 

Wliat man, I ask you, w'ould stick his head into the halter of 
marriage if, following the practice of the wise, he first weighed the 
inconveniences of that life? Or what woman would ever embrace 
her husband if she foresaw’ or considered the dangers of childbirth 
and the drudgery of motherhood? Now since you owe your life to 
the marriagc-bccl, and marriage itself to my follower Madness, you 
can sec how completely indebted you arc to me. Moreover, would 
a woman who had experienced that travail once ever repeat it with- 
out the influence of my Forgetfulness? And Venus herself, no mat- 
ter what Lucretius says,^*^ cannot deny that her work would be weak 
and inconclusive without iny help. Hence from my ridiculous and 
crazy game arc produced supercilious phflosophers, their present-day 
successors, vulgarly called monks, kin^ in purple robes, pious 
priests, thrice-holy popes, and finally all« the gods invented by the 
poets, so numerous that spacious Olympus is crowded. 

That the conception of life is due to ime is a small matter when 
I can show you that I am responsible for everything agreeable. 
Would life without pleasure be life at all? You applaud! I was sure 
that you were not so wise, or rather so foolish — no, so wise, as to 
think otherwise. As a matter of fact, even the Stoics do not really 
dislike pleasure; they carefully pretend to and they loudly denounce 
it in public, but only in order to deter others and thus have it all 
to themselves. Just let them explain to me what part of life is not 
sad, troublesome, graceless, flat, and distressing without a dash of 
pleasure, or in other words, folly. This is very adequately proved 
by Sophocles,^^ a person insufficiently appreciated, who has left 
this pretty eulogy of me: "‘Ignorance is bliss.^' . . . 

of Folly’s irony on account of their the ideal number, ten) signified the root 
supposedly godlike disregard of the of all being. 

passions. Ihe opening lines of his poem 

12. According to the numerical con- On the Nature of Things, Lucretius 
ception of the universe of Pythagoras (99?~SS b.c.) invokes Venus because 
(sixth century b.c.) and his followers, '*all living things” are conceived through 
the first four numbers (the “tetrad” — her. 

one, two, three, and four, adding up *0 14. See his Ajax, U. 554^555: 
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If someone should unmask the actors in the middle of a scene 
on the stage and show their real faces to the audience, would he 
not spoil the whole play? And would not everyone think he deserved 
to be driven out of the theater with brickbats as a crazy man? For 
at once a new order of things would suddenly arise. He who played 
the woman is now seen to be a man; the juvenile is revealed to be 
old; he who a little before was a king is suddenly a slave; and he 
who was a god now appears as a little man. IVuly, to destroy the 
illusion is to upset the whole play. The masks and costumes are 
precisely what hold the eyes of the spectators. Now what else is our 
whole life but a kind of stage play through which men pass in 
various disguises, each one going on to play his part until he is 
led off by the director? And often the same actor is ordered back 
in a different costume, so that he who played the king in purple, 
now acts the slave in rags. ITius everything is pretense; yet this 
play is performed in no other way. 

Wliat if some wise man, dropped from heaven, should suddenly 
confront me at this point and exclaim that the person whom every- 
one has looked up to as a god and ruler is not even a man, because 
he is led shceplike by his passions; that he is the meanest slave 
because he voluntarily serves so many and such foul masters? Or 
what if this wise man should instruct someone mourning his parent's 
death to laugh, on the grounds that the parent had at last really 
begun to live — our life here being in one way nothing but a kind of 
death? And what if he should entitle another who was glorying in 
ancestry, ignoble and illegitimate, because he was so far from virtue, 
the only source of nobility? And what if he should speak of all others 
in the same way? What, I ask, would he gain by it except to be 
regarded as dangerously insane by everyone? Just as nothing is more 
foolish than unseasonable wisdom, so nothing is more imprudent 
than bull-headed prudence. And he is indeed perverse who does 
not accommodate himself to the way of the world, who will not 
follow the crowd, who does not at least remember the rule of good 
fellowship, drink or begone, and who demands that the play shall 
no longer be a play. True prudence, on the contrary, consists in 
not desiring more wisdom than is proper to mortals, and in being 
willing to wink at the doings of the crowd or to go along with it 
sociably. But that, they say, is folly itself. I shall certainly not deny 
it; yet they must in turn admit that it is also to act the play of life. 

I hesitate to speak about the next point. But why should I be 
silent about what is truer than truth? For so great an undertaking, 
however, it would probably be wise to call the Muses from Helicon;^* 
the poets usually invoke them on the slightest pretext. Tlierefore, 

*** , . life is sweetest before the feelings IS. mythical mountain, home of the 
arc awake — until one learns to know Muses, 
joy and pain.” 
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stand by for a moment, daughters of Jove, while I show that one 
cannot acquire that widely advertised wisdom, which the wise call 
the secret of happiness, unless one follows the leadership of Folly. 
First, everyone admits that all the emotions belong to folly. Indeed 
a fool and a wise man are distinguished by the fact that emotions 
control the former, and reason the latter. Now the Stoics would 
purge the wise man of all strong emotions, as if they were diseases; 
yet these emotions serve not only as a guide and teacher to those 
who are hastening toward the portal of wisdom, but also as a stimu- 
lus in all virtuous actions, as exhorters to good deeds. Of course that 
superstoic, Seneca, strongly denies this and strips tlie wise of abso- 
lutely every emotion; yet in so doing he leaves something that is 
not a man at all, but rather a new kind of god or sub-god who never 
existed and never will. To put it bluntly, he makes a marble imita- 
tion of a man, stupid, and altogether alien to every human feeling. 

If this is the way they want it, let them keep their wise man. 
Tliey can love him without any rivals and live with him in Plato's 
republic or, if they prefer, in the realm of Ideas, or in the gardens 
of Tan talus. Wlio would not shudder at such a man and flee from 
him as from a ghost? He would be insensible to every natural feeling, 
no more moved by love or pity than if he were solid flint or Mar- 
pesian^^ stone. Nothing escapes him; he never makes a mistake; 
like another Lynccus^*^ he secs all; he evaluates everything rigidly; 
he excuses nothing; he alone is satisfied with himself as the only 
one who is really rich, sane, royal, free — in short, unique in every- 
thing, but only so in his own opinion. Desiring no friend, he is 
himself the friend of none. He docs not hesitate to bid the gods go 
hang themselves. All that life holds he condemns and scorns as 
folly. And this animal is the perfect wi$e man. I ask you, if it were 
put to a vote, what city would choose such a person as mayor? What 
army would want such a general? What woman such a husband? 
What host such a guest? What servant such a master? Who would 
not rather have any man at all from the rank and file of fools? Now 
such a choice, being a fool, would be able to command or obey fools. 
He would be able to please those like himself — or nearly everyone; 
he would be kind to his wife, a jolly friend, a gay companion, a 
polished guest; finally, he would consider nothing human to be 
alien to hini.^'-^ But this wise man has been boring me for some 
time; let us turn to other instructive topics. 

16. Plato’s republic, his celestial the island of Paros famous for its 

realm of pure ideas, and the mythical marble. 

garden of Tantalus in Hades (where 18. a mythical figure whose eyesight 
rich fruit always evades Tantalus’ was proverbially supposed to penetrate 
grasp) are all mentioned because they even solid objects, 
arc characterized by the presence of 19. from a proverbial phrase in Ter- 
abstractions and figments. ence’s Self -Tormentor, I. 77: “I am a 

17. from Marpessos, a mountain on man; nothing human do I consider 

alien to me.” 
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Imagine, then, that a man should look down from a great height, 
as the poets say that Jove does. What calamities would he see in 
man's life. How miserable, how vile, man's birth. How laborious his 
education. His childhood is subject to injuries; his youth is painful; 
his age a burden; his death a hard necessity. He is attacked by a 
host of diseases, threatened by accidents, and assaulted by mis- 
fortunes; there is nothing without some gall. There are also the 
multitude of evils that man does to man. Here are poverty, im- 
prisonment, infamy, shame, tortures, plots, treachery, slander, law- 
suits fraud. But this is plainly to count the grains of sand. It is not 
proper for me at the moment to suggest for what offenses men have 
deserved these misfortunes, nor what angry god caused them to be 
born to such miseries. Yet will not anyone who considers these 
things approve the example of the Milesian virgins, pitiable as 
it is? Recall, however, what kind of people have committed suicide 
because they were tired of life. Have they not been the wise or 
near- wise? Among them, besides Diogenes, Xenocrates, Cato, Cas- 
sius, and Brutus, there was Chiron, 21 who chose death rather than 
immortality. Now you begin to see, I believe, what would happen 
if all men became wise: there would be need for new clay and 
another potter like Prometheus. 22 

But by a timely mixture of ignorance, thoughtlessness, forgetful- 
ness of evil, hope of good, and a dash of delight, I bring relief from 
troubles; so that men are unwilling to relinquish their lives even 
when their lives are ready to relinquish them. They are so far from 
being weary of existence, that the less reason they have for living, 
the more they enjoy life. Clearly it is because of my good work that 
you everywhere sec old fellows of Nestor's^^ age, scarcely recogniza- 
ble as members of the human race, babbling, silly, toothless, white- 
haired, bald — or better let me describe them in the words of Aris- 
tophanes: “dirty, stooped, wrinkled, bald, toothless, and toolless." 2 ^ 
And yet they are so in love with life and so eager to be young 
that one of them dyes his white hair, another hides his baldness 
with a wig, another obtains false teeth from heaven knowns where, 
another is infatuated with some young girl and is a sillier lover than 
any adolescent. Nowadays for one of these old sticks, these drybones, 
to marry a juicy young wife, and one without a dowry and sure to be 
enjoyed by others, is becoming the usual and proper thing. But it 
is even more entertaining to observe the old women, long since half- 
dead with age, so cadaverous that they seem to have returned from 

20 . of the city of Miletus, in Asia relief from his own immortality. 
Minor. There is an ancient tale that 22. He supposedly molded man out of 
most of them, seemingly gone insane, clay. 

hanged themselves. 23. the old, eloquent sage in the 

21. the centaur (half man, half Homeric epic. 

horse); incurably wounded and suffer- 24. See Aristophanes, U. 266- 

ing great pain, he asked Zeus for 267. 
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the grave; yet always saying, ‘^t’s good to be alive/' They, too, are 
always in heat, and hire young men at a handsome fee. Tliey care- 
fully paint their faces, and constantly inspect themselves in the 
mirror; they pluck out hairs from the strangest places; they display 
their withered and flabby breasts; with a quavering love-song they 
stir a worn-out desire; they drink and go around with girls; they 
write love-letters. Everyone laughs at all this, and very properly, 
since it is the greatest folly in the world; yet the old ladies are well 
pleased with themselves. They are perfectly happy solely because 
of me. Moreover, those who scorn this kind of behavior might con- 
sider whether it is not better to lead a life of pleasant folly than to 
look for a rafter and a rope. Anyway, it is nothing to my fools that 
their actions are scorned; they either feci no shame, or shrug it off 
easily. If a rock falls on your head, that is clearly painful; but shame, 
disgrace, and curses hurt only so far as they are felt. What isn't 
noticed isn’t troublesome. So long as you applaud yourself, what 
harm are the hisses of the world? And folly is the only key to this 
happiness. 

I seem to hear the philosophers disagreeing. This is really unhappi- 
ness, they say, this life of folly, error, and ignorance. No, indeed; 
this is to be human. I cannot see why they should call this unhappi- 
ness when it is the common lot of all to be thus born, brought up, 
and constituted. Nothing can be unhappy if it expresses its true 
nature. Or do you argue that man is to be pitied because he cannot 
fly with the birds, and cannot run on lorn legs with the animals, 
and is not armed with horns like a bull? tt can be argued equally 
well that the finest horse is unhappy because it is not a grammarian 
and a gourmet, or that a bull is miserable bescause it is found wanting 
at the minuet, A foolish man is no more Unhappy than an illiterate 
horse: both arc true to themselves. 

The casuists argue next that men are naturally imperfect, and 
support and strengthen themselves by the peculiarly human device 
of study. As if it were possible that nature should be so careful in 
making a midge, a flower, or an herb, and then should have dozed 
in making man! And with the result that the sciences are needed! 
They were really invented by Tlieuth,^'’^ the evil genius of the human 
race, for the hurt of mankind. Instead of promoting man's happi- 
ness, they hinder it. They were probably even discovered for that 
purpose, just as letters were, according to the admirable argument 
of Plato's wise king.^® In this way, studies crept in with the other 
trials of life, and from the same devilish source. This is shown by 
their name: ''daemons,” which means "those who know.” 

25. in Plato’s Phaedrus, the name of 26. King Thamus argued that the 
an Egyptian god who brought the art invention of writing would produce only 
of writing to King Thamus. false wisdom and destroy the power of 

man’s memory. 
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The people of the golden age lived without the advantages of 
learning, being guided by instinct and nature alone. What was the 
need of grammar when all spoke the same language, and spoke only 
to be understood? What use for dialectic when there was no con- 
flict of opinion? What place for rhetoric when no one wished to 
get the better of another? What need for legal skill before the time 
of those evil acts which called forth our good laws? Furthermore, 
they were then too religious to pry impiously into nature’s secrets, 
to measure the size, motion, and influence of the stars, or to seek 
the hidden causes of things. They considered it a sacrilege for man 
to know more than he should. They were free from the insane de- 
sire to discover what may lie beyond the stars. But as men fell slowly 
from the innocence of the golden age, the arts were invented, and 
by evil spirits, as I have said. At first they were few in number and 
were accepted by a few people. Later, hundreds more were added 
by the superstition of the Chaldeans and by the idle speculation 
of the Greeks. This was a needless vexation of the spirit, when one 
considers that a single grammatical system is perfectly adequate for 
a lifetime of torture. 

Of course the arts which arc nearest to common sense, that is, to 
folly, arc most highly esteemed. ^Flieologians are starved, scientists 
are given the cold shoulder, astrologers arc laughed at, and logicians 
are ignored. Tlic doctor alone, as they say, is worth all the rest put 
together. And a doctor is honored, especially among nobles, to the 
degree that he is ignorant and impudent. Medicine, as now generally 
practiced, is a branch of the art of flattery just as much as rhetoric 
is. Lawyers rank next to doctors. Perhaps they should be placed 
first, but I hesitate to join the philosophers, who unanimously laugh 
at lawyers as being so many asses. Nevertheless, all affairs, both 
great and small, are arbitrated by these asses. Tlieir lands increase; 
while the theologian, who has mastered a trunkful of manuscripts, 
lives on beans, and wages a gallant war against lice and fleas. As 
those arts are more successful which have the greatest proportion 
of folly, so those people are happiest who have nothing to do with 
learning and follow nature as their only guide. She is in no way 
wanting, except as a man wishes to go beyond what is proper for 
him. Nature hates counterfeits; the less the art, the greater the 
happiness. 

Isn’t it true that the happiest creatures are those which are least 
artificial, and most natural? What could be happier than the bees, 
or more wonderful? Tliey lack some of the senses, but what architect 
has equalled their constructive skill, or what philosopher has framed 
a republic to match theirs? Now the horse, who does have some of 
the human senses and who travels around with men, suffers also 
from human ills. He feels ashamed if he loses a race. While seeking 
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military glory, he is run through and bites the dust along with his 
rider. Think, too, of the hard bit, the sharp spurs, the prison-like 
stable, the whips, sticks, and straps, the rider himself — in short, all 
the tragedy of servitude to which he exposes himself when he imi- 
tates men of honor and zealously seeks vengeance against the 
enemy. How much more desirable except for the interference of 
men, is the lot of flies and birds, who live for the moment and by 
the light of nature. Everyone has noticed how a bird loses its natural 
beauty when it is shut up in a cage and taught to speak. In every 
sphere, what is natural is happier than what is falsified by art. 

For these reasons I can never suflicicntly praise that cock (really 
Pythagoras ) 27 who had been all things — philosopher, man, woman, 
king, subject, fish, horse, frog, perhaps even a sponge — and who 
concluded that none is as miserable as man. All the others are 
content with their natural limitations; man alone is vainly ambiti- 
ous. Among men, furthermore, the fools are in many respects superior 
to the learned and the great. Gryllus,^® for example, proved to be 
considerably wiser than wise Ulysses when he chose to grunt in 
a sty rather than to expose himself to the dangers of a further 
odyssey. Homer, the father of fiction, seems to agree with this: he 
often observes that men arc wretched, and he still oftener describes 
Ulysses, the pattern of wisdom, as miserable, but he never speaks 
in this way of Paris, Ajax, or Achilles. Obviously Ulysses was un- 
happy because that tricky and artful fellow never did anything with- 
out consulting the goddess of wisdom. Wouldn't you say that he 
was over-educated, and that he had got too far away from nature? 
The seekers after wisdom are the farthest from happiness. They 
are fools twice over: forgetting the human station to which they 
were born, they grasp at divinity, and imitating the Giants, they 
use their arts as engines with which to attack nature. It follows that 
the least unhappy are those who approximate the naivete of the 
beasts and who never attempt what is beyond men. 

There is no need to argue this like a Stoic logician, however, when 
we can prove it with a plain example. Is anyone happier than those 
we commonly call morons, fools, nitwits, and naturals — the most 
beautiful of names? This may sound absurd at first, but it is pro- 
foundly true. In the first place, these fools .are free from the fear of 
death — and that fear is not an insignificant evil. They arc free 
from the pangs of conscience. They are not terrified by ghosts and 
hobgoblins. They are not filled with vain worries and hopes. In 

27. In the dialogue The Dream, or 28. character in a dialogue by 

the Cockf written in the second century Plutarch, changed into a pig by Circe. 
a.d. by the Greek satirist Lucian, the 29. following the example of the 

cock upholds the Pythagorean notion of Giants, or Titans, of Greek mythology 
transmigration of souls from one body who, inspired by their wronged mother 
to another by claiming that be is Gaea (Earth), fought the Olympian 
Pythagoras. gods and were defeated. 
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short, they are not troubled by the thousand cares to which this life 
is subject. Shame, fear, ambition, envy, and love are not for them. 
If they were just a little dumber and more animal-like, they would 
not even sin — or so the theologians say. Count your cares, you 
stupid intellectuals, and then you will begin to appreciate what I do 
for my followers. Remember also that they are always merry; wher- 
ever they go they bring pleasure, as if they were mercifully created 
by the gods to lighten the sadness of human life. 

In a world where men are mostly at odds, all are as one in their 
attitude toward these innocents. They are sought out and sheltered; 
everyone permits them to do and say what they wish with impunity. 
Even the wild beasts perceive their harmlcssness and do not attack 
them. Tlicy are sacred to the gods, and especially to me; therefore 
do all men properly honor them. Kings cannot eat or travel or spend 
an hour without their fools, in whom they take the greatest delight.®® 
In fact they rather prefer them to their crabbed counsellors, whom 
they nevertheless support for the sake of appearances. This royal 
preference is easily explained, I think. Counsellors, confident in 
their wisdom and forced to speak the unpleasant truth, bring only 
problems to princes; but fools bring what rulers are always looking 
for — jokes and laughter. 

Fools have another not insignificant virtue: they alone arc candid 
and truthful. What is more admirable than truth? I know that 
Alcibiades®! thought that only drunkards and children speak the 
truth; nevertheless, the merit is really mine, as is proved by a line 
from Euripides: A fool speaks folly.®® Whatever a fool has in his 
heart is all over his face and in his speech. Now wise .men have two 
tongues, as Euripides also remarks,*® one for speaking the truth, and 
the other for saying whatever is expedient at the moment. They 
turn black into white, and blow hot and cold with the same breath; 
their words are far from what is in their hearts. Kings are unhappiest 
at this point it seems to me, since in the midst of their prosperity 
they can find no one to tell them the truth, and are obliged to have 
flatterers for friends. You may say that kings hate to hear the truth 
and avoid wise counsellors for fear that one more daring than the 
others will speak what is true rather than what is pleasant. By and 
large this is so. It is remarkable, therefore, that kings will take the 
truth, and a sharp truth too, from my fools. A statement which 
would cost a wise man his head is received from a fool with the 
greatest delight. Truth that is free from offensiveness doeis give 
genuine pleasure, and only fools have the power to speak it It is 
for these reasons, too, that fools are taken up by women, who are 

30. The fod, or professional jester, 32. TAe Bacchanals iBacchae), 1. 
was of course a common feature at 369. 

Medieval and Renaissance courts, 33. The source of this reference is 

31. See Plato’s Symposium. uncertain. 
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naturally inclined to pleasure and frivolity. Moreover, they can 
explain away whatever games they indulge in with fools, even when 
the sport becomes serious, as good clean fun — for the sex is ingen- 
ious, especially at covering up its own lapses. 

Now let's return to the subject of the happiness of fools. After 
a life of jollity, and with no fear of death, or sense of it, they go 
straight to the Elysian fields, where they entertain the pious and 
leisurely shades. Compare the life of a wise man with that of a fool. 
Put up against a fool some model of wisdom, one who lost his boy- 
hood and youth in the classroom, who dissipated the best part of 
his life in continual worry and study, and who never tasted a particle 
of pleasure thereafter. He is always abstemious, poor, unhappy, and 
crabbed; he is harsh and unjust to himself, grim and mean to others; 
he is pale, emaciated, sickly, sore-eyed, prematurely old and white- 
haired, dying before his time. Of course it really makes little dif- 
ference when such a man dies. He has never lived. Well, there is 
your wise man for you. 

Here the Stoics croak at me again. Nothing, they say, is more 
lamentable than madness, and pure folly is either very near madness, 
or more likely is the same thing. What is madness but a wandering 
of the wits? (But the Stoics wander the* whole way.) With the 
Muses' help we will explode this line of masoning. The argument 
is plausible, but our opponents should remember the practice of 
Socrates in splitting Cupids and VenusCI,^* and distinguish one 
kind of madness from another — at least they should if they wish 
to be considered sane themselves. To begin with, not every kind of 
madness is a calamity. Otherwise Horace'’ Would not have said, 
pleasant madness inspires me."^® Nor would Plato have ranked 
the frenzy of poets, prophets, and lovers ^among the chief blessings 
of life. And the oracle would not have called the labors of Aeneas, 
insane.se Madness is really of two kinds. The first is sent up from 
hell by the vengeful Furies. Unloosing their snaky locks, they 
assault the hearts of men with hot desire for war, with insatiable 
greed and shameful lust, with parricide, incest, sacrilege, or any 
other evil of that sort. At other times the Furies pursue the guilty 
and conscience-stricken soul with terror and the fire of wrath. The 
second kind of madness is far different from this. It comes from me 
and is to be desired above all things. It arises whenever a cheerful 
confusion of the mind frees the spirit from care and at the same 
time anoints it with many-sided delight. It is the state of mind that 
Cicero desired as a defense against the evils of his age. The Greek 
in Horace®^ also had the right idea. He was just sufficiently mad to 

34. distinguishing different types of 36. Aeneid, Book VI, 1. 135. 
love. 37. What follows is a paraphrase of 

3 5. Horace, Odes, Book III, Ode iv, a passage in Horace’s Epistles, Book II, 
11. 5-6. Epistle ii, 11. 128-140. 



830 • Desiderius Erasmus 

sit alone in the theater all day, laughing and applauding at a bare 
stage, because he thought that tragedies were being enacted there. 
Otherwise he was sane enough — pleasant with his friends, kind to 
his wife, and indulgent to his servants, who could uncork a bottle 
without his getting angry. When the care of family and physician 
had freed him of his disease, he protested that he had been killed 
rather than cured, that they had taken away his pleasures and de- 
stroyed his delightful delusions. And he was perfectly right. They 
were the mad ones themselves, and needed the medieine more than 
he did. What sense is there in regarding a fortunate delusion like his 
as a disease to be purged with drugs? 

It is not certain that every delusion and vagary ought to be called 
madness. A short-sighted man who thinks a mule is an ass is not 
commonly considered insane, nor is one who judges popular music 
to be great poetry. However, we must grant that a man is pretty 
nearly mad if he is continually and extraordinarily deluded by both 
his senses and his judgment. Take, for example, a person who thinks 
he is listening to a symphony orchestra whenever an ass brays, or 
a beggar who believes himself to be Croesus. Nevertheless, when 
this extreme madness gives pleasure, as it usually does, it is re- 
markably delightful both to those who are possessed by it, and to 
those who look on and are not mad in exactly the same way. Indeed 
this kind of madness is much more common than the ordinary 
person realizes. One madman laughs at another; they take turns 
entertaining each other. And the maddest one gets the biggest 
laugh. 

If Folly is any judge, the happiest man is the one who is tlie most 
thoroughly deluded. May he maintain that ecstasy. It comes only 
from me, and is so widespread that I doubt if there is one man any- 
where who is consistently wise and untouched by some madness. 
It may be only a tendency to think a gourd is a woman; but since 
very few see eye to eye with him on this, he will be called mad. 
When a man foolishly maintains that his wife (whom he shares with 
many others) is a pluperfect Penelope, however, nobody calls him 
mad, because they see that this is a plight common to other hus- 
bands. 

To this latter class belong those who sacrifice everything for hunt- 
ing. They swear that the sound of the horn and the baying of the 
hounds fill them with indescribable joy. I understand that even the 
dung of the dogs smells like cinnamon to them. And what is so 
delightful as an animal being butchered? Bulls and oxen are of 
course slaughtered by commoners, but it is a crime for anyone 
except a gentleman to touch wild game. Bareheaded and kneeling, 
he performs the ceremony with a special knife (no other can be 
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used), cutting certain parts in approved order. The silent company 
stands as if spellbound by some novelty, although it has seen the 
spectacle a thousand times. If one of them is given a piece to taste, 
he feels that he has risen somewhat in the ranks of nobility. They 
think they are living royally, whereas they are really gaining nothing 
from this butchering and eating of animals, except to degenerate 
into animals themselves. 

A similar class is those who are afire with a tremendous enthu- 
siasm for building. They change round structures into square ones, 
and then back into round ones again. There is no end to this, until, 
having built themselves into poverty, they have no house to live in, 
and nothing to eat. What of it? In the meantime, they have been 
happy. 

Next to these, I believe, are those who with new and secret arts 
labor to transmute the forms of things and who ransack earth and 
sea for a fifth cssence.^^ Lured on by hope, and begrudging neither 
pain nor cost, they contrive, with marvelous ingenuity, their own 
delightful deception. Finally, they have spent all their money and 
can't afford another furnace. Even then, however, they dream on 
pleasantly, urging others to experience the same happiness. When 
absolutely all hope is gone, they find much comfort in this last 
thought, '‘In great things, it is enough to have tried." They com- 
plain that life is too short for the magnitude of their undertaking. 

I am not sure that gamblers should be adtnitted to our fellowship, 
and yet some of these addicts arc a foolish and ridiculous sight. At 
the sound of the dice their hearts beat faster. Tlie hope of winning 
always lures them on, until their means are gone, until their ship is 
split on the gaming table, which is a more deadly promontory than 
Malea.®® Now, when they have lost their shirt, they will cheat any- 
one except the winner, in order to preserve their word and honor. 
Think, also, of the old and half-blind fellows, who have to wear 
glasses to play. When well-earned gout has tied their joints in knots, 
they hire a proxy to put the dice in the box for them. A delightful 
affair, were it not that the game usually degenerates into a brawl, 
and so belongs to the Furies rather than to me. 

A group that does belong with us beyond any doubt is made up 
of those who enjoy telling and hearing monstrous lies and tall tales. 
They never get enough of ghosts and goblins and the like. They 
are most pleased by stories that are farthest from the truth. Such 
wonders are a diversion from boredom, and they may also be very 
profitable, especially for priests and pardoners. 

Closely related are those who have reached the foolish but com- 

38. a substance (in addition to the bodies were believed to be composed, 
four traditional elements — earth, water, 39. a proverbially dangerous prom- 
air, and fire) of which the heavenly ontory in Greece. 



832 Desiderius Erasmus 


forting belief that if they gaze on a picture of Polyphemus-Christo- 
pher,*® they will not die that day; or that whoever speaks the right 
words to an image of Barbara^^ will return unharmed from battle; 
or that a novena^^ Erasmus, with proper prayers and candles, 
will shortly make one rich. In St. George they have turned up an- 
other Hercules or Hippolytus.*® They all but adore his horse, which 
is piously studded and ornamented, and they ingratiate themselves 
by small gifts. To swear by St. George’s brass helmets is an oath for 
a king. Then, what shall I say of those who happily delude them- 
selves with forged pardons for their sins? They calculate the time 
to be spent in Purgatory down to the year, month, day, and hour, 
as if from a fool-proof mathematical table. There are also those who 
propose to get everything they desire by relying on magical charms 
and prayers devised by some pious impostor for the sake of his soul, 
or for profit. They will have wealth, honor, pleasure, plenty, good 
health, long life, a vigorous old age, and at last, a place next to 
Christ in heaven. However they don’t want that scat of honor until 
the very last minute; celestial pleasures may come only when worldly 
pleasures, hung on to with tooth and nail, finally depart. 

I picture a business man, a soldier, or a judge taking from all 
his loot one small coin as a proper expiation for the infinite evil 
of his life. He thinks it possible to buy up, like notes, so many 
perjuries, rapes, debauches, fights, murders, frauds, lies and treach- 
eries. Having done this, he feels free to start with a clean slate on 
a new round of sin. How foolish also — and how happy — are those 
who expect something more than the highest happiness if they re- 
peat daily the seven verses of the Psalms. Tlicsc are the verses be- 
lieved to have been pointed out to St. Bernard by the devil. He was 
a merry fellow but not very shrewd, since his tongue was loosened 
by the saint’s trick.*^ Things like that are so foolish that I am almost 
ashamed of them myself; yet they are accepted not only by the 
laity but by the professors of theology themselves. The same thing 
on a larger scale occurs when sections of the country set up 
regional saints, and assign peculiar rites and powers to each one. 
One gives relief from toothache, another aids women in labor, a 
third recovers stolen goods, a fourth succors the shipwrecked, and 
still another watches over the sheep — the list is too long to finish. 
Some are helpful in a number of difficulties, especially the Virgin 
Mother, whom the common people honor more tlian they do the 
Son. 

40. Polyphemus is the Cyclops (one- 43. In Greco-Roman mythology, both 
eyed giant) in Homer’s Odyssey; St. fought against monsters. 

Christopher is also represented wHb 44. A devil had told St. Bernard that 
only one eye. iiepeating seven particular verses of the 

41. St. Barbara, supposed to protect Psalms would bring l^im the certainty 
her worshipers against fire and artillery. of salvation; “the saint’s trick*’ was 

42. a nine days’ devotion. that of proposing to recite all of the 

Psalms. 
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Do men ask anything but folly from these saints? Among all 
the gifts hanging from the walls and even from the ceilings of 
churches, have you ever seen one in payment for an escape from 
folly, or for making the giver wiser? One person has escaped from 
drowning. Another has lived after being run through. This fellow 
had the good luck or the nerve to leave the battlefield, allowing 
the others to fight. Another was delivered from the shadow of the 
gallows by the patron saint of thieves so that he could continue 
to relieve those who are burdened with too much wealth. This one 
escaped from jail. That one crossed up his doctor by surviving a 
fever. This man was saved by a poisoned drink, which loosened his 
bowels instead of killing him. His wife was not exactly pleased, since 
she lost both her labor and expense. Another's wagon was over- 
turned, but he drove his horses home unharmed. That fellow's 
house fell on him and he lived. This one sneaked out safely when 
he was surprised by a husband. No one, however, gives thanks for 
warding off folly. It is so pleasant not to be wise that men will seek 
to avoid anything rather than folly. 

Why should I go farther on this sea of superstition? ‘‘If I had 
a hundred tongues, a hundred mouths, a voice of brass, I could not 
describe all the forms of folly, or list all its names."*® The life of 
Christians everywhere runs over with such nonsense. Superstitions 
arc allowed and even promoted by the priests; they do not regret 
anything so profitable. Imagine, in the midit of this, some insolent 
wise men speaking the real truth: “You will not die badly if 
you live well. Your sins are redeemed if tjo'the payment of money 
you add tears, vigils, prayers, fastings, and hiitrcd of evil, and if you 
change your whole way of living. The sailnts will favor you if you 
imitate them." A wise man who snarled out things like that would 
throw the world into turmoil and deprive it of happiness! 

Also of our fellowship are those who while still living make elabo- 
rate funeral arrangements, even prescribing the number of candles, 
mourners, singers, and hired pall-bearers. They must think that their 
sight will be returned to them after they are dead, or that their 
corpses will feel ashamed at not being buried grandly. They labor 
as if they were planning a civic entertainment. 

I must not pass over those nobodies who take enormous pride in 
empty titles of nobility. One will trace his family back to Aeneas, 
another to Brutus,*® and a third to King Arthur. They are sur- 
rounded by busts and portraits of their ancestors. They name over 
their grandfathers and great-grandfathers, and have the old titles 
by heart. At the same time, they are not far from being senseless 
statues themselves, and are probably worth less than the ones they 

45. a variation on a passage in the crime” rather than of “fblly.” 

Aeneid, Book VI, 11, 625-627, in which, 46. the legendary founder of Britain, 
however, Virgil is talking of “forms of 
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show off. My follower. Self-love, enables them to live happily, 
however; and there arc always other fools who regard monsters like 
these as gods. 

Of course Self-love brings joy to others too. This ape-like fellow 
here seems handsome enough to himself. That one drawing circles 
over there thinks he is another Euclid. The man with the rooster's 
voice considers himself a great musician, llie happiest fool, how- 
ever, is the dolt who glories in some talent which is really made pos- 
sible by his followers. Seneca tells*^ of that doubly-happy rich man, 
for example, who had servants on hand to refresh his memory when- 
ever he told stories. He was so weak he could hardly stand, but he 
was a great fighter — with the support of hired thugs. 

Artists arc notoriously conceited. They would rather lose the 
family homestead than any part of their talent. This is especially 
true of actors, singers, orators, and poets. The worse they arc, the 
more insolent, pushing, and conceited they become. And the more 
applause they receive. The worst always please the most, because 
the majority of people, as I have remarked, are fools. If the poorer 
artist is most pleased with himself and is admired by the largest 
number, why should he wish to have true skill? It will cost him more; 
it will make him self-conscious and critical; and it will please far 
fewer of his audience. 

I observe that races and cities are also attended by self-love. The 
English pride themselves on their good looks, their music, and their 
fine food, among other things. Noble or royal lineage is the claim 
of all Scots, together with argumentative skill. TTic French are the 
masters of courtesy; and the Parisians,^** in addition, arc the only 
ones who understand theology. The Italians have a monopoly on 
literature and eloquence, and they are pleased to admit that they 
alone are not barbarians. Happiest in this delusion are the Romans, 
who dream pleasantly of their ancient glories.*® The Venetians 
are content with their own nobility. The Greeks, of course, dis- 
covered the arts and possess the heroes of antiquity. Christian 
superstitions entertain the Turks and the other actual barbarians, 
who boast of their own religions. Better yet, the Jews steadfastly 
await the Messiah, and still hold grimly to Moses. The Spaniards 
scorn all other soldiers; and the Germans pride themselves on their 
great size and their knowledge of magic. I believe this is sufficient to 
convince you that the happiness of men, individually and collec- 
tively, springs from self-love. 

Another source of pleasure is flattery, an extension of self-love. 

47. The reference has not been first selection from Rabelais. 

traced. 49. In connection with this passage 

48. The Sorbonne, the theological see the closing paragraphs of Machia- 
faculty in Paris, was the center of velli’s Prince (reprinted in this volume), 
theological studies in Europe. See our 
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Instead of admiring yourself, you simply admire someone else. 
Nowadays flattery is condemned, but only among those who confuse 
the names of things with the things themselves. They think that 
flattery is necessarily insincere. TTie example of dumb animals should 
show them how wrong they are. What is more fawning than a dog? 
And yet, what is more faithful and a better friend to man? Or 
perhaps you prefer fierce lions, tigers, and leopards? Of course there 
is a harmful kind of flattery, the kind with which traitors and 
mockers destroy their victims; but my kind springs from kindliness 
and candor. It is much closer to virtue than is its opposite, surliness 
— or \vhat Horace calls a heavy and awkward rudeness.®® It raises 
the spirits and dispels grief; it stimulates the faint, enlivens the 
dull, and eases the suffering; it brings lovers together and keeps 
them together. It entices boys to study literature; it inspires the 
old. Disguised as praise, it warns and instructs princes without 
offense. In short, it makes everyone more pleased with himself — 
which is the chief part of happiness. What is more courteous than 
the way two mules scratch each other? There is no need to point 
out that flattery is important in the admired art of oratory, that 
it is a great part of medicine, and that it is a still greater part of 
poetry. It is nothing less than the sugar and spice of all human 
intercourse. 

Still, it is a sad thing, they say, to be deceived. No; the saddest 
thing is not to be deceived. The notion that happiness comes from 
a knowledge of things as they really are is wrong. Happiness resides 
in opinion. Human affairs arc so obscure and various that nothing 
can be clearly known. Tliis was the sound conclusion of the Aca- 
demics, who were the least surly of the philosophers. At least if 
something can be truly known, it is rardy anything that adds to 
the pleasure of life. Anyway, man's mind is much more taken with 
appearances than with reality. This can be easily and surely tested 
by going to church. When anything serious is being said, the con- 
gregation dozes or squirms. But if the ranter — I mean the reverend 
— begins some old wives' talc, as often happens, everyone wakes up 
and strains to hear. You will also see more devotion being paid to 
such fabulous and poetic saints as George, Christopher, or Barbara 
than to Peter or Paul or even to Christ Himself. But these examples 
belong elsewhere. 

The price of this kind of happiness is very low. Much more must 
be paid for substantial things, even for the least of them — grammar, 
for instance. It is easy enough to acquire mere opinions; neverthe- 
less they bring greater happiness than knowledge does. The satisfac- 
tion of a man who thinks rotten kippers taste and smell like am- 

SO. Horace, Epistles, Book I, Epistle 51. philosophers of Plato's school, 
xviii, 11. 508. the Academy, which later became a 

school of skeptics. 



836 Desiderius Erasmus 

brosia is not affected by the fact that his neighbor cannot abide theit 
odor. On the other hand, if the finest fish turn your stomach, their 
quality has no bearing on your happiness. A man who thinks his 
extremely ugly wife is another Venus is as well off as if she really 
were beautiful. Here*s a person who gazes admiringly at a picture 
made of red lead and mud which he believes is by Apelles or Zeuxis. 
Isn’t he happier than someone who has paid a high price for an 
authentic masterpiece, but who gets little pleasure from it? I know 
a man by my name,®* a practical joker, who gave his new wife some 
imitation jewels and persuaded her that they were genuine and very 
valuable. Now what difference did it make to the girl? She was 
delighted with the glass trinkets and kept them locked in a secret 
place. In the meantime, the husband had saved money, had enjoyed 
fooling his wife, and had won her devotion as well as he would 
have by a more expensive present. 

What difference do you see between the self-satisfied inhabitants 
of Plato’s cave*’® who contentedly admire the shadows of things, 
and the wise man who emerges from the cave and secs reality? If 
Lucian’s Micyllus®* could have dreamed forever his rich and golden 
dream, there would have been no reason for him to desire any other 
kind of happiness. Evidently, then, there is either no difference be- 
tween a fool and a wise man, or if there is a difference, a fool has 
the better of it. A fool’s happiness costs least — no more than a bit 
of illusion. In addition, it is enjoyed in the company of a great 
many others. The good things of life must be shared to be delightful; 
and who has not heard of the scarcity of wise men, if indeed any 
exist at all. The Greeks listed seven all told;®'^ a more accurate 
census would do well to turn up one-half or onc-third of a wise man. 

Of course drink will drown your sorrows, but only for a time. 
The next morning they come galloping back, riding four white 
horses, as the saying is. Folly, on the other hand, is a spree that 
never ends. Its effect is complete and immediate. Without requiring 
any bothersome preparations, it fills the heart with joy. It is available 
to all, rather than to a chosen few, as with other gifts of the gods. 
Vintage wine is not made everywhere; beauty comes to few, and 
eloquence to fewer still. Not many are rich, and not many can be 
kings. Mars often favors neither side; Neptune drowns more than he 
saves. The majority are turned away from wisdom. Jove himself 
thunders, and the anti-Joves — Pluto, Ate, Poena, Febris,®® and the 

52. Sir Thomas More, who was a only the shadows of things outside, 

close friend of Erasmus’, and on whose 54. a character in Lucian’s The 
name Erasmus puns with moria (Latin Dream, or the Cock who dreams that 

for *Tolly”). he has taken the place of a rich man. 

53. The reference is to Plato’s 55. The Seven Sages listed were 
allegory in the Republic, Book VII, philosophers of the sixth century b.c., 
where he compares the soul in the among them Thales and Solon. 

body to a prisoner chained in a cave, 56. Pluto was god of the under- 
bis back against the light, able to see world; Ate, goddess of revenge and dis- 
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others — are executioners rather than gods. Only I, great-hearted 
Folly, embrace all men equally. Nor do I eome only when prayed 
for. If some devotion is neglected, I don't grow testy and demand 
expiation. I don't upset heaven and earth if I have been left at 
home and not invited along with the other gods to smell the sacri- 
fices. In fact, the other gods are so hard to please that it is safer 
and wiser not to try to worship them, but rather to avoid them 
altogether. Men are sometimes like that; so thin-skinned and irri- 
table that hands off is the best policy. 

Even though all this is so, I understand that no one sacrifices 
to Folly or builds a temple for her. Such ingratitude, I repeat, is 
amazing. At the same time, I good-naturedly persuade myself that 
respect is not really lacking. What need have I for incense, meal, 
a he-goat, or a shc-hog, so long as men everywhere whole-heartedly 
worship me in the way that preachers tell us is best? Let Diana 
have her human sacrifices! I am not envious when I consider that 
all men honor me in the truest way, that is, by taking me to their 
hearts and manifesting me in their lives and actions. This kind of 
worship of the saints is not exactly customary among Christians. 
Plenty of them burn little candles to the Virgin, and in the middle 
of the day, when it docs no good; but how few of them burn with 
zeal to imitate her in chastity, temperance, and love of heavenly 
things! Tliat, after all, is the true worship, 'and it is by far the most 
pleasing to those above. Besides, why should I desire a temple, when 
the whole world, if I am not mistaken, is a^liandsome shrine to me? 
Nor are priests lacking — except where men^are lacking. As for stone 
and painted images, I am not so foolish as to demand what stands 
in the way of worship. The stupid adore such substitutes in place 
of the saints themselves, who arc finally crowded out altogether. 
ITie same thing would happen to me. One might say, of course, 
that there are as many statues to me as there arc people who look 
foolish, even unintentionally so. What do I care if other gods are 
worshipped in certain places on stated days — Phoebus at Rhodes, 
Venus at Cyprus, Juno at Argos, Minerva at Athens, Jupiter at 
Olympus, Neptune at Tarentum, Priapus"’’' at Lampsacus? Why 
should I envy them when all men eagerly offer greater sacrifices to 
me? 

[The third section deals with “The Followers of Folly," and in- 
cludes among them, in lively and paradoxical descriptions, all cate- 
gories of people, from merchants to poets, from scholars to popes 
and cardinals; in fact, Folly concludes: “My real point has been 
that no man can live happily unless he has been admitted into my 
mysteries and enjoys my favor."] 

cord; Poena, goddess of punishment; 57. a god of procreation, son of 
Febris, goddess of fever. Dionysus and Aphrodite. 
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IV. The Christian Fool 

, . . There is really no need for me to marshal proof®® with so 
much care, when in the mystical psalms Christ himself, speaking 
to the Father, says perfectly plainly, ''Thou knowest my foolish- 
ness."'®® It is not hard to see why fools are greatly pleasing to God. 
We know that great princes look with suspicion on men who are 
too clever, and hate them. Julius Caesar, for instance, suspected 
and hated Brutus and Cassius, while he did not fear the drunken 
Antony at all. Nero, likewise, was suspicious of Seneca, and Diony- 
sius®® of Plato; but all princes take pleasure in duller and simpler 
souls. In the same way, Christ always hates and condemns those 
who rely on their own wisdom. Paul testifies to this clearly enough 
when he says, "God has chosen the foolish things of the world,"®^ 
and when he says, "It has pleased God to save the world by foolish- 
ness,"®2 since it could never be redeemed by wisdom. God himself 
indicates this plainly when he proclaims through the mouth of 
the prophet, "I will destroy the wisdom of the wise and I will re- 
ject the prudence of the prudent."®® Christ also gave thanks that 
God had concealed the mystery of salvation from the wise, but had 
revealed it to babes, that is, to fools.®^ The Greek for "babes" is 
nyTTtots, which is the opposite of o-o<^ot?, "the wise." Equally perti- 
nent is the fact that in the Gospels Christ often attacks the scribes 
and Pharisees and doctors of laws, whereas he faithfully defends 
the ignorant multitude. What is "Woe unto you, scribes and Phari- 
sees,"®® except "Woe unto you that are wise"? Little children, 
women, and fishermen seem to delight Him most. Even among 
animals, those pleased Christ best which had the least slyness. He 
preferred to ride upon a donkey, though had lie chosen He could 
safely have ridden upon a lion. The Holy Spirit descended in the 
likeness of a dove, not of an eagle or a hawk; and the Gospels 
frequently mention harts, fawns, and lambs. Those who are chosen 
for eternal life are called "sheep." No animal is more foolish, as is 
shown by the proverbial phrase in Aristotle, "sheepish character," 
which was suggested by the stupidity of the animal and is com- 


58. of the relationship between 
“Folly” and Christianity. 

59. The quotation is from Psalm 
69:5, where the speaker is not Christ, 
but the Psalmist. 

60. Dionysius the Younpjer, tyrant of 
Syracuse, in Sicily, in the fourth cen- 
tury B.C. 

61. “But God hath chosen the foolish 
things of the world to confound the 
wise.” (I Corinthians 1:27.) 

62. “For after that in the wisdom 
of God the world by wisdom knew not 


God, it pleased God by the foolishness 
of preaching to save them that believe.” 

63. “. . . for the wisdom of their 
wise men shall perish, and the under- 
standing of their prudent men shall be 
hid.” 

64. “I thank thee, O Father, Lord 
of heaven and earth, because thou hast 
hid these things from the wise and 
prudent, and hast revealed them unto 
babes.” (Matthew 11:25.) 

65. Luke 11:44. 
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monly used as a taunt against dull and foolish men. Nevertheless, 
Christ declares himself the shepherd of his flock, and even takes 
delight in the name of “the Lamb,'' as when John pointed Him 
out, “Behold the Lamb of God.”®® The expression also appears 
frequently in the book of Revelations. 

'N^at do these things declare except that all men, even the 
pious, are fools? And that Christ himself, although He possessed 
the wisdom of the Father,®^ became something like a fool in order 
to cure the folly of mankind, when He assumed the nature and be- 
ing of a mortal? And that He was made “to be sin”®® in order to 
redeem sinners? He did not wish to redeem them by any way except 
by the foolishness of the Cross,®® and by weak and simple apostles, 
TTiese He taught to practice folly and to avoid wisdom. He incited 
them by the example of children, lilies, mustard-seed, and spar- 
rows,^® all of them foolish things, living without art or care, by the 
light of nature alone. Furthermore, He forbade the apostles to be 
concerned about how they should answer the charges of the magis- 
trates, and He forbade them to pry into the times and seasons. They 
should not rely on their own wisdom, but should wholly depend 
upon Him. We know, likewise, that the Creator commanded men 
not to eat of the Tree of Knowledge, just as if knowledge were the 
destroyer of happiness. Paul roundly condemns knowledge as that 
which puffs up^^ and works harm. St. Bernard is following him, I 
believe, when he explains that the mounta^ wherein Lucifer estab- 
lished his headquarters was “the Mount of Knowledge.” 

Surely we should not overlook this ar^ment, that folly is so 
pleasing to the heavenly powers that forgiveness of its errors is cer- 
tain; whereas nothing is forgiven to wisdoim And so it comes about 
that when the prudent pray to be forgiven, although they were 
clever enough when they sinned, they use the excuse and defense 
of having acted foolishly. Ihis was the argument that Aaron used 
in the book of Numbers, if I remember correctly, to excuse his sis- 
ter from punishment: “I beseech, my master, that you lay not this 
sin, which we have committed foolishly, to our charge.”^^ gaul 
asked forgiveness of David by saying, “It is apparent that I have 
done foolishly.”^® David, in turn, speaks placatingly to the Lord: 

66. John 1:29, 36. 6:28; for mustard-seed, sec Luke 17:6; 

67. “But unto them which are called, for sparrows, see Matthew 10:29. 

both Jews and Greeks, Christ the 71. “Knowledge puffeth up, but 
power of God, and the wisdom of God.’^ charity edifieth/’ (I Corinthians S:l.) 
(I Corinthians 1:24.) 72. “And Aaron said unto Moses, 

68. “For he hath made him to be Alas, my lord, I beseech thee, lay not 

sin for us, who knew no sin.*’ (11 the sin upon us, wherein we have 
Corinthians 5:21.) done foolishly, and wherein we have 

69. The source of this allusion is sinned.” (Numbers 12:11.) 

uncertain. 73. “. . . behold, I have played the 

70. For the reference to children, see fool, and have erred exceedingly.** (I 
Luke 18:17; for lilies, see Matthew Samuel 26:21.) 
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beseech Thee, do away the iniquity of thy servant, for I hiavc 
done very foolishly.”^^ It is as if he could not obtain grace by pray- 
ing unless he pleaded folly and ignorance. Much stronger proof is 
the fact that Christ when he prayed on the Cross for His enemies, 
‘‘Father, forgive them,"' pleaded no other excuse than ignorance, 
saying, “for they know not what they do/'^® In the same manner, 
Paul wrote to Timothy: “But therefore I have obtained the mercy 
of the Lord, because I acted ignorantly in unbelief.”^® What is “I 
acted ignorantly"' except ''I acted foolishly, not maliciously"? What 
is “But therefore I have obtained the mercy of the Lord'' except 
“I should not have obtained it if I had not been supported by the 
excuse of folly"? The mystical psalmist, whom I failed to recall at 
the proper place, aids us: “Remember not the sins of my youth and 
my ignorances."^^ 

Let me stop pursuing the infinite and try to summarize. Tlie 
Christian religion on the whole seems to have some kinship with 
folly, while it has none at all with wisdom. If you want proof of this, 
observe first that children, old people, women, and fools take more 
delight than anyone else in holy and religious things; and that they 
are therefore ever nearest the altars, led no doubt solely by instinct. 
Next, you will notice that the founders of religion have prized 
simplicity exceedingly, and have been the bitterest foes of learning. 
Finally, no people seem to act more foolishly than those who have 
been truly possessed with Christian piety. They give away whatever 
is theirs; they overlook injuries, allow themselves to be cheated, 
make no distinction between friends and enemies, shun pleasure, 
and feast on hunger, vigils, tears, labors, and scorn. They disdain 
life, and utterly prefer death; in short, they seem to have become 
altogether indifferent to ordinary interests, quite as if their souls 
lived elsewhere and not in their bodies. What is this, if not to be 
mad? Considering this, we should not find it very strange that the 
apostles appeared to be drunk on new wine, and that Paul, in the 
eyes of Festus,^® his judge, looked as if he had gone mad. 

. . . Since the pious and the vulgar arc so radically different, it 
comes about that each appears to the other to be mad. It is obvious 
to me, however, that the word is more correctly applied to the 
pious rather than to the others. This will become clearer if I briefly 
demonstrate, as I promised to do, that their summum bonum is 
nothing but a kind of insanity. First, let us assume that Plato was 
dreaming of approximately the same thing when he wrote that '‘the 

74. I Chronicles 21:8. youth, nor my transgressions.” (Psalms 

75. Luke 23:34. 25:7.) 

76. “. . . but I obtained mercy, be- 78. a Roman official. . . Festus 

cause I did it ignorantly in unbelief.” said with a loud voice, Paul, thou art 
(I Timothy 1:13.) beside thyself; much learning doth 

77. “Remember not the sins of my make thee mad.” (Acts 26:24.) 



The Praise of Folly • 841 

madness of lovers is the highest kind of happiness.”^® He who loves 
intensely no longer lives in himself but in whatever he loves, and 
the more he can leave himself and enter into the other, the happier 
he is. Now when a soul is eager to leave the body, and does not use 
its bodily organs normally, you call it madness and rightly so. Isn't 
this what is meant by the common sayings: “there's nobody home,” 
and “to come to," and “he is himself again”? Furthermore, as the 
love becomes more nearly complete, the madness is greater and 
more delightful. What is that heavenly life, then, towards which 
the truly religious aspire with such devotion? Very certainly the 
stronger and victorious spirit will absorb the body, and it will do this 
the more easily because now it is in its own realm, and also because 
during life it has cleansed and contracted the body in preparation 
for this change. Then the soul will itself be marvellously absorbed 
by that supreme spirit, which is greater than its infinite parts. And 
so at last the whole man will be outside of himself; nor will he be 
happy for any other reason than that, being outside of himself, he 
shall have some ineffable portion of that supreme good which draws 
all things unto itself. Although this happiness becomes complete 
only when the soul has recovered its original body by being clothed 
with immortality; yet since the life of pious folk is a contemplation 
and a shadowing forth of that other life, they feel a glow and a 
foretaste of the reward to come. This is only a drop, of course, in 
comparison with tlic fountain of eternal htppiness, but it far sur- 
passes all physical pleasures, even all mortal idelights rolled into one. 
By so much docs the spiritual exceed the bodily, the invisible ex- 
ceed the visible. This surely is what the projlhet has promised: “Eye 
hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither have altered into the heart of 
man, the things which God hath prepared for them that love 
Him.”®® And this is that portion of folly which will not be taken 
away by the transformation of life, but will be perfected. 

Those who arc permitted to have a foretaste of this — and it 
comes to very few — experience something very like madness. They 
say things that are not quite coherent or conventional, sounds with- 
out meaning, and their expressions change suddenly. They are ex- 
uberant and melancholy, crying, laughing, and sighing by turns; in 
brief, they are truly beside themselves. When presently they return 
to themselves, they say that they do not know where they have been, 
whether in the body or out of it, waking or sleeping. They do not 
remember what they have heard, seen, said, or done; and yet mistily 
as in a dream, they know that they were happiest when they were 
out of their minds. So they are sorry to come to themselves again, 
and they desire nothing more than to be mad always with this kind 

79. See Plato, Phaedrus. 80. I Corinthians 2:9. 
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of madness. And this is only the slightest taste of the happiness 
hereafter. 

But indeed I have long since forgotten who I am and have run 
out of bounds. If anything I have said seems sharp or gossipy, re- 
member that it is Folly and a woman who has spoken. At the same 
time remember the Greek proverb, ''Even a foolish man will often 
speak a word in season.'’ Or perhaps you think that does not hold 
for women? I see that you are expecting a peroration, but you arc 
certainly foolish if you think that I can remember any part of such 
a hodgepodge of words as I have poured out. There is an old saying, 
"I hate a drinking companion with a memory." Here is a new one, 
"I hate an audience that remembers anything." 

And so farewell. Applaud, live, drink, most distinguished wor- 
shippers of Folly. 


BALDESAR CASTIGLIONE 

(1478-1529) 

The Book of the Courtier (II libro del cortegiano)’*' 

[The Setting]^ 


On the slopes of the Apennines towards the Adriatic sea, almost 
in the centre of Italy, there lies (as everyone knows) the little city 
of Urbino. Although amid mountains, and less pleasing ones than 
perhaps some others that we see in many places, it has yet enjoyed 
such favour of heaven that the country round about is very fertile 
and ricli in crops; so that besides the wholesomeness of the air, 
there is great abundance of everything needful for human life. But 
among the greatest blessings that can be attributed to it, this I be- 
lieve to be the chief, that for a long time it has ever been ruled 
by the best of lords; although in the calamities of the universal wars 
of Italy, it was for a season^ deprived of them. But without seeking 
further, we can give good proof of this by the glorious memory of 
Duke Federico,* who in his day was the light of Italy; nor is there 
lack of credible and abundant witnesses, who arc still living, to his 
prudence, humanity, justice, liberality, unconquered courage, — and 
to his military discipline, which is conspicuously attested by his 
numerous victories, his capture of impregnable places, the sudden 


♦Written between 1508 and 1516; 
first published in 1528. Reprinted from 
Book o f the Courtier by Count Baldesar 
Castiglione; copyright 1901 by Charles 
Scribner’s Sons; 1929 by Leonard E. 
Opdycke; translated by Leonard £. 
Opdycke; used by permission of the 
publishers. 


t Book I, Chapters 2-4. 

1. for a certain period of time, until 
Duke Guidobaldo, described below, had 
to relinquish the duchy of Urbino to 
Cesare Borgia, who occupied it by 
force. 

2. Federico II (1422-1482), of the 
house of Montefeltro, duke of Urbino. 
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swiftness of his expeditions, the frequency with which he put to 
flight large and formidable armies by means of a very small force, 
and by his loss of no single battle whatever; so that we may not 
unreasonably compare him to many famous men of old. 

Among his other praiseworthy deeds, he built on the rugged site 
of Urbino a palace regarded by many as the most beautiful to be 
found in all Italy; and he so well furnished it with everything suitable 
that it seemed not a palace but a city in the form of a palace; and 
not merely with what is ordinarily used, — such as silver vases, hang* 
ings of richest cloth-of-gold and silk, and other similar things, — ^but 
for ornament he added countless antique statues in marble and 
bronze, pictures most choice, and musical instruments of every sort, 
nor would he admit anything there that was not very rare and ex* 
cellent. Then at very great cost he collected a goodly number of 
most excellent and rare books in Greek, Latin and Hebrew, all of 
which he adorned with gold and with silver, esteeming this to be 
the chiefest excellence of his great palace. 

Following then the course of nature, and already sixty-five® years 
old, he died gloriously, as he had lived; and he left as his successor 
a motherless little boy of ten years, his only son Guidobaldo. Heir 
to the State, he seemed to be heir also to all his father's virtues, 
and soon his noble nature gave such promise as seemed not per- 
missible to hope for from mortal man; so that men esteemed none 
among the notable deeds of Duke F'ederico to be greater than to 
have begotten such a son. But envious of sp much virtue, fortune 
thwarted this glorious beginning with all her power; so that before 
Duke Guido reached the age of twenty years, he fell ill of the gout, 
which grew upon him with grievous pain, and in a short space of 
time so crippled all his members that he could neither stand upon 
his feet nor move; and thus one of the fairest and most promising 
forms in the world was distorted and spoiled in tender youth. 

And not content even with this, fortune was so contrary to him 
in all his purposes, that he could seldom carry into effect anything 
that he desired; and although he was very wise of counsel and un- 
conquered in spirit, it seemed that what he undertook, both in war 
and in everything else whether small or great, always ended ill for 
him. And proof of this is found in his many and diverse calamities, 
which he ever bore with such strength of mind, that his spirit was 
never vanquished by fortune; nay, scorning her assaults with un- 
broken courage, he lived in illness as if in health and in adversity 
as if fortunate, with perfect dignity and universal esteem; so that 
although he was thus infirm in body, he fought with most honourable 
rank^ in the service of their Serene Highnesses the Kings of Naples, 

3. actually only sixty. 4. as a mercenary captain or con- 

dottiere. 
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Alfonso and Ferdinand the Younger;® later with Pope Alexander 
VI,® and with the Venetian and Florentine signories. 

Upon the accession of Julius to the pontificate, he was made 
Captain of the Church;® at which time, following his accustomed 
habit, above all else he took care to fill his household with very 
noble and valiant gentlemen, with whom he lived most familiarly, 
delighting in their intercourse: wherein the pleasure he gave to others 
was not less than that he received from others, he being well versed 
in both the [learned] languages, and uniting affability and pleasant- 
ness to a knowledge of things without number. And besides this, 
the greatness of his spirit so set him on, that although he could 
not practise in person the exercises of chivalry, as he once had done, 
yet he took the utmost pleasure in witnessing them in others; and 
by his words, now correcting now praising every man according to 
desert, he clearly showed his judgment in those matters; wherefore, 
in jousts and tournaments, in riding, in the handling of every sort 
of weapon, as well as in pastimes, games, music, — in short, in all the 
exercises proper to noble cavaliers, — everyone strove so to show 
himself, as to merit being deemed worthy of such noble fellowship. 

Thus all the hours of the day were assigned to honourable and 
pleasant exercises as well for the body as for the mind; but since my 
lord Duke was always wont by reason of his infirmity to retire to 
sleep very early after supper, everyone usually betook him'self at 
that hour to the presence of my lady Duchess, Elisabetta Gonzaga;® 
where also was ever to be found my lady Emilia Pia,^® who was en- 
dowed with such lively wit and judgment that, as you know, it 
seemed as if she were the Mistress of us all, and as if everyone 
gained wisdom and worth from her. Here then, gentle discussions 
and innocent pleasantries were heard, and on the face of everyone 
a jocund gaiety was seen depicted, so that the house could truly 
be called the very abode of mirth: nor ever elsewhere, I think, was 
so relished, as once was here, how great sweetness may flow from 
dear and cherished companionship; for not to speak of the honour 
it was to each of us to serve such a lord as he of whom I have just 
spoken, there was born in the hearts of all a supreme contentment 
every time we came into the presence of my lady Duchess; and it 
seemed as if this were a chain that held us all linked in love, so that 


5. Alfonso II and Ferdinand II (both 
of the house of Aragon), kings of 
Naples in the late fifteenth century. 

6. Rodrigo Borgia, pope from 1492 
to 1503. 

7. in 1503; for further information 
about Pope Alexander VI (mentioned 
above) and Pope Julius II, see in our 
Machiavelli selection “Princely Virtues” 
footnote 2, the corresponding text, and 
the other passages in Machiavelli men- 


tioned in the note. 

8. captain in the pontiff’s army. 

9. Of the ruling family of Mantua, 
she had married Duke Guidobaldo in 
1488. She is the one who presides over 
this courtly scene. 

10. Sister-in-law and companion of 
the duchess, widow of an illegitimate 
son of the old duke, Federico, she 
wittily directs much of the conversation. 
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never was concord of will or cordial love between brothers greater 
than that which here was between us all. 

The same was it among the ladies, with whom there was inter- 
course most free and honourable; for everyone was permitted to talk, 
sit, jest and laugh with whom he pleased; but such was the rev- 
erence paid to the wish of my lady Dueliess, that this same liberty 
was a very great check; nor was there anyone who did not esteem 
it the utmost pleasure he could have in the world, to please her, 
and the utmost pain to displease her. And thus, most deeorous 
manners were here joined with greatest liberty, and games and 
laughter in her presence were seasoned not only with witty jests, 
but with gracious and sober dignity; for that modesty and loftiness 
which governed all the acts, words and gestures of my lady Duchess, 
bantering and laughing, were such that she would have been known 
for a lady of noblest rank by anyone who saw her even but once. 
And impressing herself thus upon those about her, she seemed to 
attune us all to her own quality and tone; accordingly every man 
strove to follow this pattern, taking as it were a rule of beautiful 
behaviour from the presence of so great and virtuous a lady; whose 
highest qualities I do not now purpose to recount, they not being 
my theme and being well known to all the world, and far more 
because I could not express them with either tongue or pen; and 
those that perhaps might have been somewhat hid, fortune, as if 
wondering at such rare virtue, chose to re^teal through many ad- 
versities and stings of calamity, so as to gjive proof that in the 
tender breast of woman, in company with singular beauty, there 
may abide prudence and strength of soul, and all those virtues that 
even among stern men are very rare. 

[**Eyerything He May Do or Say Shall Be 
Stamped with Grace**]* 

am of opinion^^ that the principal and true profession of 
the Courtier ought to be that of arms; which I would have him 
follow actively above all else, and be known among others as bold 
and strong, and loyal to whomsoever he serves. And he will win a 
reputation for these good qualities by exercising them at all times 
and in all places, since one may never fail in this without severest 
censure. And just as among women, their fair fame once sullied 
never recovers its first lustre, so that reputation of a gentleman 
who bears arms, if once it be in the least tarnished with cowardice 
or other disgrace, remains forever infamous before the world and 

•From Book I, Chapters 17-26. Count Ludovico da Canossa (1476- 
11. The conversational “game” 1532). A relative of the writer and a 

through which the courtiers at Urbino friend of the painter Raphael, he was 

are attempting to achieve a description later a bishop and held many important 

of the perfect courtly gentleman, is in offices, such at that of papal atn- 

progress. The speaker at this point is bassador to England. 
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full of ignominy. Therefore the more our Courtier excels in this 
art, the more he will be worthy of praise; and yet I do not deem 
essential in him that perfect knowledge of things and those other 
qualities that befit a commander; since this would be too wide a 
sea, let us be content, as we have said, with perfect loyalty and 
unconquered courage, and that he be always seen to possess them. 
For the courageous are often recognized even more in small things 
than in great; and frequently in perils of importance and where 
there are many spectators, some men are to be found, who, although 
their hearts be dead within them, yet, moved by shame or by the 
presence of others, press forward almost with their eyes shut, and 
do their duty God knows how. While on occasions of little mo- 
ment, when they think they can avoid putting themselves in danger 
without being detected, they are glad to keep safe. But those who, 
even when they do not expect to be observed or seen or recognized 
by anyone, show their ardour and neglect nothing, however paltry, 
that may be laid to their charge, — ^they have that strength of mind 
which we seek in our Courtier. 

*'Not that we would have him look so fierce, or go about bluster- 
ing, or say that he has taken his cuirass to wife, or threaten with 
those grim scowls that we have often seen in Berto; because to 
such men as this, one might justly say that which a brave lady 
jestingly said in gentle company to one whom I will not name at 
present; who, being invited by her out of compliment to dance, 
refused not only that, but to listen to the music, and many other 
entertainments proposed to him, — saying always that such silly 
trifles were not his business; so that at last the lady said, ‘What is 
your business, then?' He replied with a sour look, 'To fight.' Then 
the lady at once said, 'Now that you are in no war and out of 
fighting trim, I should think it were a good thing to have yourself 
well oiled, and to stow yourself with all your battle harness in a 
closet until you be needed, lest you grow more rusty than you arc'; 
and so, amid much laughter from the bystanders, she left the dis- 
comfited fellow to his silly presumption. 

"Therefore let the man we arc seeking, be very bold, stern, and 
always among the first, where the enemy are to be seen; and in 
every other place, gentle, modest, reserved, above all things avoid- 
ing ostentation and that impudent self-praise by which men ever 
excite hatred and disgust in all who hear them." 

Then my lord Gaspar^^ replied: 

“As for me, I have known few men excellent in anything what- 
ever, who do not praise themselves; and it seems to me that this 
may well be permitted them; for when anyone who feels himself 

12. Count Caspar Pallavicino (1486- court, who died only a few years after- 
1511), a very young member of the ward. 
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to be of worth, sees that he is not known to the ignorant by his 
works, he is offended that his worth should lie buried, and needs 
must in some way hold it up to view, in order that he may not be 
cheated of the fame that is the true reward of worthy effort. Thus 
among the ancient authors, whoever carries weight seldom fails to 
praise himself. They indeed are insufferable who do this without 
desert, but such wc do not presume our Courtier to be.'’ 

The Count then said: 

you heard what I said, it was impudent and indiscriminate 
self-praise that I censured: and as you say, we surely ought not to 
form a bad opinion of a brave man who praises himself modestly, 
nay we ought rather to regard such praise as better evidence than 
if it came from the mouth of others. I say, however, that he, who 
in praising himself runs into no error and incurs no annoyance 
or envy at the hands of those that hear him, is a very discreet man 
indeed and merits praise from others in addition to that which 
he bestows upon himself; because it is a very difheult matter." 

Then my lord Caspar said: 

'Tou must teach us that." 

The Count replied: 

“Among the ancient authors there is no lack of those who have 
taught it; but to my thinking, the whole , art consists in saying 
things in such a way that they shall not seem to be said to that 
end, but let fall so naturally that it was impossible not to say them, 
and while seeming always to avoid self-praise, yet to achieve it; 
but not after the manner of those boasters, who open their mouths 
and let the words come forth haphazard. Like one of our friends 
a few days ago, who, being quite run through the thigh with a 
spear at Pisa, said he thought it was a fly that had stung him; and 
another man said he kept no mirror in his room because, when 
angry, he became so terrible to look at, that the sight of himself 
would have frightened him too much.” 

Everyone laughed at this, but messer Cesare Gonzaga^^ added: 

“Why do you laugh? Do you not know that Alexander the Great, 
on hearing the opinion of a philosopher to be that there was an 
infinite number of worlds, began to weep, and being asked why 
he wept, replied, ‘Because I have not yet conquered one of them;' 
as if he would fain have vanquished all? Does not this seem to you 
a greater boast than that about the fly-sting?" 

Then the Count said: 

“Yes, and Alexander was a greater man than he who made the 
other speech. But extraordinary men are surely to be pardoned 
when they assume much; for he who has great things to do must 

13. considered by some the ^^hrst a diplomat, and a pastoral poet; he died 
gentleman” at the court of Urbino. A in 1512, at thirty-seven, 
cousin of the writer, he was a warrior. 
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needs have daring to do them, and confidence in himself, and must 
not be abject or mean in spirit, yet very modest in speech, showing 
less confidence in himself than he has, lest his self-confidence lead 
to rashness/' 

The Count now paused a little, and messer Bernardo Bibbiena^* 
said, laughing: 

‘'I remember what you said earlier, that this Courtier of ours must 
be endowed by nature with beauty of countenance and person, and 
with a grace that shall make him so agreeable. Grace and beauty of 
countenance I think I certainly possess, and this is the reason 
why so many ladies are ardently in love with me, as you know; 
but I am rather doubtful as to the beauty of my person, especially 
as regards these legs of mine, which seem to me decidedly less well 
proportioned than I should wish: as to my bust and other members, 
however, I am quite content. Pray, now, describe a little more in 
particular the sort of body that the Courtier is to have, so that I 
may dismiss this doubt and set my mind at rest/* 

After some laughter at this, the Count continued: 

**Of a certainty that grace of countenance can be truly said to be 
yours, nor need I cite further example than this to show what 
manner of thing it is, for we unquestionably perceive your aspect 
to be most agreeable and pleasing to everyone, albeit the lineaments 
of it are not very delicate. Still it is of a manly cast and at the 
same time full of grace; and this characteristic is to be found in 
many different types of countenance. And of such sort I would 
have our Courtier*s aspect; not so soft and effeminate as is sought 
by many, who not only curl their hair and pluck their brows, but 
gloss their faces with all those arts employed by the most wanton 
and unchaste women in the world; and in their walk, posture and 
every act, they seem so limp and languid that their limbs are like 
to fall apart; and they pronounce their words so mournfully that 
they appear about to expire upon the spot: and the more they 
find themselves with men of rank, the more they affect such tricks. 
Since nature has not made them women, as they seem to wish to 
appear and be, they should be treated not as good women but as 
public harlots, and driven not merely from the courts of great lords 
but from the society of honest men. 

“Then coming to the bodily frame, I say it is enough if this be 
neither extremely short nor tall, for both of these conditions excite 
a certain contemptuous surprise, and men of cither sort are gazed 
upon in much the same way that we gaze on monsters. Yet if we 
must offend in one of the two extremes, it is preferable to fall a 
little short of the just measure of height than to exceed it, for 

14. Bernardo Dovizi da Bibbiena and friend of the painter Raphael, and 
(1470-1520), author of a play per- later a cardinal, 
formed at the court of Urbino, patron 
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besides often being dull of intellect, men thus huge of body are 
also unfit for every exercise of agility, which thing I should much 
wish in the Courtier. And so I would have him well built and 
shapely of limb, and would have him show strength and lightness 
and suppleness, and know all bodily exercises that befit a man of 
war; whereof I think the first should be to handle every sort of 
weapon well on foot and on horse, to understand the advantages 
of each, and especially to be familiar with those weapons that arc 
ordinarily used among gentlemen; for besides the use of them in 
war, where such subtlety in contrivance is perhaps not needful, 
there frequently arise differences between one gentleman and an- 
other, which afterwards result in duels often fought with such 
weapons as happen at the moment to be within reach: thus knowl- 
edge of this kind is a very safe thing. Nor am I one of those 
who say that skill is forgotten in the hour of need; for he whose 
skill forsakes him at such a time, indeed gives token that he has 
already lost heart and head through fear. 

“Moreover I deem it very important to know how to wrestle, for 
it is a great help in the use of all kinds of weapons on foot. Then, 
both for his own sake and for that of his friends, he must understand 
the quarrels and differences that may arise, and must be quick to 
seize an advantage, always showing courage and prudence in all 
things. Nor should he be too ready to fight except when honour 
demands it; for besides the great danger that the uncertainty of 
fate entails, he who rushes into such affairs, recklessly and without 
urgent cause, merits the severest censure evfen though he be suc- 
cessful. But when he finds himself so far erigaged that he cannot 
withdraw without reproach, he ought to hcfmost deliberate, both 
in the preliminaries to the duel and in the duel itself, and always 
show readiness and daring. Nor must he act like some, who fritter 
the affair away in disputes and controversies, and who, having 
the choice of weapons, select those that neither cut nor pierce, 
and ann themselves as if they were expecting a cannonade; and 
thinking it enough not to be defeated, stand ever on the defensive 
and retreat, — showing therein their utter cowardice. And thus they 
make themselves a laughing-stock for boys, like those two men of 
Ancona who fought at Perugia not long since, and made everyone 
laugh who saw them.” 

“And who were they?” asked my lord Caspar Pallavicino. 

‘Two cousins,” replied messer Cesare. 

Then the Count said: 

“In their fighting they were as like as two brothers”; and soon 
continued; “Even in time of peace weapons are often used in 
various exercises, and gentlemen appear in public shows before the 
people and ladies and great lords. this reason I would have our 
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Courtier a perfect horseman in every kind of sea^, and besides 
understanding horses and what pertains to riding, I would have 
him use all possible care and diligence to lift himself a little beyond 
the rest in everything, so that he may be ever recognized as eminent 
above all others. And as we read of Alcibiadcs that he surpassed 
all the nations with whom he lived, each in their particular province, 
so I would have this Courtier of ours excel all others, and each in 
that which is most their profession. And as it is the especial pride 
of the Italians to ride well with the rein, to govern wild horses 
with eonsummate skill, and to play at tilting and jousting, — in these 
things let him be among the best of the Italians. In tourneys and 
in the arts of defence and attack, let him shine among the best 
in France. In stick-throwing, bull-fighting, and in casting spears 
and darts, let him excel among the Spaniards. But above every- 
thing he should temper all his movements with a certain good 
judgment and grace, if he wishes to merit that universal favour 
whieh is so greatly prized. 

•"There are also many other exercises, which although not im- 
mediately dependent upon arms, yet are closely connected there- 
with, and greatly foster manly sturdiness; and one of the chief 
among these seems to me to be the chase, because it bears a certain 
likeness to war; and truly it is an amusement for great lords and 
befitting a man at court, and furthermore it is seen to have been 
much cultivated among the ancients. It is fitting also to know how 
to swim, to leap, to run, to throw stones, for besides the use that 
may be made of this in war, a man often has occasion to show 
what he can do in such matters; whence good esteem is to be won, 
especially with the multitude, who must be taken into account 
withal. Another admirable exercise, and one very befitting a man 
at court, is the game of tennis, in which are well shown the dis- 
position of the body, the quickness and suppleness of every member, 
and all those qualities that are seen in nearly every other exercise. 
Nor less highly do I esteem vaulting on horse, which although it 
be fatiguing and difficult, makes a man very light and dexterous 
more than any other thing; and besides its utility, if this lightness 
is accompanied by grace, it is to my thinking a finer show than any 
of the others. 

*"Our Courtier having once become more than fairly expert in 
these exercises, I tliink he should leave the others on one side: 
such as turning summersaults, rope-walking, and the like, which 
savour of the mountebank and little befit a gentleman. 

•"But since one cannot devote himself to such fatiguing exercises 
continually, and since repetition becomes very tiresome and abates 
the admiration felt for what is rare, we must always diversify our 
life with various occupations. For this reason 1 would have our 
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Courtier sometimes descend to quieter and more tranquil exercises, 
and in order to escape envy and to entertain himself agreeably 
with everyone, let him do whatever others do, yet never departing 
from praiseworthy deeds, and governing himself with that good 
judgment which will keep him from all folly; but let him laugh, 
jest, banter, frolic and dance, yet in such fashion that he shall 
always appear genial and discreet, and that everything he may do or 
say shall be stamped with grace/' 

Then messer Cesare Gonzaga said: 

**We certainly ought on no account to hinder the course of this 
discussion; but if I were to keep silence, I should be neglected both 
of the right I have to speak and of my desire to know one thing: 
and let me be pardoned if I ask a question instead of contradict- 
ing; for this I think may be permitted me, after the precedent of 
messer Bernardo here, who in his over desire to be held comely, 
broke the rules of our game by asking a question instead of con- 
tradicting/'^* 

Then my lady Duchess said: 

*‘You see how one error begets many. Therefore he who trans- 
gresses and sets a bad example, like messer Bernardo, deserves to 
be punished not only for his own transgression but also for the 
others'." 

Then messer Cesare replied: 

‘^In that case, my Lady, I shall be cxemj)t from penalty, since 
messer Bernardo is to be punished for his own fault as well as 
mine." 

^*Nay,'' said my lady Duchess, 'Vou both ought to have double 
punishment: he for his own transgression and for leading you to 
transgress; you for your own transgression and for imitating him." 

‘‘My Lady," replied messer Cesare, “as yet I have not trans- 
gressed; so, to leave all this punishment to messer Bernardo alone, 
I will keep silence." 

And indeed he remained silent; when my lady Emilia laughed 
and said: 

“Say whatever you like, for under leave of my lady Duchess I 
pardon him that lias transgressed and him that shall transgress, in 
so small a degree." 

“I consent," continued my lady Duchess. “But take care lest 
perchance you fall into the mistake of thinking to gain more by 
being merciful than by being just; for to pardon him too easily 
that has transgressed is to wrong him that trangresses not. Yet I 
would not have my severity reproach your indulgence, and thus 
be the cause of our not hearing this question of messer Cesare." 

15. According to the plan agreed courtier, and the others made their 
upon at the start, one of the company contributions by contradicting the 
began a descriiHion of the perfect preceding speaker. 
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And so, being given the signal by iny lady Duchess and by my 
lady Emilia, he at once said: 

I remember rightly. Sir Count, I think you have repeated 
several times this evening that the Courtier must accompany his 
actions, gestures, habits, in short his every movement, with grace; 
and this you seem to regard as an universal seasoning, without which 
all other properties and good qualities are of little worth. And in- 
deed I think that in this everyone would allow himself to be 
persuaded easily, since from the very force of the word, it may 
be said that he who has grace finds grace. But since you said that 
this is oftentimes the gift of nature and of heaven and, even when 
not thus perfect, can with care and pains be made much greater,— 
those men who are born so fortunate and so rich in this treasure 
as arc some we see, seem to me in this to have little need of other 
master; because that benign favour of heaven almost in despite of 
themselves leads them higher than they will, and makes them not 
only pleasing but admirable to all the world. Therefore I do not 
discuss this, it not being in our power to acquire it of ourselves. 
But they who have received from nature only so much, that they 
are capable of becoming graceful by pains, industry and care, — I 
long to know by what art, by what training, by what method, they 
can acquire this grace, as well in bodily exercises (in which you 
esteem it to be so necessary) as also in everything else that they 
may do or say. Therefore, since by much praise of this quality 
you have aroused in all of us, I think, an ardent thirst to pursue 
it, you are further bound, by the charge that my lady Emilia laid 
upon you, to satisfy that thirst by teaching us how to attain it.’' 

am not bouneV’ said the Count, “to teach you how to become 
graceful, or anything else; but only to show you what manner of 
man a perfect Courtier ought to be. Nor would I in any case under- 
take the task of teaching you this perfection; especially having 
said a little while ago that the Courtier must know how to wrestle, 
vault, and do many other things, which I am sure you all know 
quite as well as if I, who have never learned them, were to teach 
you. For just as a good soldier knows how to tell the smith what 
fashion, shape and quality his armour ought to have, but cannot 
show how it is to be made or forged or tempered; so I perhaps may 
be able to tell you what manner of man a perfect Courtier ought 
to be, but cannot teach you what you must do to become one. 

“Yet to comply with your request as far as is within my power, — 
although it is almost a proverb that grace is not to be learned, — I 
say that whoever would acquire grace in bodily exercises (assuming 
first that he be by nature not incapable), ought to begin early and 
learn the rudiments from the best masters. And how important 
this seemed to King Philip of Macedon, may be seen from the fact 
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that he chg^e Aristotle, the famous pliilosopher and perhaps the 
greatest that has ever been in the world, to teach his son Alexander 
the first elements of letters. And of the men whom we know at the 
present day, consider how well and how gracefully my lord Galeazzo 
Sanseverino,^* Grand Equerry of France, performs all bodily exer- 
cises; and this because in addition to the natural aptitude of person 
that he possesses, he has taken the utmost pains to study with 
good masters, and always to have about him men who excel and 
to select from each the best of what they know: for just as in 
wrestling, vaulting and in the use of many sorts of weapons, he has 
taken for his guide our friend messer Pietro Monte,^^ who (as you 
know) is the true and only master of every form of trained strength 
and ability, — so in riding, jousting and all else, he has ever had 
before his eyes the most proficient men that were known in those 
matters. 

‘'Therefore he who wishes to be a good pupil, besides performing 
his tasks well, must put forth every effort to resemble his master, 
and, if it were possible, to transform himself into his master. And 
when he feels that he has made some progress, it will be very 
profitable to observe different men of the same calling, and gov- 
erning himself with that good judgment which must ever be his 
guide, to go about selecting now this thing from one and that 
thing from another. And as the bee in the green meadows is ever 
wont to rob the flowers among the grass, so otir Courtier must steal 
this grace from all who seem to possess it, taking from each that 
part which shall most be worthy praise; and ' not act like a friend 
of ours whom you all know, who thought tic greatly resembled 
King Ferdinand the Younger of Aragon,^* mA made it his care to 
imitate the latter in nothing but a certain trick of continually 
raising the head and twisting one side of the mouth, which the 
king had contracted from some infinnity. And there are many such, 
who think they gain a point if only they be like a great man in 
some thing; and frequently they devote themselves to that which 
is his only fault. 

“But having before now often considered whence this grace 
springs, laying aside those men who have it by nature, I find one 
universal rule concerning it, which seems to me worth more in this 
matter than any other in all things human that are done or said: 
and that is to avoid affectation to the uttermost and as it were a 
very sharp and dangerous rock; and, to use possibly a new word,^® 

16. Of a famou.s Neapolitan family. 18. Ferdinand II, king of Naplas 
he fought for Louis XII and Francis I from 1495 to 1496. 

of France, and died at the battle of 19. Sprezzatura, here translated as 
Pavia (1525). “nonchalance,” is indeed Castiglione’a 

17. fencing master at the court of own word, epitomUing the important 

Urbino. concept of gentlemanly behavior dis- 

cussed in this passage. 
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to practise in everything a certain nonchalance that shall conce^ 
design and show that what is done and said is done without effort 
and almost without thought. From this I believe grace is in large 
measure derived, because everyone knows the difficulty of those 
things that are rare and well done, and therefore facility in them 
excites the highest admiration; while on the other hand, to strive 
and as the saying is to drag by the hair, is extremely ungraceful, 
and makes us esteem everything slightly, however great it be. 

Accordingly we may affirm that to be true art which does not 
appear to be art; nor to anything must we give greater care than to 
conceal art, for if it is discovered, it quite destroys our credit and 
brings us into small esteem. And I remember having once read 
that there were several very excellent orators of antiquity, who 
among their other devices strove to make everyone believe that 
they had no knowledge of letters; and hiding their knowledge they 
pretended that their orations were composed very simply and as if 
springing rather from nature and truth than from study and art; the 
which, if it had been detected, would have made men wary of 
being duped by it. 

‘Thus you see how the exhibition of art and study so intense 
destroys the grace in everything. Which of you is there who does 
not laugh when our friend messer Pierpaolo^® dances in his peculiar 
way, with those capers of his, — ^legs stiff to the toe and head motion- 
less, as if he were a stick, and with such intentness that he actually 
seems to be counting the steps? What eye so blind as not to see 
in this the ungracefulness of affectation, — and in many men and 
women who arc here present, the grace of that nonchalant case 
(for in the case of bodily movements many call it thus), showing 
by word or laugh or gesture that they have no care and arc think- 
ing more of everything else than of that, to make the onlooker 
think they can hardly go amiss?" 

20. an otherwise unidentified character. 


niccolO machiavelli 

(1469-1527) 

[“That Food Which Alone Is Mine”]* 

I am living on my farm, and since my last troubles^ I have not 
been in Florence twenty days, putting them all together. Up to now 


♦ From a letter of December 10, 
1513, to Francesco Vettori, Florentine 
Ambassador at Rome. Our text is from 
Maehiavelli, The Prince and Other 
Works, new translation by Allan H. Gil- 
bert, copyright, by Hendricks House 


Farrar Straus. 

1. Machiavelli had been suspected 
of participation in a conspiracy led by 
two young friends of his, and had been 
imprisoned and subjected to torture 
before his innocence was recognized. 
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I have been setting snares for thrushes with my own hands; I get 
up before daylight, prepare my birdlime, and go out with a bundle 
of cages on my back, so that I look like Geta when he came back 
from the harbor with the books of Amphitryo,^ and catch at the least 
two thrushes and at the most six. So I did all of September; then 
this trifling diversion, despicable and strange as it is, to my regret 
failed. What my life is now I shall tell you. 

In the morning I get up with the sun and go out into a grove 
that I am having cut; there I remain a couple of hours to look 
over the work of the past day and kill some time with the wood- 
men, who always have on hand some dispute either among them- 
selves or among their neighbors. . . . 

When I leave the grove, I go to a spring, and from there into my 
aviary. I have a book in my pocket, cither Dante or Petrarch or one 
of the minor poets, as Tibullus,® Ovid, and the like. I read about 
their tender passions and their loves, remember mine, and take 
pleasure for a while in thinking about them. Then I go along the 
road to the inn, talk with those who pass by, ask the news of their 
villages, learn various things, and note the varied tastes and differ- 
ent fancies of men. It gets to be dinner time, and with my troop I 
cat what food my poor farm and my little property permit. After 
dinner, I return to the inn; there I usually find the host, a butcher, 
a miller, and two furnace-tenders. With these fellows I sink into 
vulgarity for the rest of the day, playing at cricca and tricche-trach;^ 
from these games come a thousand quanrcls and numberless of- 
fensive and insulting words; we often dispute over a penny, and 
all the same are heard shouting as far as San Casciano.® So, involved 
in these trifles, I keep my brain from getting mouldy, and express 
the perversity of Fate, for I am willing to have her drive me along 
this path, to sec if she will be ashamed of it. 

In the evening, I return to my house, and go into my study. 
At the door I take off the clothes I have worn all day, mud spotted 
and dirty, and put on regal and courtly garments. Thus appropriately 
clothed, I enter into the ancient courts of ancient men,® where, 
being lovingly received, I feed on that food which alone is mine, 
and which I was born for; I am not ashamed to speak with them 
and to ask the reasons for their actions, and they courteously answer 
me. For four hours I feel no boredom and forget every worry; I do 
not fear poverty, and death does not terrify me. I give myself 
completely over to the ancients. And because Dante says that there 

2. allusion to a popular tale in which 4. two popular games, the first played 

Amphitryo, returning to Thebes after with cards, the second with dice 
having studied at Athens, sends for- thrown to regulate the movements of 
ward from the harbor his servant Geta pawns on a chessboard. 

to announce his arrival to bis wife 5. nearby village; in the region 

Alcmene, and loads him with his books. around Florence. 

3. Albius Tibullus, Roman elegiac 6. Machiavelli here refers figuratively 

poet of the first century b.c. to his study of ancient history. 
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is no knowledge unless one retains what one has read,^ I have written 
down the profit I have gained from their conversation, and com- 
posed a little book De principatibiiSf^ in which I go as deep as I 
can into reflections on this subject, debating what a principate is, 
what the species are, how they are gained, how they are kept, and 
why they are lost. If ever any of my trifles can please you, this 
one should not displease you; and to a prince, and especially a new 
prince, it ought to be welcome. 

7. **. . . for knowledge none can 8. Of Princedoms; the Latin title 
vaunt / Who retains not, although he of The Prince. All chapter headings 
have understood.” {Paradise, Canto V, are also in Latin in the original. 

II. 41-42.) 


The Prince (II principe)’®' 

[Princely Virtues] t 

ON THE THINGS FOR WHICH MEN, AND ESPECIALLY PRINCES, 
ARE PRAISED OR CENSURED 

, . . Because I know that many have written on this topic, 
I fear that when I too write I shall be thought presumptuous, 
because, in discussing it, I break away completely from the prin- 
ciples laid down by my predecessors. But since it is my purpose 
to write something useful to an attentive reader, I think it more 
cflFective to go back to the practical truth of the subject than to 
depend on my fancies about it. And many have imagined re- 
publics and principalities that never have been seen or known 
to exist in reality. For there is such a difference between the 
way men live and the way they ought to live, that anybody who 
abandons what is for what ought to be will learn something that 
will ruin rather than preserve him, because anyone who deter- 
mines to act in all circumstances the part of a good man must 
come to ruin among so many who are not good. Hence, if a prince 
wishes to maintain himself, he must learn how to be not good, and 
to use that ability or not as is required. 

Leaving out of account, then, things about an imaginary prince, 
and considering things that are true, I say that all men, when they 
are spoken of, and especially princes, because they are set higher, 
are marked with sOme of the qualities that bring them cither blame 
or praise. To wit, one man is thought liberal, another stingy (using 
a Tuscan word, because avaricious in our language is still applied 
to one who desires to get things through violence, but stingy we 
apply to him who refrains too much from using his own property); 

♦Written in 1513. Our text is from Gilbert, copyright, by Hendricks House 
Uachiavetli, The Prince end Other Farrar Straus. 

WorhSt new translation by Allan H. fFrom Chapters lS-18. 
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one is thought open-handed, another grasping; one cruel, the other 
compassionate; one is a breaker of faith, the other reliable; one is 
effeminate and cowardly, the other vigorous and spirited; one is 
philanthropic, the other egotistic; one is lascivious, the other chaste; 
one is straight-forward, the other crafty; one hard, the other easy to 
deal with; one is firm, the other unsettled; one is religious, the 
other unbelieving; and so on. 

And I know that everybody will admit that it would be very 
praiseworthy for a prince to possess all of the above-mentioned 
qualities that arc considered good. But since he is not able to have 
them or to observe them completely, because human conditions 
do not allow him to, it is necessary that he be prudent enough to 
understand how to avoid getting a bad name because he is given 
to those vices that will deprive him of his position. He should also, 
if he can, guard himself from those vices that will not take his 
place away from him, but if he cannot do it, he can with less anxiety 
let them go. Moreover, he sliould not be troubled if he gets a bad 
name because of vices without which it will be difficult for him to 
preserve his position. I say this because, if everything is considered, 
it will be seen that some things seem to be virtuous, but if they 
are put into practice will be ruinous to him; other things seem 
to be vices, yet if put into practice will bring the prince security 
and well-being. 

ON LIBERALITY AND PARSIMONY 

Beginning, then, with the first of the above-mentioned qualities, 
I assert that it is good to be thought liberal.^ Yet liberality, prac- 
ticed in such a way that you get a reputation for it, is damaging 
to you, for the following reasons: If you use it wisely and as it 
ought to be used, it will not become known, and you will not 
escape being censured for the opposite vice. Hence, if you w'ish to 
have men call you liberal, it is necessary not to omit any sort of 
lavishness. A prince who docs this will always be obliged to use up 
all his property in lavish actions; he will then, if he wishes to keep 
the name of liberal, be forced to lay heavy taxes on his people and 
exact money from them, and do everything he can to raise money. 
This will begin to make his subjects hate him, and as he grows 
poor he will be little esteemed by anybody. So it comes about 
that because of this liberality of his, with which he has damaged 
a large number and been of advantage to but a few, he is affected 
by every petty annoyance and is in peril from every slight danger. 
If he recognizes this and wishes to draw back, he quickly gets a 
bad name for stinginess. 

Since, then, a prince cannot without harming himself practice 

1, generous, openhanded. 
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this virtue of liberality to such an extent that it will be recognized, 
he will, if he is prudent, not care about being called stingy. As 
time goes on he will be thought more and more liberal, for the 
people will see that because of his economy his income is enough 
for him, that he can defend himself from those who make war 
against him, and that he can enter upon undertakings without 
burdening his people. Such a prince is in the end liberal to all 
those from whom he takes nothing, and they are numerous; he is 
stingy to those to whom he does not give, and they are few. In 
our times we have seen big things done only by those who have 
been looked on as stingy; the others have utterly failed. Pope Julius 

II, * though he made use of a reputation for liberality to attain the 
papacy, did not then try to maintain it, because he wished to be 
able to make war. The present King of France® has carried on great 
wars without laying unusually heavy taxes on his people, merely 
because his long economy has made provision for heavy expenditures. 
The present King of Spain,^ if he had continued liberal, would 
not have carried on or completed so many undertakings. 

Therefore a prince ought to care little about getting called stingy, 
if as a result he docs not have to rob his subjects, is able to defend 
himself, does not become poor and contemptible, and is not obliged 
to become grasping. For this vice of stinginess is one of those that 
enables him to rule. Somebody may say: Caesar, by means of his 
liberality became emperor, and many others have come to high 
positions because they have been liberal and have been thought so. 
I answer: Either you are already prince, or you are on the way to 
become one. In the first case liberality is dangerous; in the second 
it is very necessary to be thought liberal. Caesar was one of those 
who wished to attain dominion over Rome. But if, when he had 
attained it, he had lived for a long time and had not moderated 
his expenses, he would have destroyed his authority. Somebody may 
answer: Many who have been thought very liberal have been 
princes and done great things with their armies. I answer: TTic 
prince spends either his own property and that of his subjects or 
that of others. In the first case he ought to be frugal; in the second 
he ought to abstain from no sort of liberality. When he marches 
with his army and lives on plunder, loot, and ransom, a prince 
controls the property of others. To him liberality is essential, for 
without it his soldiers would not follow him. You can be a free 
giver of what does not belong to you or your subjects, as were Cyrus, 
Caesar, and Alexander, because to spend the money of others does 

2. Giuliano della Rovere, elected to Princes”; for Machiavelli’s view of the 

the papacy in 1503 at the death of Pius character of Julius II, see the chapter 

III, who had been successor to Alex- *‘The Power of Fortune in Human 

ander VI (Rodrigo Borgia). Alexander Affairs . . 

VI is discussed in the chapter **ln What 3. Louis XII. 

Way Faith Should Be Kept by 4. Ferdinand II, *'the Catholic.** 
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not decrease your reputation but adds to it. It is only the sp>cnding 
of your own money that hurts you. 

There is nothing that eats itself up as fast as does liberality^ 
for when you practice it you lose the power to practice it, and 
become poor and contemptible, or else to escape poverty you be- 
come rapacious and therefore are hated. And of all the things 
against which a prince must guard himself, the first is being an ob- 
ject of contempt and hatred. Liberality leads you to both of these. 
Hence there is more wisdom in keeping a name for stinginess, which 
produces a bad reputation without hatred, than in striving for 
the name of liberal, only to be forced to get the name of rapacious, 
which brings forth both bad reputation and hatred. 

ON CRUELTY AND PITY, AND WHETHER IT IS BETTER TO BE 
LOVED OR TO BE FEARED, AND VICE VERSA 

Coming then to the other qualities already mentioned, I say 
that every prince should wish to be thought compassionate and 
not cruel; still, he should be careful not to make a bad use of the 
pity he feels. Cesare Borgia® was considered cruel, yet this cruelty 
of his pacified the Romagna, united it, and changed its condition 
to that of peace and loyalty. If the matter is well considered, it will 
be seen that Cesare was much more compassionate than the people 
of Florence, for in order to escape the name of cruel they allowed 
Pistoia to be destroyed.® Hence a prince dught not to be troubled 
by the stigma of cruelty, acquired in keying his subjects united 
and faithful. By giving a very few examples of cruelty he can be 
more truly compassionate than those who through too much com- 
passion allow disturbances to continue, from which arise murders 
or acts of plunder. Lawless acts arc injurious to a large group, but 
the executions ordered by the prince injure a single person. The 
new prince, above all other princes, cannot possibly avoid the name 
of cruel, because new states are full of perils. Dido in Vergil puts it 
thus: ''Hard circumstances and the newness of my realm force me 
to do such things, and to keep watch and ward over all my lands. 

All the same, he should be slow in believing and acting, and 
should make no one afraid of him, his procedure should be so 
tempered with prudence and humanity that too much confidence 
docs not make him incautious, and too much suspicion docs not 
make him unbearable. 

All this gives rise to a question for debate: Is it better to be 
loved than to be feared, or the reverse? I answer that a prince should 

5. son of Pope Alexander VI, and 6. by internal dissensions because the 
duke of Valentinois and Romagna. His Florentines. Machiavelli contends, failed 
skillful and merciless subjugation of to treat the leaders of the dissenting 
the local lords of Romagna occurred parties wi^ an iron hand, 
during the years between 1499 and 7. Aeneid, Book I, 11. 563— S64, 
1502. 
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wish for both. But because it is diflScult to reconcile them, I hold 
that it is much more secure to be feared than to be loved, if one 
of them must be given up. The reason for my answer is that one 
must say of men generally that they are ungrateful, mutable, pre- 
tenders and dissemblers, prone to avoid danger, thirsty for gain. So 
long as you benefit them they are all yours; as I said above, they 
offer you their blood, their property, their lives, their children, 
when the need for such things is remote. But when need comes 
upon you, they turn around. So if a prince has relied wholly on their 
words, and is lacking in other preparations, he falls. For friendships 
that are gained with money, and not with greatness and nobility 
of spirit, are deserved but not possessed, and in the nick of time 
one cannot avail himself of them. Men hesitate less to injure a 
man who makes himself loved than to injure one who makes himself 
feared, for their love is held by a chain of obligation, which, be- 
cause of men^s wickedness, is broken on every occasion for the sake 
of selfish profit; but their fear is secured by a dread of punishment 
which never fails you. 

Nevertheless the prince should make himself feared in such a 
way that, if he does not win love, he escapes hatred. This is possible, 
for to be feared and not to be hated can easily coexist. In fact 
it is always possible, if the ruler abstains from the property of his 
citizens and subjects, and from their women. And if, as sometimes 
happens, he finds that he must inflict the penalty of death, he 
should do it when he has proper justification and evident reason. 
But above all he must refrain from taking property, for men forget 
the death of a father more quickly than the loss of their patrimony. 
Further, causes for taking property arc never lacking, and he who 
begins to live on plunder is always finding cause to seize what 
belongs to others. But on the contrary, reasons for taking life are 
rare and fail sooner. 

But when a prince is with his army and has a great number of 
soldiers under his command, then above all he must pay no heed 
to being called cruel, because if he does not have that name he 
cannot keep his army united or ready for duty. It should be num- 
bered among the wonderful feats of Hannibal that he led to war 
in foreign lands a large army, made up of countless types of men, 
yet never suffered from dissension, either among the soldiers of 
against the general, in either bad or good fortune. His success re- 
sulted from nothing else than his inhuman cruelty, which, when 
added to his numerous other strong qualities, made him respected 
and terrible in the sight of his soldiers. Yet without his cruelty his 
other qualities would not have been adequate. So it seems that 
those writers have not thought very deeply who on one side admire 
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his accomplisliment and on the other condemn the chief cause 
for it. 

The truth that his other qualities alone would not have been 
adequate may be learned from Scipio,® a man of the most unusual 
powers not only in his own times but in all ages we know of. When 
he was in Spain his armies mutinied. This resulted from nothing 
other than his compassion, which had allowed his soldiers more 
license than befits military discipline. This fault was censured before 
the Senate by Fabius Maximus, and Scipio was called by him the 
corruptor of the Roman soldiery. The L^crians® were destroyed by 
a lieutenant of Scipio's, yet he did not avenge them or punish the 
disobedience of that lieutenant. This all came from his easy nature, 
which was so well understood that one who wished to excuse him 
in the Senate said there were many men who knew better how 
not to err than how to punish errors. This easy nature would in 
time have overthrown the fame and glory of Scipio if, in spite of 
this weakness, he had kept on in independent command. But since 
he was under the orders of the Senate, this bad quality was not 
merely concealed but was a glory to him. 

Returning, then, to the debate on being loved and feared, I con- 
clude that since men love as they please and fear as the prince 
pleases, a wise prince will evidently rely on what is in his own power 
and not on what is in the power of another. As I have said, he need 
only take pains to avoid hatred. 

i 

IN WHAT WAY FAITH SHOULD BE KEPT BY PRINCES 

i 

Everybody knows how laudable it is ki t prince to keep this faith 
and to be an honest man and not a trickster. Nevertheless, the 
experience of our times shows that the, princes who have done great 
things are the ones who have taken little {account of their promises 
and who have known how to addle the brains of men with craft. 
In the end they liave conquered those who have put their reliance 
on good faith. 

You must realize, then, that there are two ways to fight. In one 
kind the laws are used, in the other, force. The first is suitable to 
man, the second to animals. But because the first often falls short, 
one has to turn to the second. Hence a prince must know perfectly 
how to act like a beast and like a man. This truth was covertly taught 
to princes by ancient authors, who write that Achilles and many 
other ancient princes were turned over for their up-bringing to 
Chiron the centaur,^® that he might keep tliem under his tuition. 

8. Publius Cornelius Scipio Africanus 10. reputed in myth to be the 
the Elder (235-183 a.c.). The episode educator of many heroes, among them 
of the mutiny occurred in 206 b.c. Achilles, Theseus, Jason, and Hercules. 

9. citizens of Locri, in Sicily. 
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To have as teacher one who is half beast and half man means 
nothing else than that a prince needs to know how to use the 
qualities of both creatures. Tlie one without the other will not last 
long. 

Since, then, it is necessary for a prince to understand how to 
make good use of the conduct of the animals, he should select among 
them the fox and the lion, because the lion cannot protect himself 
from traps, and the fox cannot protect himself from the wolves. So 
the prince needs to be a fox that he may know how to deal with 
traps, and a lion that he may frighten the wolves. Those who act 
like the lion alone do not understand their business. A prudent 
ruler, therefore, cannot and should not observe faith when such 
observance is to his disadvantage and the causes that made him 
give his promise have vanished. If men were all good, this advice 
would not be good, but since men arc wicked and do not keep 
their promises to you, you likewise do not have to keep yours to 
them. Lawful reasons to excuse his failure to keep them will never 
be lacking to a prince. It would be possible to give innumerable 
modern examples of this and to show many treaties and promises 
that have been made null and void by the faithlessness of princes. 
And the prince who has best known how to act as a fox has come out 
best. But one who has this capacity must understand how to keep 
it covered, and be a skilful pretender and dissembler. Men are so 
simple and so subject to present needs that he who deceives in this 
way will always find those who will let themselves be deceived. 

I do not wish to keep still about one of the recent instances. 
Alexander VI^^ did nothing else than deceive men, and had no other 
intention; yet he always found a subject to work on. There never 
was a man more effective in swearing that things were true, and 
the greater the oaths with which he made a promise, the less he 
observed it. Nonetheless his deceptions always succeeded to his 
wish, because he thoroughly understood this aspect of the world. 

It is not necessary, then, for a prince really to have all the virtues 
mentioned above, but it is very necessary to seem to have them. I 
will even venture to say that they damage a prince who possesses 
them and always observes them, but if he seems to have them they 
are useful. I mean that he should seem compassionate, trustworthy, 
humane, honest, and religious, and actually be so; but yet he should 
have his mind so trained that, when it is necessary not to practice 
these virtues, he can change to the opposite, and do it skilfully. It 
is to be understood that a prince, especially a new prince, cannot 
observe all the things because of which men are considered good, 
because he is often obliged, if he wishes to maintain his govern- 

U. Rodrigo Borgia, father of Cesare Borgia; he was pope from 1492 to 1503. 
(See footnote 2.) 
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ment, to act contrary to faith, contrary to charity, contrary to hu- 
manity, contrary to religion. It is therefore necessary that he have 
a mind capable of turning in whatever direction the winds of 
Fortune and the variations of affairs require, and, as I said above, 
that he should not depart from what is morally right, if he can 
observe it, but should know how to adopt what is bad, when he 
is obliged to, 

A prince, then, should be very careful that there does not issue 
from his mouth anything that is not full of the above-mentioned five 
qualities. To those who see and hear him he should seem all com- 
passion, all faith, all honesty, all humanity, all religion. There is 
nothing more necessary to make a show of possessing than this last 
quality. For men in general judge more by their eyes than by their 
hands; everybody is fitted to see, few to understand. Everybody 
secs what you appear to be; few make out what you really are. And 
these few do not dare to oppose the opinion of the many, who 
have the majesty of the state to confirm their view. In the actions 
of all men, and especially those of princes, where there is no court 
to which to appeal, people think of the outcome. A prince needs 
only to conquer and to maintain his position. The means he has 
used will always be judged honorable and will be praised by every- 
body, because the crowd is always caught by appearance and by 
the outcome of events, and the crowd is all there is in the world; 
there is no place for the few when the many have room enough. 
A certain prince of the present day,^® whom it is not good to name, 
preaches nothing else than peace and faith, and is wholly opposed 
to both of them, and both of them, if he &ad observed them, would 
many times have taken from him either his reputation or his throne. 

[Tortune Is a Wonrnn']* 

THE POWER OF FORTUNE IN HUMAN AFFAIRS, AND TO WHAT 
EXTENT SHE SHOULD BE RELIED ON 

It is not unknown to me that many have been and still are 
of the opinion that the affairs of this world are so under the direction 
of Fortune and of God that man's prudence cannot control them; 
in fact, that man has no resource against them. For this reason 
many think there is no use in sweating much over such matters, 
but that one might as well let Chance take control. This opinion 
has been the more accepted in our times, because of the great 
changes in the state of the world that have been and now are seen 
every day, beyond all human surmise. And I myself, when thinking 
on these things, have now and then in some measure inclined to 

12. Ferdinand II, “the Catholic,” in mind the good relations existing be- 
lt ing of Spain. In refraining from men- tween Spain and the house of Medici, 
tioning him, Machiavelli apparently had * Chapter 25. 
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their view. Nevertheless, because the freedom of the will should 
not be wholly annulled, I think it may be true that Fortune is 
arbiter of half of our actions, but that she still leaves the control 
of the other half, or about that, to us. 

I liken her to one of those raging streams that, when they go 
mad, flood the plains, ruin the trees and the buildings, and take 
away the fields from one bank and put them down on the other. 
Everybody flees before them; eveiy^body yields to their onrush with- 
out being able to resist anywhere. And though this is their nature, 
it does not cease to be true that, in calm weather, men can make 
some provisions against them with walls and dykes, so that, when 
the streams swell, their waters will go off through a canal, or their 
currents will not be so wild and do so much damage. The same 
is true of Fortune. She shows her power where there is no wise prep- 
aration for resisting her, and turns her fury where she knows that 
no walls and dykes have been made to hold her in. And if you 
consider Italy — the place where these variations occur and the cause 
that has set them in motion — ^you will see that she is a country 
without dykes and without any wall of defence. If, like Germany, 
Spain, and France, she had had a suEcient bulwark of military 
vigor, this flood would not have made the great changes it has, 
or would not have come at all. 

And this, I think, is all I need to say on opposing oneself to 
Fortune, in general. But limiting myself more to particulars, I say 
that a prince may be seen prospering today and falling in ruin 
tomorrow, though it does not appear that he has changed in his 
nature or any of his qualities. I believe this comes, in the first place, 
from the causes that have been discussed at length in preceding 
chapters. That is, if a prince bases himself entirely on Fortune, he 
will fall when she varies. I also believe that a ruler will be successful 
who adapts his mode of procedure to the quality of the times, and 
likewise that he will be unsuccessful if the times arc out of accord 
with his procedure. Because it may be seen that in things leading 
to the end each has before him, namely glory and riches, men 
proceed differently. One acts witli caution, another rashly; one 
with violence, another with skill; one with patience, another with 
its opposite; yet with these different methods each one attains his 
end. Still further, two cautious men will be seen, of whom one 
comes to his goal, the other does not. Likewise you will see two 
who succeed with two different methods, one of them being cautious 
and the other rash. These results are caused by nothing else than the 
nature of the times, which is or is qot in harmony with the procedure 
of men. It also accounts for what I have mentioned^ namely, that 
two persons, working differently, chance to arrive at the same re- 
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suit; and that of two who work in the same way, one attains his 
end, but the other does not. 

On the nature of the times also depends the variability of the 
best method. If a man conducts himself with caution and patience, 
times and affairs may come around in such a way that his procedure 
is good, and he goes on successfully. But if times and circumstances 
change, he is ruined, because he does not change his method of 
action. There is no man so prudent as to understand how to fit 
himself to this condition, either because he is unable to deviate 
from the course to which nature inclines him, or because, having 
always prospered by walking in one path, he cannot persuade him- 
self to leave it. So the cautious man, when the time comes to go 
at a reckless pace, docs not know how to do it. Hcncc he comes 
to ruin. Yet if he could change his nature with the times and with 
circumstances, his fortune would not be altered. 

Pope Julius II proceeded rashly in all his actions, and found 
the times and circumstances so harmonious with his mode of pro- 
cedure that he was always so lucky as to succeed. Consider the 
first enterprise he engaged in, that of Bologna, while Messer Gio- 
vanni Bcntivogli^® was still alive. The Venetians were not pleased 
with it; the King of Spain felt the same way; the Pope was debating 
such an enterprise with the King of France. Nevertheless, in his 
courage and rashness Julius personally undertook that expedition. 
This movement made the King of Spain ^d the Venetians stand 
irresolute and motionless, the latter for fea^, and the King because 
of his wish to recover the entire kingdom pf Naples. On the other 
side, the King of France was dragged behind Julius, because the 
King, seeing that the Pope had moved and wishing to make him a 
friend in order to put down the Venetiaas, judged he could not 
refuse him soldiers without doing him of>en injury. Julius, then, 
with his rash movement, attained what tto other pontiff, with the 
utmost human prudence, would have attivined. If he had waited to 
leave Rome until the agreements were fixed and everything arranged, 
as any other pontiff would have done, he would never have suc- 
ceeded, for the King of France would have had a thousand excuses, 
and the others would have raised a thousand fears. I wish to omit 
his other acts, which are all of the same sort, and all succeeded 
perfectly. The brevity of his life did not allow him to know any- 
thing different. Yet if times had come in which it was necessary 
to act with caution, they would have ruined him, for he would 
never have deviated from the methods to which nature inclined 
him. 

13. of the ruling family Bentivogli the Pope undertook to dislodge him 
(the prefix Messer means “my lord”); from Bologna, in 1506. 
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I conclude, then, that since Fortune is variable and men arc 
set in their ways, they arc successful when they are in harmony 
with Fortune and unsuccessful when they disagree with her. Yet I 
am of the opinion that it is better to be rash than over-cautious, 
because Fortune is a woman and, if you wish to keep her down, 
you must beat her and pound her. It is evident that she allows 
herself to be overcome by men who treat her in that way rather 
than by those who proceed coldly. For that reason, like a woman, 
she is always the friend of young men, because they are less cautious, 
and more courageous, and command her with more boldness. 

\The Roman Dream]* 

AN EXHORTATION TO TAKE HOLD OF ITALY AND RESTORE 
HER TO LIBERTY FROM THE BARBARIANS 

Having considered all the things discussed above, I have been 
turning over in my own mind whether at present in Italy the time 
is ripe for a new prince to win prestige, and whether conditions there 
give a wise and vigorous ruler occasion to introduce methods that 
will do him honor, and bring good to the mass of the people of 
the land. It appears to me that so many things unite for the ad- 
vantage of a new prince, that I do not know of any time that has 
ever been more suited for this. And, as I said, if it was necessary to 
make clear the ability of Moses that the people of Israel should be 
enslaved in Egypt, and to reveal Cyrus’s greatness of mind that the 
Persians should be oppressed by the Medes, and to demonstrate 
the excellence of Theseus that the Athenians should be scattered, 
so at the present time, in order to make known the greatness of an 
Italian soul, Italy had to be brought down to her present position, 
to be more a slave than the Hebrews, more a servant than the 
Persians, more scattered than the Athenians; without head, without 
government; defeated, plundered, torn asunder, overrun; subject 
to every sort of disaster. 

And though before this, certain persons^* have showed signs from 
which it could be inferred that they were chosen by God for the 
redemption of Italy, nevertheless it has afterwards been seen that 
in the full current of action they have been cast off by Fortune. 
So Italy remains without life and awaits the man, whoever he may 
be, who is to heal her wounds, put an end to the plundering of 
Lombardy and the tribute laid on Tuscany and the kingdom of 
Naples, and cure her of those sores that have long been suppurating. 
She may be seen praying God to send some one to redeem her 
from these cruel and barbarous insults. She is evidently ready and 

♦ Chapter 26. cesco Sforza, discussed in an earlier 

14. possibly Cesare Borgia and Fran- chapter of the book. 
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willing to follow a banner, if only some one will raise it. Nor is 
there at present anyone to be seen in whom she can put more 
hope than in your illustrious House, because its fortune and 
vigor, and the favor of God and of the Church, which it now 
governs,^* enable it to be the leader in such a redemption. This 
will not be very difficult, as you will see if you will bring to mind 
the actions and lives of those I have named above.^^ And though 
these men were striking exceptions, yet they were men, and each 
of them had less opportunity than the present gives; their enter- 
prises were not more just than this, nor easier, nor was God their 
friend more than he is yours. Here justice is complete. “A way is 
just to those to whom it is necessary, and arms are holy to him 
who has no hope save in arms.”^® Everything is now fully disposed 
for the work, and when that is true an undertaking cannot be dif- 
ficult, if only your House adopts the methods of those I have set 
forth as examples. Moreover, we have before our eyes extraor- 
dinary and unexampled means prepared by God. The sea has been 
divided. A cloud has guided you on your way. The rock has given 
forth water. Manna has fallen .1® Everything has united to make 
you great. The rest is for you to do. God does not intend to do 
everything, lest he deprive us of our free will and the share of 
glory that belongs to us. 

It is no wonder if no one of the above-named Italians®® has 
been able to do what we hope your illustrious House can. Nor 
is it strange if in the many revolutions and military enterprises 
of Italy, the martial vigor of the land altvays appears to be ex- 
hausted. Tliis is because the old military customs were not good, 
and there has been nobody able to find new ones. Yet nothing 
brings so much honor to a man who rises to new power, as the 
new laws and new methods he diseovers. These things, when they 
are well founded and have greatness in them, make him revered and 
worthy of admiration. And in Italy matter is not lacking on which 
to impress forms of every sort. There is great vigor in the limbs if 
only it is not lacking in the heads. You may see that in duels and 
combats between small numbers, the Italians have been much 
superior in force, skill, and intelligence. But when it is a matter of 
armies, Italians cannot be compared with foreigners. All this comes 
from the weakness of the heads, because those who know are not 
obeyed, and each man thinks he knows. Nor up to this time has 
there been a man able to raise himself so high, through both ability 

15. the house of Medici. The Prince 17. in the preceding paragraph, 

was first meant for Giuliano de’ Medici; 18. Livy, History, Book IX, Chap- 

after Giuliano’s death it was dedicated ter 1, paragraph 10. 

to his nephew, Lorenzo, later duke of 19. See the allusion to Moses in the 
Urbino. preceding paragraph. 

16. Pope Leo X was a Medici (Gio- 20. Possibly a further allusion to 

vanni de’ Medici). Cesare Borgia and Francesco Sforza. 
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and fortune, that the others would yield to him. The result is that 
for the past twenty years, in all the wars that have been fought 
when there has been an army entirely Italian, it has always made 
a bad showing. Proof of this was given first at the Taro, and then at 
Alessandria, Capua, Genoa, VaiM, Bologna, and Mestri.^i 

If your illustrious House, then, wishes to imitate those excellent 
men who redeemed their eountries, it is necessary, before every- 
thing else, to furnish yourself with your own army, as the true 
foundation of every enterprise. You eannot have more faithful, 
nor truer, nor better soldiers. And though every individual of these 
may be good, they beeome better as a body when they see that they 
are eommanded by their prince, and honored and trusted by him. 
It is necessary, therefore, that your House should be prepared with 
such forces, in order that it may be able to defend itself against the 
foreigners with Italian courage. 

And though the Swiss and the Spanish infantry are properly 
estimated as terribly effective, yet both have defects. Hence a third 
type would be able not merely to oppose them but to feel sure 
of overcoming them. The fact is that the Spaniards are not able 
to resist cavalry, and the Swiss have reason to fear infantry, when 
they meet any as determined in battle as themselves. For this reason 
it has been seen and will be seen in experience that the Spaniards 
are unable to resist the French cavalry, and the Swiss are over- 
thrown by Spanish infantry. And though of this last a clear instance 
has not been observed, yet an approach to it appeared in the battle 
of Ravenna, 22 when the Spanish infantry met the German bat- 
talions, who use the same methods as the Swiss. There the Spanish, 
through their ability and the assistance given by their shields, got 
within the points of the spears from below, and slew their enemies 
in security, while the Germans could find no means of resistance. 
If the cavalry had not charged the Spanish, they would have an- 
nihilated the Germans. It is possible, then, for one who realizes 
the defects of these two t}'pes, to equip infantry in a new manner, 
so that it can resist cavalry and not be afraid of foot-soldiers; but 
to gain this end they must have weapons of the right sorts, and 
adopt varied methods of combat. These are some of the things 
which, when they are put into service as novelties, give reputation 
and greatness to a new riilcr.^s 

This opportunity, then, should not be allowed to pass, in order 
that after so long a time Italy may see her redeemer. I am unable 
to express with what love he would be received in all the provinces 
that have suffered from these foreign deluges; with what thirst for 

21. sites of battles occurring between April, 1512. 

the end of the fifteenth century and the 23. Machiavelli was subsequently the 
year 1513. author of a treatise on the Art of War 

22. between Spaniards and French in {Arte della guerra, 1521). 
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vengeance, what firm faith, what piety, what tears! What gates 
would be shut against him? what peoples would deny him obedience? 
what envy would oppose itself to him? what Italian would refuse 
to follow him? This barbarian rule stinks in every nostril. May your 
illustrious House, then, undertake this charge with the spirit and 
the hope with which all just enterprises are taken up, in order that, 
beneath its ensign, our native land may be ennobled, and, under 
its auspices, that saying of Petrarch may come true: ''Manhood^* 
will take arms against fury, and the combat will be short, because 
in Italian hearts the ancient valor is not yet dead.'' 

24. an etymological translation of p. 784). The quotation is from Pe- 
the original virtit (from the Latin vir, trarch’s canzone “My Italy** (“Italia 
“man”; see the introductory discussion, mia”). 

FRANgOIS RABELAIS 

(i494?-i553) 

Gargantua and Pantagniel, Book I* 

[Educatioji of a Giant Humanist] 

CHAPTER 14 

I low Gargantua was taught Latin by a Theologian and Sophist, 

The excellent Grangousicr was rapt with Admiration as he listened 
to his son^ talking. Truly this lad was marvellously gifted! What a 
vast intelligence, what cogent understanding! Turning to the gov- 
ernesses: 

‘Thilip, King of Maccdon," he declared, “recognized the sound 
judgment of Alexander, his son, when IJie saw how skilfully the 
lad managed his horse. Tliis beast Bucephalus was so fierce and un- 
ruly that it threw all its riders. It cracked one man's neck, smashed 
another's legs, brained a third, and crushed the jawbone of a fourth. 
No one, then, dared mount it. Alexander happened to be in the 
hippodrome watching them breaking in and training the horses; 
he noticed at once that the beast's frenzy came from fright at its 
own shadow. He therefore made short shrift of vaulting upon its 
back and heading it towards the sun. There, its shadow falling be- 
hind it, he easily mastered it. Philip, by this token, realized the 
divine insight rooted in his son's intelligence and had him most 
carefully reared by Aristotle, then the most renowned philosopher 
in Greece. 

* Book 1 was published in 1534; Tke Five Books of Gargantua and 
Book II, in 1532; Book III, in 1546; Pantagruel, The Heritage Press, New 
Book IV, in 1552. Book V, of doubt- York, 1942, copyright, 1936, by The 
ful authenticity, appeared in 1562—1564. Limited Editions Club. 

Translated by Jacques Le Clercq. From 1. Gargantua. 
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‘Tor my part, the brief conversation I have just had with Gar^ 
gantua in your presence suffices to convince me that his mind is 
illumined by the divine spark. How else, pray, could he have proved 
so acute, so subtle, so profound and withal so serene? Give the boy 
proper schooling, say I, and he will attain a supreme degree of 
wisdom! Accordingly, I intend to trust him to some scholar who 
will instruct him to his capacity. What is more, I shall spare no 
cost.” 

The name of Master Tubal Holofemes, a great sophist and Doc- 
tor of Theology, was proposed to Grangousier. Subsequently this 
savant taught Gargantua his A B C so thoroughly that he could say 
it by heart backwards. This took five years and three months. A 
succession of standard texts^ followed; the Facet (a treatise of puerile 
moral precepts ) , the Ars Grammatica of Actius Donatus, the fourth- 
century grammarian; the Theodolet (in which Theodulus, Bishop 
of Syria in the fifth century, exposed in Latin the falsity of mythology 
and the truth of Holy Scripture) and the Alanus in Paraholis (a 
series of moral quatrains by Alanus of Lille, a thirteenth-century 
worthy). It took Gargantua thirteen years, six months and two 
weeks to master these autliorities. 

It is only fair to add, however, that Gargantua, in the process, 
learned to write in Gothic characters. (Printing had not yet been 
invented and the young student had to write out his own texts.) 

He had, therefore, to carry in front of him a tremendous writing 
apparatus that weighed more than seven hundred thousand pounds. 

The pencasc was as large and as tall as the great columns of the 
Church of St. Martin of Ainay in Lyons; the inkhorn was suspended 
to it by great iron chains wide enough to hold five eubie yards of 
merchandise. 

Another book, De Modis Significandi — a work of speculative 
grammar by Thomas Aquinas, or Albert of Saxony or probably 
Duns Scotus — was Gargantua's next reading, together with com- 
ments by Hurtebize or Windjammer, by Fasquin or Roadheaver, 
by Tropditeux or Toomanysuch, by Gualehault or Galahad, by Jean 
Le Veau or John Calf, by Billonio or Lickspittle, by Brelinguandus 
or Timeserver, and by a rabble of others. This took more than 
eighteen years and eleven months, but Gargantua knew the texts so 
well that at examinations he could recite them by heart backwards. 

And he could prove to his mother on his fingers" ends that de modis 
significandi non erat scientia, grammar was no science. 

Next he read the Compost or Popular Calendar y and had spent 
sixteen years and two months at it, when suddenly, in 1420, his 
tutor died of the pox. 

2. The books mentioned in this chap- tional curriculum which Rabelais is 
ter were actually part of the educa- here satirizing. 

J 
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Holofemes’ successor was another wheezy old pedant named 
Master Jobelin Brid6 or Jolter Clotpoll, who read him the Liber 
Derivationum or Latin Vocabulary of Hugutio of Pisa, thirteenth- 
century Bishop of Ferrara . . . the Grecism by Everard de B6thunc, 
a philological lexicon illustrating the Latin words derived from the 
Greek . . . De Octo Partibus Orationis or Of the Eight Parts of 
Speech . . . the Quid Est? or What is it? a school manual in the 
form of questions and answers ... the Supplementum, a collection 
of commentaries . . . the MammotreptuSy a monkish or monkeyish 
commentary on the Psalter and the Saints ... the Libellus de 
Moribus in Mensa Servandis or Essay on Manners in Serving at 
TablCy a rhymed treatise on youthful propriety and morals by Sul- 
pizio de Veroli . . . Seneca’s De Quatuor Virtutibus Cardinalibus 
or Of the Four Cardinal Virtues, a moral work by Martin de Braga, 
Bishop of Mondonedo in the sixth century . . . the Specchio della 
rera Penitenza or Mirror of True Penitence by Jacopo Passavanti, 
the Florentine monk of the sixteenth century — with its inevitable 
commentary! ... a book of sermons, Dormi Secure or Sleep in 
Peace, a collection designed to save the preacher the pains of 
composing his sermons . . . and finally, other stuff of the same ilk, 
feather, kidney and broth. . . . 

Indeed, Gargantua grew as even as any down ever smoothed, as 
full of matter as any goose liver ever crammed! 

CHAPTER 1 5 

How Gargantua was put under other professors. 

At last his father realized that though Gargantua was studying 
most industriously and spending all his time at it, he was profiting 
not at all. Worse, this training had actually made the lad over into 
a fool, a dunce, a booby and a nincompoop. 

One day Grangousicr happened to complain of it to Don Philippe 
des Marais, Viceroy of Papcligosse, a kingdom of Cockaigne.^ That 
monarch assured Grangousier that Gargantua would be better off 
learning nothing than studying books of the sort with pedagogues of 
that school. Their knowledge, said Don Philippe, was but rubbish, 
this wisdom flapdoodle; they succeeded merely in bastardizing 
noble spirits and corrupting the flower of youth. 

‘‘Upon my word, Pll prove it!” Don Philippe declared. ‘Take any 
lad of to-day with but two years’ schooling. If he is not superior to 
your son in judgment, speech, bearing and personality, then Fm 
the greatest loggerhead and shallowpate from here to Brenne.”* 

3. Rabelais probably alludes to some land of luck and plenty, 

existing person; his method is to take 4. an actual locality. What was said 
real people and introduce them into of Rabelais’ characters in footnote 3 
his fantastic world. The kingdom of applies also to his geography, his local 
Cockaigne is the traditional imaginary lore, and the like. 
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This challenge pleased Grangousier mightily; he at once gave 
orders that a match of wits take place. 

That evening, at supper, Don Philippe brought in a young page 
of his named Eudemon, which means ‘‘the fortunate.'" The lad 
hailed from Villegongis near St. Genou in Touraine. He was so 
neat, so spruce, so handsome and his hair was so beautifully combed 
that he looked more like an angel than like a man. 

Don Philippe turned to Grangousier: 

“Do you see this lad? He's not twelve years old. Let us prove, if 
you will, the difference between the pedantic balderdash of yester- 
day's wiseacres and the intelligence of our modern boys." 

Grangousier was agreeable to such a test and bade the page begin 
the debate. Whereupon Eudemon, asking leave of the Viceroy, his 
master, to do so, rose, hat in hand. His face was open and frank, his 
lips red, his glance confident. Looking at Gargantua with youthful 
modesty, he proceeded to praise and commend the boy — first for 
his virtues and good manners, next for his knowledge, thirdly for 
his nobility, fourthly for his bodily excellences and, in the fifth 
place, exhorted him most gracefully to reverence his father in all 
respects, because his father was so careful to have him well brought 
up. Finally, Eudemon prayed Gargantua to admit him among the 
least of his bondsmen. He added that the only boon he eraved from 
Heaven, at present, was to serve Gargantua in some agreeable man- 
ner. Eudemon accompanied the whole speech with gestures so 
appropriate, his delivery was so distinct, his voice rang so eloquent, 
his idiom was so elegant and he couched his phrases in such perfect 
Latin that he seemed rather a Tiberius Gracchus, a Cicero or an 
Aemilius Lepidus of old, than a youth of our own day. 

Gargantua's only reaction was to burst into tears. He bawled like 
a sick cow, hung his head and hid his face in his cap, until there 
was about as much possibility of drawing a word from him as a 
salvo of farts from the rump of a dead donkey. 

This so incensed his father that Grangousier vowed to slay Master 
Jobelin Clotpoll, but Don Philippe remonstrated with him and, by 
fair persuasions, soothed his ire. Grangousier thereupon ordered 
them to pay the pedagogue off and to get him as properly fuddled up 
as your finest scholar of the Sorbonne. This accomplished, let him 
go to the devil! 

“There is this consolation!" cried Grangousier. “To-day at least, 
he will not cost his host much if by chance he dies in his cups like 
an Englishman.” 

When Master Jobelin Clotpoll had gone away, Grangousier asked 
Don Philippe's advice about a tutor for Gargantua. They finally 
decided to appoint Ponocrates, Eudemon's teacher, to the position; 
auspiciously enough, in Greek the name means “vigorous.'' And 
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soon^ the three were to go to Paris in order to find out what studies 
young men were at this period pursuing in France. 

CHAPTER l6 

How Qargantua went to Parts upon an enormous mare which de- 
stroyed the oxflies of the Beauce. 

In the same season, Fayolles, fourth king of Numidia, sent Gran- 
gousicr a marc from Africa. It was the hugest and most enormous 
mare ever seen, the strangest monster in the world; for Africa, as 
the saying goes, may always be relied upon to produce something 
wonderfully new. The beast was as big as six elephants; like Julius 
Caesar’s charger, her feet were cloven into human toes; her ears 
hung down like those of the goats of Languedoc; and a little horn 
grew out of one buttock. Save for a few dapple-gray spots as over- 
lay, her coat was the color of burnt sorrel, which shows that she 
partook of the four elements, earth, water, air and fire. Above all, 
she had a horrible tail. It was more or less as tall as the tower of St. 
Mars near Langeais; and just as square, with tufts of hair as tightly 
spun and woven as the beards on ears of com. 

Do you marvel at this? You have greater cause to marvel at the 
tails of the rams of Scythia, which weighed more than thirty pounds 
each, or — if Jean Thenaud speaks truthfully in his Voyage from 
AngouUme to Cairo — at those of the Syrian ihecp which are ^o long 
and heavy that, to hold them up, the natives have to hitch a small 
cart to the beast’s rump. Ha! my lusty country wench thumpers, 
you’ve no such tails as these! 

The mare Fayolles sent Grangousier was bought overseas in three 
Genoese carracks and a brigantine; she landed at Les Sables d’Olonne 
in Talmondais. 

When Grangousier laid eyes upon her: 

“Ah!” he exclaimed. “Here is just what my son needs to bear him 
to Paris! So now, in God’s name, all will go well: Gargantua shall be 
a great scholar one of these days! Were it not for dumb brutes we 
should all be scholars!” 

Next day, having drunk liberally, as you may imagine, Gargantua 
set out on his journey, accompanied by his tutor Ponocrates, the 
young page Eudemon and his train. And, because the weather was 
serene and temperate, Grangousier had a pair of dun-colored boots 
made for him. According to Babin and the Chinon cobblers, these 
are technically known as buskins. 

So they travelled along the highway very merrily, living on the 
fat of the land and making the best of cheer, until a little beyond 
Orl^ns they came to a huge forest, about thirty-five leagues long 
and seventeen wide. Alas! the woods were aswarm with oxflies and 
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hornets of all varieties, so the wretched mares, asses and horses 
suffered a veritable massacre. But, by means of a trick they never 
suspected, Gargantua's mare handsomely avenged all the outrages 
visited upon her kind. For suddenly, when in the heart of the forest 
the wasps attacked her, she swished her tail and, sweeping all about 
her, not only felled the stingers but uprooted all the trees. Up and 
down, right and left, lengthwise and athwart, here and there, over 
and under, before her and aback, this way and that, she mowed 
down the woods like so much grass. And this region, which she 
thus turned into fallow land, has never known tree or wasp since. 

Gargantua, delighted by the spectacle, forebore to boast, merely 
commenting to his followers: 

**Je trouve beau cel I find this pleasant!^' 

Whence this pleasant land has been known as Beaucc ever since. 

However, when it came to breakfasting, they had to content 
themselves with their yawns; in memory of which the gentlemen of 
the Beauce, proverbially poor, still subsist on a diet of yawns and 
gaping, and find it very nourishing. Indeed, they spit all the better 
for it. 

At last they reached Paris, where Gargantua rested two or three 
days, making merry with his followers and inquiring about what 
scholars were then in the city and what wines people drank. 

• • • 

CHAPTER 21 

Gargantuefs education and social life under the direction of his 

preceptors at the Sorbonne, 

. . . Gargantua resolved with all his heart to study under the 
direction of Ponocrates. But the latter, wishing to learn how the 
lad's former teachers had wasted so much time making a crack- 
brained, addlepated dunce of him, decided he should do exactly 
as he had in the past. 

Gargantua therefore arranged his schedule so as to awake usually 
between eight and nine o'clock, rain or shine, dark or daylight, 
simply because his preceptors had decided this on the strength of 
the Psalmist's saw: **Vanum est yobis ante lucem surgere, it is vain 
for you to rise up betimes."* 

Then he wriggled and writhed, wallowing in his bed and tossing 
about like a parched pea, the better to stimulate his vital spirits. 
Next, he would dress, according to the season, but he was always 
happy to don a long, hanging gown of heavy wool lined with fox. 
Next, he combed out his hair with the comb of Jacques Almain, the 
Sorbonne theologian, known in English as John Handy — a comb 

5. ‘It is vain for you to rise up sorrows: for so be giveth his beloved 
early, to sit up late, to eat the bread of sleep.” (Psalm 127:2.) 
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consisting of four fingers and a thumb — for his mentors maintained 
that to brush one^s hair, wash one's face and make oneself clean were, 
in this world, a pure waste of time. 

Next Gargantua dunged, piddled, vomited, belched, broke wind, 
yawned, spat, coughed, hiccoughed, sneezed and snotted himself as 
majestically and bountifully as an archdeacon. Next he proceeded to 
breakfast in order to fortify himself against the morning mist and 
cold. His menu consisted of splendid fried tripe, choice meats grilled 
on charcoal, rich hams, succulent roast venison and numerous soups 
and brews, with toast, cheese, parsley and ehopped meat floating on 
the surface. 

Ponocrates objected that he should not eat so soon after rising 
without having taken any exercise. To which he replied: 

‘‘Exercise? Good God, didn’t I tumble and jounce in bed six or 
seven times before I got up? Surely, that is exercise enough? Pope 
Alexander VI did this on the advice of his Jew physician. Bonnet de 
Lates, and lived till the day of his death in spite of his enemies. My 
first masters taught me this habit, for breakfast, they said, gave man 
a good mind. So they started the day by drinking. It suits me per- 
fectly and I manage to dine the better for it. Master Tubal Holo- 
fernes, who was graduated Licentiate in Paris at the head of his 
class, used to tell me that hasten was not enough, one must set out 
betimes. By the same token, the total health of mankind does not 
consist in drinking down and lapping up, gbib, glub, glub, like so 
many ducks, but rather in falling to, early in the morning. Unde 
versus; so runs the rune: 

Lever matin n’est point bonheur 
Boirc matin cst Ic meilleur. 

To rise betimes is not enough, 

To drink at morning, that’s the stuff!" 

After an abundant breakfast, Gargantua repaired to church, with, 
in his train, a varlct bearing a basket. The latter contained a huge 
breviary swaddled in velvet and weighing about twelve hundred 
and six pounds including the filth of thumbmarks, dogeared corners, 
golden clasps and nonpareil parchment. Twenty-six, if not thirty, 
masses ensued for the benefit of Gargantua and his chaplain. Under 
his tall hood, this chaplain looked for all the world like a peewit . . . 
and had very thoroughly antidoted his breath against possible 
poisons with much syrup of the vine! Chaplain and pupil babbled 
the munibo jumbo of the litany, thumbing their rosaries so carefully 
that not one single bead fell to the ground. 

As he left the church, they brought him an oxcart laden with a 
huge heap of paternosters, chaplets and relics from St. Claude in 
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the Jura, each bigger than a hatblock. Gargantua and his chaplain 
then strolled in the cloisters, galleries or garden, saying more aves 
than sixteen hermits. 

After, Gargantua would study for a short half-hour, his eyes 
glued to his book but his mind, to quote Terence's Eunuch, wool- 
gathering in the kitchen.® Then he proceeded to make water, filling 
a large urinal to capacity, after which he sat down at table, and, 
being naturally phlegmatic, began his meal with a few dozen hams, 
smoked tongues of beef, caviar, sausages and other like forerunners 
of wine. 

Then four servants in turn shovelled mustard into his mouth by 
the spadeful, thus preparing him to drain a horrific draught of white 
wine to relieve his kidneys. Then the meal proper began with viands 
to his liking, according to the season; Gargantua ceasing to eat only 
when his belly had reached bursting point. 

When it came to drinking, he acknowledged neither end nor rule; 
for, he said, there were no limits and boundaries to swilling until the 
tosspot felt the cork soles of his shoes swell up a half-foot from the 
ground. 


CHAPTER 23 

How Ponocrates gave Gargantua such instruction that not an hour 

of the day was wasted. 

When Ponocrates saw Gargantua's vicious mode of life, he deter- 
mined to bring him up otherwise. But for the first few days he bore 
with him, for he realized that nature cannot endure sudden and 
violent changes. 

To begin his work the better, Ponocrates requested a learned 
physician of the times, Master Theodore — the name means “God- 
given” — to examine Gargantua thoroughly with a view to steering 
him on the right course. The scholar purged Gargantua canonically 
with Anticyrian hellebore, an herb indicated for cerebral disorders 
and insanity, thus cleansing his brain of its unnatural, perverse 
condition. Ponocrates, by the same aperient means, made the lad 
forget all he had learned under his former teachers, just as Timo- 
theus^ of old treated pupils who had already studied under other 
musicians. Timotheus, incidentally, used to charge this class of 
students double! 

For Gargantua's further edification, Ponocrates made him mingle 
among learned men whose company fired him with a desire to emu- 
late them, to study more profitably and to make his mark. Next, 

6. See Terence’s play The Eunuch, 7. Timotheus of Miletus, famous 
1. 816. musician of the time of Alexander the 

Great. 
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Ponocrates so arranged the lad's schedule that not a moment of the 
day was wasted; all his time was spent in the pursuit of learning 
and honest knowledge. 

By this new dispensation, Gargantua awoke at about four in the 
morning. While the servants massaged him, he would listen to some 
page of Holy Scripture, read aloud in clear tones and pronounced 
with fitting respect for the text. A young page, a native of Basch6, 
near Chinon, was appointed reader, as his name, Anagnostes,® shows. 
According to the purpose and argument of this lesson, Gargantua 
frequently turned to worship, adore, pray and reverence Almighty 
God, Whose majesty and wondrous wisdom were made manifest in 
the reading. 

Next, he would repair to secret places to make excretion of his 
natural digestions; here his tutor repeated what had been read, ex- 
pounding its more obscure and difficult features. Returning to the 
house, they would study the heavens. Was it the same sky they had 
observed the night before? Into what signs was the sun entering 
that day? and the moon? 

After this astronomical survey, Gargantua was dressed, combed, 
curled, trimmed and perfumed, and, while this was being done, he 
heard the lessons of the day before. Then, having recited them by 
heart, he would argue certain practical^t human and utilitarian cases 
based upon the principles enunciated^ This part of the program 
sometimes took two or three hours, thoi^h usually he had exhausted 
it by the time he was fully clad. 

Then, for three good hours, he was fe$d or lectured to, after which 
they went to the Tennis Court at the Grande Bracque in the Place 
de TEstrapade or to the playing fields* 

On the way, they discussed various aspects of the subject pre- 
viously treated. Then they would ^ay tennis, handball and three- 
cornered catch, exercising their bodies as vigorously as they had 
exercised their minds before. 

All their play was free for they left off when they pleased, which 
was usually when they had sweated a good bit or were otherwise 
tired. They were thoroughly wiped and rubbed down, after which 
they changed their shirts and walked quietly home to see if dinner 
were ready. As they waited, they would go over certain points they 
had retained of the lectures. 

Meanwhile My Lord Appetite put in an appearance and they sat 
down most opportunely to table. 

At the beginning of the meal, they listened to the reading of some 
agreeable chronicle of chivalry in ancient times, until Gargantua 
gave the signal for wine to be served. Then, if they wished, the read- 
ing went on or they could talk merrily together. Often they dis- 

8. in Greek meaning “reader.’^ 
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cussed the virtues, property, efficacy and nature of what was served 
at table: bread, wine, water, salt, meat, fish, fruit, herbs, roots and 
their preparation. Thus Gargantua soon knew all the relevant pas- 
sages of Pliny’s Natural History ... in the grammarian Athenaeus’ 
Deipnosophistes or The Banquet of the Sages, which treats of flowers, 
fruits and their various uses ... in Dioscorides’ famous medical 
treatise, the bible of apothecaries ... in the Vocabularium by 
Julius Pollux, a grammarian and sophist of Marcus Aurelius’ day, 
who wrote of hunting and fishing ... in Galen’s numerous dis- 
sertations upon alimentation ... in the works of Porphyrins, the 
third-century Greek author of a Treatise upon Abstinence from 
Meat ... in Oppian’s two poems, Cynegetica which deals with 
venery and Halieutica with angling ... in O/ Healthy Diet by 
Polybius of Cos, disciple and son-in-law of Hippocrates ... in 
Heliodorus of Emesa, Syrian Bishop of Tricca and a celebrated novel- 
ist of the fourth century ... in Aristotle’s essays on natural his- 
tory ... in the Greek works upon animals by Claudius yElianus, 
a Roman contemporary of Hcliogabalus . . . and in various other 
tomes. . . .• Often for surer authority as they argued, they would 
have the book in question brought to the table. Gargantua so 
thoroughly and cogently learned and assimilated all he heard that 
no physician of his times knew one-half so much as he. 

They discussed the lessons they had learned that morning and 
topped their meal off with quiddany, a sort of quince marmalade and 
an excellent digestive. After which Gargantua picked his teeth with 
a fragment of mastic,^® washed his hands and daubed his eyes with 
cool clear water, and, instead of saying grace, sang the glory of God 
in noble hymns, composed in praise of divine bounty and munif- 
icence. 

Presently cards were brought them and they played, not for the 
sake of the pastime itself but to learn a thousand new tricks and 
inventions all based on arithmetic. 

Thus Gargantua developed a keen enthusiasm for mathematics, 
spending his leisure after dinner and supper every evening as pleas- 
antly as once he had, dicing and gaming. As a result, he knew so 
much about its theory and practice that Cuthbert Tunstal, Bishop 
of Durham and secretary to King Henry VIII, a voluminous writer 
on the subject, confessed that, beside Gargantua, he knew no more 
about arithmetic than he did about Old High Gothic. Nor was it 
arithmetic alone our hero learned, but also such sister sciences as 
geometry, astronomy and music. 

9. Some of the most famous scientific the enumeration of authors on p. 882. 
treatises of antiquity are listed in Gar* 10. wood from the mastic tree, 

gantua’s new curriculum, which, ex- 11. Tunstal was the author ol the 

acting as it is, reflects a less ‘‘medievaP* treatise The Art of Computation (Do 
type of learning than was embodied arte supputandi, 1522). 
in his earlier course of study. See also 
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Now the digestion of foods is a most important matter. There i$ 
the first stage which occurs in the stomach, where the viands are 
changed into chyle; the second, in the liver, where the chyle is trans- 
formed into blood; the third, in the habit of the body, where the 
blood is finally converted into the substance of each part So, whilst 
Gargantua awaited the first stage of digestion, they made a thousand 
delightful instruments, drew geometrical figures and even applied 
the principles of astronomy. 

After, they amused themselves singing a five-part score or im- 
provising on a theme chosen at random. As for musical instruments, 
Gargantua learned to play the lute, the spinet, the harp, the nine- 
holed transverse or German flute, the viol and the sackbut or trom- 
bone. 

Having spent an hour thus and completed his digestion, he dis- 
charged his natural excrements and then settled down again to work 
three hours or more at his principal study. Either he revised the 
morning reading, or proceeded in the text at hand or practised pen- 
manship in the most carefully formed characters of modern Roman 
and ancient Gothic script. 

Next, they went out with a young gentleman of Touraine, the 
esquire Gymnastes, who instructed Gargantua in the art of horse- 
manship. Having changed his clothes, he proceeded to mount a fiery 
Italian charger, a Flemish dray horse, a Spanish jennet, an Arab 
thoroughbred and a hackney. These he would put vigorously 
through their paces, letting them ''career'' or gallop a short distance 
at full speed, making them leap high in the air, jump ditches, clear 
stiles, and turn short in a ring both to the right and to the left. Next 
he wielded but did not break his lance, for it is arrant stupidity to 
boast: ''I have broken ten lances in a tilt or fight.” A wretched car- 
penter can do the same. On the contrary, the whole glory of such 
combat lies in besting ten enemies with one and the same lance. So 
with strong, stiff, steel-tipped lance, Gargantua would force the 
outer door of some house, pierce an adversary's armor, beat down a 
tree, pick up a ring, carry off a cuirassier saddle, a hauberk^* or a 
gauntlet. And he performed these feats armed cap-^-pie.^® 

In the technique of parading his horse with prances and flourishes 
to a fanfare of trumpets — the ceremonial of knights as they enter 
the lists — he had no equal. As for the divers terms of the equine 
vocabulary from giddy-up and cluck to whoa and grrr, no horse- 
man could hold a candle to him. Indeed Cesare Fieschi, the cele^ 
bra ted jockey of Ferrara, was a mere monkey in comparison. 

He learned, too, to leap hastily and with singular dexterity from 
one horse to another without setting foot to the ground (the nags 
were circus horses or, to be technical, "desultories”). Further, lance 

12. coat of maU. 13. from head to foot 
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in hand, he could leap on horseback from either side without stir- 
rups and rule the beast at will without a bridle, for such accom- 
plishments are highly useful in military engagements. 

Another day he would practise wielding the battle-axe, which he 
managed so skilfully, in the nimblest thrusts, the most powerful 
lunges and the vast encircling sweeps of the art, that he passed 
knight-at-arms in the field and at all tests. Sometimes unarmed, 
sometimes carrying a buckler or a rolled cape of mail over his arm 
or a small shield over his wrist, Gargantua brandished the pike, 
plied the double-edged, two-handed sword, the bastard claymore 
used by archers, the Spanish rapier, the dagger and the poniard. 

He hunted, too: stag, roebuck, bear, fallow deer, wild boar, hare, 
partridge, pheasant and otter ... he played at ball, ever ready with 
well-aimed foot or powerful fist to send the great sphere whizzing 
through the air . . . he learned to wrestle and to run. ... As for 
jumping, he did not go in for the various forms of running jumps, 
such as the thrcc-steps-and-a-leap, the hop-step-and-jump or the 
German high-jump. As Gymnastes pointed out, these were quite 
useless in warfare. Instead, he practised the standing jumps. Start- 
ing from scratch, he could in one leap top a hedge, clear a ditch, 
mount six paces upon a wall and thus reach a window-ledge one 
lance's height from the ground. 

Gargantua could swim in the deepest water, breaststroke, back 
and sidestroke, using his whole body or his feet alone. He could 
cross the breadth of the Seine or the Loire at Montsoreau, dragging 
his cloak along in his teeth and holding a book high and dry over 
the waters — thus renewing the exploit with which Plutarch credits 
Julius Caesar during the Alexandrian War. Then, using one hand 
only, he could, with a single great pull, climb into a boat, whence a 
moment later he would dive headlong into the water again, sound 
its utmost depths, touch bottom, explore the hollows of rocks and 
plunge into any pits and abysses he fancied. He would turn the 
boat about, managing it perfectly, bringing it swiftly or slowly up- 
stream or down and arresting its course at a milldam. He could 
guide it with one hand while he plied hard about him with a great 
oar; he could run up a sail, hoist himself up a mast by the shrouds, 
dance along the yards, operate the compass, tackle the bowlines to 
sail close to the wind and steer the helm. 

His water sports done, he would dash full speed up a mountain, 
then down quite as fast. He climbed trees like a cat, hopping from 
one to the next like a squirrel and pulling down great boughs — ^like 
the celebrated Milo of Crotona who, Pausanias^* tells us, met his 
death devoured by wolves, his hands caught in the cleft of an oak 
he had sought to split. With two well-steeled daggers and a pair of 

14. Greek geographer and traveler of the second century a.d. 
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well-tried mason's punches, he could scurry up the side of a house 
lijce a rat, then leap down again, from roof to ground, so expertly 
that he landed without hurt. Gargantua also cast tlie dart, threw 
the iron bar, put the stone, tossed the boar-spear, hurled the javelin, 
shied the halberd. He drew the bow to breaking point; he could 
shoulder a harquebuss — a great siege piece weighing fifty pounds — 
and fire it off like a crossbow. He could set a huge cannon on its 
carriage, hit buttmarks and other targets for horizontal shooting, or, 
point-blank, bring down papgays (stuffed figures of parrots on 
poles), clay pigeons and other verticle marks, facing them on a level 
or upwards, or downwards or sidewise. Like the ancient Parthians, 
he could even hit them as he retreated. 

They would tie a cable to a high tower and let it dangle to the 
ground. Gargantua hoisted himself up with both hands, then slipped 
down again as evenly, surely and plumb as a man running along a 
flat meadow. Or they would set a great pole across two trees for 
Gargantua to hang from by his hands. He moved along the pole 
from tree to tree so swiftly, without setting foot on terra firmcy that 
a man, running on the ground below, could not have caught him. 
To expand his chest and exercise his lungs, he would roar like all 
the devils in hell. Once indeed, I heard him call Eudemon across 
all Paris, from the Porte St. Victor, the gate by the University, all 
the way to Montmartre, a village on a hill two miles beyond the 
walls of the city. Stentor,^® who criedTouder than forty men, dis- 
played no such vocal power, even at thfe siege of Troy. 

To develop his sinews, they made him two great pigs of lead, each 
weighing eight hundred and five tons. Tliesc pigs (called salmons in 
France because the metal is shaped this fish) Gargantua named 
altereSy an ancient Greek term for th^ weights used to give jumpers 
their initial spring — our modern dumb-bells. Taking one in each 
hand, Gargantua then performed an inimitable feat. He would 
raise them high above his head and, never turning a hair, stock-still 
as a statue, hold them aloft for three-quarters of an hour. He played 
at Barriers or Tug-of-War with the stoutest champions. When his 
turn came he took root so firmly as to defy the sturdiest to budge 
him. Nor was it thus alone he emulated Milo of Crotona. Like the 
ancient athlete, he could hold a pomegranate so fast in his hand 
that none could wrest it from him, yet so adroitly that he did not 
crush it. 

Having spent his time in such manly sports, he had himself 
washed, rubbed down and given a change of clothes. Then he re- 
turned home at a leisurely pace, passing through some meadow or 
grassy space to examine the trees and plants. These he would com- 
pare with what the authorities wrote of them in their books: among 

15. the loud-voiced herald in tl^e liiad. Book V. 
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the Ancients, Theophrastus, the success of Aristotle and teacher of 
Menander ... or Palladius, whose poem De re rustica was trans- 
lated by Pietro Marini ... or Dioscorides Pedanius, the Greek 
physician of the first century ... or Pliny or Nicander or Aemi- 
lius Macer, the Roman, or Galen himself. . . . Gargantua and his 
companions picked specimens by the handful and took them home 
to a young page named Rhizotome or Rootcutter, who watched over 
them and the various small mattocks, pickaxes, hooks, hoes, pruning- 
knives, shears and other botanical instruments. 

At home, whilst the servants prepared dinner, our young men re- 
peated certain passages of what had been read. Then they sat down 
to table. Here I would have you note that their dinner was simple 
and frugal; they ate no more than necessary to quiet the baying of 
the belly. Supper, on the contrary, was a large and copious meal; 
they ate what they needed for their sustenance and nourishment. 
Such indeed is the true system prescribed by the art of sound, sclf- 
respccting physicians though a rabble of dunderhead quacks, wran- 
gling eternally in the claptrap routine of the Arab nostrum shop of 
Avicenna,^* recommend the exact opposite. During supper, they 
continued the lesson given at dinner as long as they saw fit; the rest 
of the meal was spent in earnest and profitable discussion. 

Having said grace, they applied their voices to sing tunefully or 
they played upon harmonious instruments. Or they amused them- 
selves with such minor pastimes as c*ards, dice cups and dice af- 
forded. Sometimes they tarried here enjoying themselves and mak- 
ing merry until bedtime; they would visit learned men or such as 
had travelled in foreign lands. Well into the night, before retiring, 
they would go to the most exposed spot in the house, whence they 
examined the face of the sky, noting the comets, if any were visible, 
and the various figures, positions, aspects, oppositions and con- 
junctions of the heavenly bodies. 

According to the Pythagorean system, Gargantua would, with his 
tutor, recapitulate briefly all that he had read, seen, learned, done 
and assimilated in the course of the day. 

Then they prayed to God the Creator, doing Him worship and 
confirming their faith in Him, glorifying Him for His immense 
goodness, vouchsafing thanks for all the mighty past and imploring 
His divine clemency for all the future. 

And so they retired to rest. 

CHAPTER 24 

How Gargantua spent his time in rainy weather. 

In intemperate or rainy weather, things went on much the same 
as usual before dinner except that Gargantua had a fine bright fire 

16. Arab physician and philosopher (980-1037). 
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lighted to correct the inclemency of the air. But after dinner, in- 
stead of gymnastics, they stayed indoors and, by way of apotherapy^^ 
or exercise amused themselves by bundling hay, splitting logs, saw- 
ing wood and threshing sheaves in the barn. Then they studied the 
arts of painting and sculpture. Or they revived the ancient Roman 
game of Tu/i, dicing as the Italian humanist Nicolaus Leonicus 
Thomaeus^® wrote of it in his dialogue Sannutus, Of the Game of 
DicCy and as our good friend Janus Lascaris,^* librarian to our sover- 
eign king, plays at the game. In their sport, they reviewed such pas- 
sages of ancient authors as mention or quote some metaphor drawn 
from this play. 

In much the same way, they might go to watch workmen forging 
metals or casting pieces of ordnance. Or they might visit the lapi- 
daries, goldsmiths and cutters of precious stones in their ateliers, 
the alchemists in their laboratories, the coiners at the mint, the 
tapestry-workers, velvet-workers and weavers at their looms, the 
watchmakers, looking-glass framers, printers, lutemakers, dyers and 
other such artisans in their workships. Wherever they went, they 
would distribute gratuities, invariably investigating and learning the 
various inventions and industry of the trade. 

Or they might attend public lectures, official convocations, ora- 
torical performances, speeches, pleadings by eloquent attorneys and 
sermons by evangelical preachers — that is, such priests as wished to 
restore Christianity to the primitive tradition of the Gospel. Gar- 
gantua also frequented fencing hajls and tested his skill at all 
weapons against the masters, proving t0 them by experience that he 
knew as much as they and, indeed, even more. 

Instead of herborizing, 2 ® they would inspect the shops of drug- 
gists, herbalists and apothecaries, studiously examining the sundry 
fruits, roots, leaves, gums, seeds and exotic unguents and learning 
how they could be diluted or adulterated. He viewed jugglers, 
mountebanks and medicasters — ^who sold Venice treacle, a cure for 
all ills — carefully observing their tricks and gestures, their agile 
capers and smooth oratory. His favorites were those from Chauny in 
Picardy who are born jabberers and the readiest expounders of mealy- 
mouthed flimflam concerning their ability to weave ropes of sand, 
extract sunbeams from cucumbers and milk a he-goat into a sieve. 

Returning home to supper, they would eat more sparingly than 
on fine days. Their meats would, by the same token, be more desic- 
cative and extenuating so as to counteract the humidity communi- 
cated to their bodies by the necessary contiguity of the atmosphere 

17. physical exercise as a reginie to (died 1531). 
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and to nullify what harm might arise from lack of their customary 
exercise. 

Such was Gargantua’s program and so he continued from day to 
day, benefiting as you would expect a young man of his age and in- 
telligence to benefit under such a system faithfully applied. To be 
sure, the whole thing may have seemed incredibly difficult to him 
at the outset, but it soon proved so light, so easy and so pleasant as 
to appear more like a king's pastime than the study of a schoolboy. 

However, Ponocrates was careful to supply relaxation from this 
violent bodily and mental tension. Once a month, on some very 
bright serene day, they would clear out of town early in the morn- 
ing, bound for the near-by villages of Gentilly, Boulogne, Mont- 
rouge, Pont-de-Charenton, Vanves or St. Cloud. There they spent 
the whole day enjoying themselves to their heart's content, sporting 
and merrymaking, drinking toast for proffered toast, playing, sing- 
ing, dancing, tumbling about or loafing in some fair meadow, turn- 
ing sparrows out of their nests, bagging quail and fishing for frogs 
and crayfish. 

But though this holiday was free of books and reading, it was not 
spent unprofitably. Lying in the green meadow, they usually recited 
certain delightful lines from VirgiVs Georgies, from Hesiod's Works 
and Days or from Politian's Husbandry:^^ Or they broached some 
savory epigram in Latin, then turned it into a French roundelay or 
ballade. 

In their feasting, they would sometimes separate the twin ele- 
ments, isolating the wine and the water in their drink by pouring 
the latter into a cup of ivy- wood, as Cato teaches in his De re rus- 
tica, and Pliny elsewhere.22 Then they would wash the wine in a 
basin full of water and draw it out with a funnel, as pure as ever. 
And they pumped the water with a syphon from one glass to an- 
other, manufacturing several sorts of automatic or self-operating de- 
vices. 


[The Abbey of TheUme] 

CHAPTER 52 

How Gargantua had the Abbey of Theleme built for the monk. 

There remained only the monk*® to provide for. Gargantua of- 
fered him the Abbey of Seuilly: he refused. What about the Bene- 


21 . a poem, Rusticus, in the manner 
of Virgil’s Georgies, by the Italian 
fifteenth-century poet Politian. 

22 Both Cato in his book On Farm- 
ing {De re rusHca), CIX, and Pliny in 
his Natural History (Historia natu- 
ralis). Book XVI, Chapter 63, suggest 


an ivy-wood cup as a means to detect 
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dictine abbeys of Bourgueil or St. Florent, among the richest in 
France: he might have either or both?^* Again, the offer met with a 
flat refusal: Friar John of the Funnels answered peremptorily that 
he did not seek the charge or government of monks. 

*Tor/' he explained, “how shall I govern others when I cannot 
possibly govern myself?'' There was a pause. “But — " he hesitated. 
“But if you believe I have given and can give you good service, let 
me found an abbey after my own heart." 

The notion delighted Gargantua: he forthwith offered his estate 
of Thdeme, by the Loire, two leagues away from Port Huault. 
Thel^inc in Greek means free will, an auspicious name for Friar 
John's abbey. Here indeed he could institute a religious order con- 
trary to all others. 

“First," said Gargantua, “you must not build a wall around it, 
for all other abbeys arc solidly enclosed." 

“Quite so," agreed the monk, “for where there arc mureSy walls, 
before, and miireSy walls, behind, we have murmureSy murmurs of 
envy and plotting." 

Now in certain monasteries it is a rule that if any women enter 
(I mean honest and chaste ones) the ground they tread upon must 
be swept over. 'Lherefore it was decreed that if a monk or nun 
should by any chance enter Th 61 ^mev every place that religious 
passed through should be thoroughly disinfected. 

Similarly because all monasteries and convents on earth are com- 
passed, limited and regulated by hours, at Th^l^me no clock or dial 
of any sort should be tolerated. On the contrary, their time here 
would be governed by what occasions and opportunities might arise. 
As Gargantua sagaciously commented; : 

“I can conceive of no greater waste of time than to count the 
hours. What good comes of it? To order your life by the toll of a 
bell instead of by reason or common sense is the veriest piece of 
asininity imaginable." 

By the same token, they established the qualifications for en- 
trance into their order. Was it not true that at present women took 
the veil only if they were wall-eyed, lame, hunchbacked, ill-favored, 
misshapen, half-witted, unreasonable or somewhat damaged? That 
only such men entered monasteries as were cankered, ill-bred idiots 
or plain nuisances? 

(“Incidentally,” said Friar John, “if the woman is neither fair nor 
good, of what use is the cloth?" 

“Let the clot hump her," Gargantua replied. 

“I said *cloth' not ‘clot.' " 

“Well, what's the answer?" 

“To cover her face or her arse with!") 

24 . a satiric allusion to the cuftoo' ot accumulatinij church livings. 



886 • Frangois Rabelais 

Accordingly, they decided to admit into the new order only such 
women as were beautiful, shapely, pleasing of form and nature, and 
such men as were handsome, athletic and personable. 

Again, because men entered the convents of this world only by 
guile and stealth, it was decreed that no women would be in 
Th^l^me unless men were there also, and vice-versa. 

Moreover, since both men in monasteries and women in con- 
vents were forced after their year of noviciate to stay there per- 
petually, Gargantua and Friar John decided that the Th^lemites, 
men or women, might come and go whenever they saw fit. 

Further, since the religious usually made the triple vow of 
chastity, poverty and obedience, at Th^l^nie all had full leave to 
marry honestly, to enjoy wealth and to live in perfect freedom. 

As for the age of initiation, they stipulated that women were ad- 
missible between the ages of ten and fifteen, men between twelve 
and eighteen. 

CHAPTER 53 

How the Abbey of Theleme was built and endowed. 

To build and furnish the abbey, Gargantua paid in cash twenty- 
seven hundred thousand eight hundred and thirty-one crowns in 
current coin of tlic realm, fresh from the mint, with a sheep on the 
obverse and the king's head on the reverse. He undertook to pay 
yearly, until the project was completed, sixteen hundred and sixty- 
nine thousand crowns, with the sum on the obverse, and as many 
again with the seven stars, the whole to be levied upon custom 
receipts. 

For the foundation and maintenance of Th^l^me, he settled in 
perpetuity twenty-three hundred and sixty-nine thousand, five hun- 
dred and fourteen nobles (a coin stamped by the English kings 
with the rose of York), free of all tax, burden or fealty, payable 
yearly at the abbey gate. These privileges were all corroborated by 
letters patent. 

The building was hexagonal; in each corner rose a great, circular 
tower, each identical, sixty yards in diameter. To the north, the 
river Loire flowed past the first tower which was named Arctice or 
Northern. East of it rose Calaer which means “situated in the 
balmy air”; then, successively, Anatole or Eastern; Mesembrine or 
Southern; Hesperia or Occidental; and the last, Cryere or Glacial. 
'^The distance between each tower was three hundred and twelve 
yards. The building was throughout six storeys high, counting the 
underground cellar for one. The ground floor was vaulted like a 
basket handle; the others, covered with Flanders mistletoe, jutting 
out like brackets and pendants. The roof, of finest slate, was lined 
with lead and bore little figures of mannikins and animals well as- 
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sorted and gilt. The gutters jutted out from the walls between the 
casement arches; they were painted diagonally gold and blue down 
to the ground, where they ended in pipes which carried the water 
into the river below. 

This building was a hundred times more magnificent than Bon- 
nivet, Chambord or Chantilly.-® There were nine thousand three 
hundred and thirty-two suites, each with a salon, a study, a dressing 
room, an oratory and an exit into a great hall. In the wing between 
each tower was a winding stairway. The steps, grouped in units of 
twelve between each landing, were of porphyry, of Numidian stone, 
of serpentine marble; they were twenty-two feet long and three 
fingers thick. At each landing, two splendid round antique arch- 
ways admitted the light and led to an open loggia of the same 
dimensions. The stairway, rising to the roof, ended in a pavilion; 
on cither side lay a great hall which in turn led to the apartments. 

I he wing between the towers called Arctice and Cryere con- 
tained rich libraries of Greek, Latin, Hebrew, French, Italian and 
Spanish volumes, grouped in their respective sections. In the centre 
rose a marvellous winding ramp conceived in such ample propor- 
tions that six soldiers with their lances at rest could ride up it 
abreast to the top of the palace. Its entry, outside the house, was 
an archway six fathoms wide. 

Between Anatole and Mesembrine Were spacious galleries with 
murals representing heroic feats of oldeti times, scenes from history 
and pictures of the earth. Here again were a stairway and gate as 
described upon the river side. On this gate, couched in great antique 
letters, ran the following legend. 

CHAPTER 54 

Inscription engraved on the main gate at Theleme. 

Here enter not, smug hypocrites or holy loons, 

Bigots, sham-Abrahams, impostors of the cloth. 

Mealy-mouthed humbugs, holier-than-thou baboons, 

Lip-service lubbers, smell-feast picaroons.-’® 

Else had we to admit the Goth and Ostrogoth 
Precursors of the ape and others of that broth. 

Hence, sneaks and mischief-makers, colporteurs of lies, 

Be off to other parts to sell your merchandise. 

Being foul you would befoul 
Man, woman, beast or fowl. 

25. chateaux built in the early and ments, Rabelais as usual mixes realism 
middle years of the sixteenth century. with his fantasy. 

By referring to actual buildings, bui1d> 26. various ways of saying “hypo- 
ing materials, and architectural ele- critical bigots.” 
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The vileness of your ways 
Would sully my sweet lays. 

Owls — ^And your own black cowl, 

Being foul, you would befoul. 

Here enter not, defenders of dishonest pleas. 

Clerks, barristers, attorneys who make freemen slaves. 

Canon Law pettifoggers, censors, Pharisees, 

Judges, assessors, arbitrators, referees 

Who blithely doom good people to untimely graves, 

The gibbet is your destination, legal knaves! 

Be off: indict the rope if you should find it short. 

Here there is no abuse; we do not need your court. 

Tangle, wrangle, brangle 
We loathe, from any angle. 

Our aim is joy and sport, 

Time's swift, youth's fleet, life's short. 

You, go and disentangle 
Tangle, wrangle, brangle! 

Here enter not, curmudgeon, loan shark, muckworm, hunks^ 
Bloodsucking usurer, extortioner, pennystint, . . . 

Hence, lawsuit-chasing crimps, greedy as starving punks 
Tracking a patron; lickgolds, hiding cash in trunks, 
Harpyclaws, crunchfists, jaundiced zealots of the mint. 

Your crackling, sallow palms are itching. Skin a flint! 

Heap up your hoard, O scrub-faced curs, heap up afresh. 

And as you grudge and gripe and screw, God rot your flesh! 

Those grim and grisly faces 
Bear all the ravaged traces 
Of hidebound avarice; 

We eannot stomach this. 

Banish from all blithe places 
Those grim and grisly faces. 

Here enter not, you churls, sour boors, invidious fools, 

Old, jealous brabblers, scolds, neither by night nor day. 

Nor grumblers, soreheads, sulkcrs, badgers bred in schools 
Of hate; nor ghosts of malaperts; nor firebrands' ghouls 
From Rhineland, Greece or Rome, fiercer than wolves at bay; 
Nor you, riddled with pox, your face a Milky Way 
Of scars not stars; nor you, clapstrickcn to the bone: 

Enjoy your shameless crusts and blemishes alone. 

Honor, praise and pleasure 
Are here in goodly measure; 
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Health reigns supreme beeausc 
We follow Nature's laws. 

Ours is a triple treasure: 

Honor, praise and pleasure. 

But enter here thriee welcome, men of goodly parts. 

Gallants and noble gentlemen, thrice welcome be! 

Here you will find an abbey after your own hearts, 

Where living is esteemed the highest of the arts. 

Come in your tens and hundreds, come in thousands, we 
Shall clasp you to our bosoms in fond amity: 

Come wise, come proud, come gay, come courteous, come mellow. 
Come true sophisticate, come worldling, come, good fellowl 

Comrades, companions, friends. 

Assemble from the ends 
Of earth in this fair place 
Where all is mirth and grace. 

Felicity here blends 
Comrades, companions, friends. 

Here enter, all ye loyal scholars who expound 
Novel interpretations of the Holy Writ 
Here is a fort and refuge; from this favored ground 
You may confound the error that is elsewhere found. 

You may found a profound new faith instead of it. 

Sweeping away false teachings, bit by fallacious bit. 

Come unto us and make your cogent mjeanings heard: 

Destroy the foes of God and of his Holy ^\^ord. 

The Holy Word of God 
Shall never be downtrod 
Here in this holy place,. 

If all deem reason grace, 

And use for staff and rod 
The Holy Word of Cod. 

Here enter, ladies fair of eminent degree, 

Come soon with starry eyes, lips smiling, comely face. 

Flowers of loveliness, angels of harmony, 

Resplendent, proud yet of the rarest modesty. 

Sprightly of flesh, lithe-waisted and compact of grace, 

Here is your home, A gallant lord designed this place 
For you, that beauty, charm and virtue might find' room 
Deliciously to breathe, exquisitely to bloom. 

Who makes a priceless gift 
Wins pardon wllliout shrift 
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Donor, recipient 
Alike find rich content. 

To him your voices lift 
Who makes a priceless gift 

CHAPTER 55 

How the monks and nuns lived at Theleme, 

In the middle of the lower court stood a magnificent alabaster 
fountain, surmounted by the Three Graces holding cornucopias 
and spouting water through their breasts, mouths, ears, eyes and 
other orifices. The buildings above this court stood upon great 
pillars of chalcedony and porphyry, forming classical arches about 
lengthy wide galleries adorned with paintings and trophies of 
various animals: the horns of bucks, unicorns and hippopotami, 
elephants’ tusks and sundry other curiosities. 

The ladies’ quarters ran from Arctice all the way to the Mesem- 
brine Gate; the rest of the abbey was reserved for men. In front of 
this part, between the outer two towers, lay the recreational facili- 
ties: the tilting yard, the riding school, the theatre and the natato- 
rium which included wonderful swimming pools on three different 
levels, with every sort of equipment and myrtle water aplenty. 

Near the river was the fine pleasure garden, with, in the middle, 
a maze. Tennis courts and football fields spread out between the 
next two towers. Close to Cryere, an orchard offered a mass of fruit 
trees laid out in quincunxes, with, at its end, a sizy park abound- 
ing in venison. 

The space between the third pair of towers was reserved for the 
shooting ranges: here were targets and butts for harquebuss, long 
bow and crossbow. The servants’ quarters, one storey high, were 
situated outside Hesperia, Beyond was the falconry, managed by 
expert falconers and hawk trainers and annually supplied by the 
Cretans, Venetians and Sarmatian Poles with all manner of birds. 
There were priceless eagles for hunting hares, foxes and cranes. 
There were gerfalcons, goshawks, sakers for hunting wild geese, 
herons and bitterns. There were falcons, lanners, sparhawks and 
merlins for hunting larks and partridges. Other birds there were, 
too, in great quantities, so well trained that when they flew afield 
for their own sport they never failed to catch every bird they en- 
countered. . . . The veneiy with its hounds and beagles stood a 
little further along towards the park. 

All the halls, apartments and chambers were richly hung with 
tapestries varying with the season; the floors were covered with 
green cloth, the beds all embroidered. Each rear chamber boasted 
a pierglass set in a heavy gold frame adorned with pearls. Near the 
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exits of the ladies’ halls were the perfumers and hairdressers who 
ministered to the gentlemen before the latter visited the ladies. 
These attendants furnished the ladies’ rooms with rose water, 
orange-flower water and angelica, supplying a precious small at- 
omizer to give forth the most exquisite aromatic perfumes. 

CHAPTER 56 

How the monks and nuns of Theleme were apparelled. 

When first the abbey was founded, the ladies dressed according 
to their taste and pleasure. Subsequently of their own free will 
they modified their costume as follows. 

They wore hose, of scarlet or kermes-red, reaching some three 
inches above the knee, the edge being exquisitely embroidered or 
slashed. Their garters, which matched their bracelets, came both a 
whit over and under the knee. Their shoes, pumps and slippers 
were of red, violet or crimson velvet and jagged as a lobster’s claws. 

Over their slips, they put on a tight tunic of pure silk camlet, 
and over that a taffeta farthingale or petticoat, red, white, beige, 
gray or of any other color. Above this farthingale went a skirt of 
silver taffeta, witli fine gold embroidery and delicate cross-stitch 
work. According to the temperature, the season or the ladies’ whim, 
these skirts might be satin, damask or velvet and, in color, orange, 
green, cendr^, blue, canary yellow, scarlet, crimson or white, or of 
cloth-of-gold, cloth-of-silver, or any other choice material variously 
embroidered, stitched, brocaded or spangled according to the oc- 
casion for which they were worn. 

Their gowns, or over-garments, were also governed by timely 
considerations. They might be cloth-of-gold with silver embossing 
or red satin with gold brocade or taffeta, white, blue, black or 
tawny. Or they might be silk rep, silk camlet, velvet, cloth-of-silver, 
cloth-of-gold or satin variously figured with gold and silver thread. 

In summer, instead of these gowns, they wore lovely light smocks 
made of the same material, or capes. Moorish-fashion, with hoods 
to protect and shade their faces from the sun. These Moresco 
capes were of violet velvet, having raised gold stitching over silver 
purl or gold piping and cording, with small Indian pearls at their 
ends. And ever a gay colored plume, the color of their sleeves, 
bravely garnished with gold! In winter, their gowns were of taffeta 
in all the colors mentioned above, but lined with lynx, weasel, 
Calabrian marten, sable and other rare fur. Their beads, rings, 
chains and necklaces were of precious stones: carbuncles, rubies, 
balas rubies, diamonds, sapphires, emeralds, turquoises, garnets, 
agates, beryls and priceless pearls. 

Their headgear also varied with the season. In winter, it was in 
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the French fashion with a cap over the temples covered by a velvet 
hood with hanging veil. In spring it was in the Spanish, with laces 
and veils. In summer it was in the Tuscan, the hair elaborately en- 
twined with gold chains and jewels. On Sundays and holidays, how- 
ever, they followed the French mode which is more seemly and 
modest. 

The men, too, dressed according to their personal taste. Their 
hose were of light wool or serge cloth, white, black, scarlet or 
kermes-red. Their velvet breeches were of the same hue or almost; 
they were embroidered or slashed to their taste. The doublet was 
of cloth-of-gold, cloth-of silver, velvet, satin or damask, embroidered, 
panelled or slashed on one model, the points silk to match and 
the ornaments of fine enamelled gold. 

Their cloaks and jerkins were of cloth-of-gold, cloth-of-silver, 
gold tissue or velvet, purfled or brocaded at pleasure; their over- 
garments were every whit as costly as the ladies'. Their girdles were 
silk, matching their doublets. Each wore on his side a handsome 
sword with gilt hilt and pommel; the scabbard velvet, matching his 
breeches, and the ferrule a wondrous example of the goldsmith's 
art. So too the dagger. Their caps were of black velvet, trimmed 
with jewels and rings and buttons of gold, with a white plume set 
in jauntily and parted by many rows of spangles from which hung 
splendent emeralds and various other stones. 

Such was the sympathy between Hie gallants and their ladies that 
they matched one another's costumes every day. And in order to be 
sure of it, certain gentlemen were appointed to report every morn- 
ing to the youths what garments their ladies planned to wear on 
that occasion. All here was done for the pleasure of the fair. 

Handsome though the clothes were and rich the accoutrements, 
lads or girls wasted no time in dressing. The wardrobe masters had 
everything ready before their gentlemen arose and the maids were 
so nimble that in a trice their mistresses were apparelled from head 
to toe. 

To facilitate matters, over a distance of half-a-leaguc, a row of 
light, well-appointed cottages housed the goldsmiths, lapidaries, 
embroiderers, tailors, gold drawers, velvet weavers, tapestry makers 
and upholsterers. Here each worked at his trade, and all for the 
jolly friars and comely nuns of the new abbey. They received 
materials and stuffs from My Lord Nausicletc, famous for his ships, 
as the name indicates. Each year brought them seven vessels from 
the Pearl and Cannibal Islands or Antilles, laden with ingots of 
gold, raw silk, pearls and precious stones. 

If pearls through age tended to lose their lustre, the jewellers, 
following the method of Avicenna,^^ fed them to the roosters, and 
they regained their native sparkle. 

21 , See footnote 16. 
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CHAPTER 57 

How those of TMleme were governed in their manner of living. 

Their whole life was ordered not by law, statute or rule, but ac- 
cording to their free will and pleasure. They arose when they 
pleased. They ate, drank, worked and slept when the spirit moved 
them. No one awoke them, forced food or drink upon them or 
made them do anything else. Gargantua’s plan called for perfect 
liberty. The only rule of the house was: 

DO AS THOU WILT 

because men that are free, of gentle birth, well-bred and at home 
in civilized company possess a natural instinct that inclines them 
to virtue and saves them from vice. 'Phis instinct they name their 
honor. Sometimes they may be depressed or enslaved by subjec- 
tion or constraint; for we all long for forbidden fruit and covet 
what is denied us. But they usually apply the fine forces that tend 
to virtue in such a way as to shake off the yoke of servitude. 

The Th^l^mitcs, thanks to their liberty, knew the virtues of 
emulation. All wished to do what they saw pleased one of their 
number. Let some lad or maid say “L4t us drink” and all of them 
drank, “Let us play” and all of them flayed, “Ixt us frolic in the 
fields” and all of them frolicked. When falconry or hawking were 
in order, the ladies sat high upon their' saddles on fine nags, a spar- 
hawk, lanner or merlin on one daintily gloved wrist, while the men 
bore other kinds of hawks. 

They were so well-bred that none, man or woman, but could 
read, write, sing, play several instruments, speak five or six lan- 
guages and readily compose verse and prose in any of them. Never 
had earth known knights so proud, so gallant, so adroit on horse- 
back and on foot, so athletic, so lively, so well-trained in arms as 
these. Never were ladies seen so dainty, so comely, so winsome, 
so deft at handwork and needlework, so skilful in feminine arts, so 
frank and so free as these. 

Thus when the time came for a man to leave the abbey (either 
at his parents’ request or for some other reason) he took with him 
one of the ladies — the particular one who had chosen him for her 
knight— and they were married. And though they had lived in de- 
voHon and friendship at Th616me, their marriage relations proved 
even more tender and agreeable. Indeed to the end of their lives 
they loved one another as they had on the day of their wed- 
ding. . . . 
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Gargantua and Pantagruel, Book II 

[Pantagruel: Birth and Education] 

CHAPTER 2 

Of the nativity of the mo^t redoubtable Pantagruel, 

At the age of four hundred fourscore and forty-four years, Gar- 
gantua begat his son Pantagruel upon his wife named Badebec, 
daughter to the king of the dimly-seen Amaurotes in Utopia.^® She 
died in the throes of childbirth. Alas! Pantagruel was so extraor- 
dinarily large and heavy that he could not possibly come to light 
without suffocating his mother. 

If you would fully understand how he came to be christened 
Pantagruel, you must remember that a terrible drought raged that 
year throughout the land of Africa. For thirty-six months, three 
weeks, four days, thirteen hours and even longer, there was no drop 
of rain. And the sun blazed so fiercely that the whole earth was 
parched. 

Even in the days of Elijah, the soil was no drier, for now no tree 
on earth bore leaf or flower. The grass had no verdure; rivers and 
springs ran dry; the luckless fishes, abandoned by their clement, 
crawled on solid earth, crying and screaming most horribly. Birds 
fell from the air for want of moisture; wolves, foxes, harts, wild 
boars, fallow deer, hares, rabbits, weasels, martens, badgers and 
other beasts were found dead in the fields, their mouths agape. 

As for the men, their state was very piteous. You should have 
seen them with their tongues dangling like a hound's after a run of 
six hours. Not a few threw themselves into tlic wells. Others lay 
under a cow's belly to enjoy the shade — these it is whom Homer 
calls Alibantes, the desiccated.-® The whole country was at a stand- 
still, The strenuous efforts of mortals against the vehemence of 
this drought was a horrible spectacle. It was hard enough, God 
knows, to save the holy water in the churches from being wasted; 
but My Lords the Cardinals and our Holy Father laid down such 
strict rules that no man dared take more than a lick of it. In the 
churches, scores of parched, unhappy wretches followed the priest 
who distributed it, their jaws yawning for one tiny driblet. Like the 
rich man in Luke, who cried for Lazarus to dip his fingers in water, 
they were tormented by a flame,®® and would not suffer the slightest 

28. names taken from Sir Thomas other ancient writers with reference to 
More’s Utopia. Literally, “no place,” the dead or the very old. 

the word Utopia has become synony- 30, “And he cried and said. Father 
mous with “ideal country.” Abraham, have mercy on me, and send 

29. The allusion to Homer is ap- Lazarus, that he may dip the tip of 
patently mistaken, but “Alibantes” — his finger in water, and cool my tongue; 
possibly derived from the name of for I am tormented in this flame.” 
Alibas, a dry river in hell — is used by (Luke 16:24.) 
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drop to be wasted. Ah! thrice happy that year the man who had a 
cool, wcll-plenished wine cellar underground! 

In discussing the question: “Why is sea water salty?^" the philoso- 
pher Aristotle, after Empedocles, supplies the following reason. 
When Phoebus gave the reins of his luminous chariot®^ to Phaeton, 
his son, the latter, unskilled in the art of driving, was incapable of 
following the ecliptic lines bch^^een the two tropics of the sun^s 
sphere. Accordingly, he strayed from the appointed path and came 
so close to earth that he dried up all the countries under his course. 
He also burnished that great portion of heaven which philosophers 
call Via Lactea or the Milky Way, and good drinkers St. Janies' 
Way, since it is the starry line that guides pilgrims to Santiago de 
Compostella. (On the other hand, poets declare that it is here 
Juno's milk dropped while she was suckling Hercules.) 

Earth at that time was so excessively heated that it broke into an 
enormous sweat which ran over the sea, making the latter salty, 
since all sweat is salt. If you do not admit this last statement, then 
taste of your own sweat. Or savor the perspiration of your pox- 
stricken friends when they are put in sweatboxes for treatment. It 
is all one to me. 

Practically the same thing happened the year I am speaking of. 
On a certain Friday, all the people were intent upon their devo- 
tions. A noble procession was in progress with plenty of litanies 
and fine preachings. Supplications arose toward Almighty God be- 
seeching Him to cast His eye of mercy upon them in their afflic- 
tion. Suddenly they clearly saw some great drops of water stand out 
upon the ground, exactly as from a person sweating copiously. 

The wretched populace began to rejoice as though here were a 
great blessing. Some declared that, since the air lacked all moisture, 
earth was supplying the deficiency. Other scientists asseverated 
that it was a shower of the Antipodes, as described by Seneca in 
Quaestiones 'Naturales, Book IV, where he treats of the Nile's 
source, attributing its floods to distant rains washed underground 
into the river. But they were thoroughly deceived. For, the pro- 
cession done, when each sought to gather up this dew and drink it 
up by the bowlful, they found it was only pickle, far saltier than 
the saltiest water of the sea. 

Another great mishap befell Gargantua that week. A dungchafing 
lout, bearing two great bags of salt and a hambone in his game- 
pouch, walked into poor Gargantua's mouth as the giant lay snor- 
ing. The clod spilled a quantity of salt in Gargantua's throat. Gar- 
gantua, crazy with a thirst he could not slake, angrily snapped his 
mouth shut. He gnashed his teeth fiercely; they ground like mill- 
stones. Later the rascal told me he was so terrified you could have 

31 . the chariot of the sun. 
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stopped up his nose with a bale of hay. He fell flat on his faec like 
a dead man, dropping the two saltbags that had tormented Gar- 
gantua. They were at onee swallowed up and entombed. 

My rogue vowed vengeanec. Thrusting his hand in his game- 
poueh, he drew out a great hambone, highly salted, still eovered 
with hair, and twenty-eight inches long. Ragefully he rammed it 
down Gargantua's throat. The giant, drier than ever, felt the pig's 
hair tickling his belly and, willy-nilly, spewed up all he had. Eight- 
een tumbrils could not have drawn away the rich nauseous yield. 
My dungchafer, hidden in the cavity of one of his teeth, was forced 
to take French leave in such pitiful condition that all who saw him 
were horrified. Gargantua, looking down, noticed this jackpudding 
whirling about in a great puddle. 

*TIere is some worm that sought to sting me in the belly," he 
mused, happy to have expelled him from his body. 

Because he was born that very day, his father called him Pantag- 
ruel or All-Athirst, a name derived from the Greek panta meaning 
all, and the Hagarenc or Saracen gruel meaning athirst. Gargantua 
inferred thereby that at his son's birth the entire universe was 
wholly parched. Prophetically, too, he realized that some day 
Pantagruel would become Supreme Lord of the Thirsty, a fact in- 
dicated even more surely by a further portent. 

For while his mother Badcbcc was bringing him forth and the 
midwives stood by ready to receive him, there first issued from her 
belly seventy-eight salt-vendors, each leading a salt-laden mule by 
the halter. They were followed by nine dromedaries, bearing hams 
and smoked oxtongues; seven camels bearing chitterlings; twenty- 
five cartloads of leeks, garlic, onions and chives. This terrified some 
midwives, but others said: 

'"Here is good provision! As it is, we drink but lazily, instead of 
vigorously. This must be a good omen, since these victuals arc 
spurs to bibbing wine!" 

As they were tattling away, out pops Pantagruel, hairy as a bear! 
At which, prophetically, one of them exclaimed: 

''God help us, he is born hair and all, straight from the arse of 
Satan in flight. He will do terrible wonders. If he lives, he will grow 
to a lusty age!" 

Of PantagrueVs race are those who drink so heavily in the eve- 
ning that they must rise at night to drink again, quenching the coals 
of fire and blistering thirst in their throats. This form of thirst is 
called Pantagruel, in memory of the giant 
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[Fathers Letter from Home] 

CHAPTER 8 

How Pantagruel in Paris received a letter from his father Cargantua. 

As you may suppose, Pantagruel studied very hard and profited 
much by his study, for his intelligence was naturally active and his 
memory as full as twelve casks of olives. While in Paris, he re- 
ceived the following letter from his father: 

My beloved son. 

Among the gifts, graces and prerogatives with which our sover- 
eign Creator, God Almighty, blessed and enriched humanity from 
the beginning, there is one that I deem supreme. By its means, 
though we be mortal, we can yet achieve a sort of immortality; 
through it, we may, in the course of our transitory lives, yet per* 
petuate our name and race. 

To be sure, wliat we gain by a progeny born of lawful wedlock 
cannot make up for what we lost through the sin of our first par- 
ents. Adam and Eve disobeyed the commandments of the Lord 
their God: mortality was their punishment. By death the magnif- 
icent mould in which Man was fashioned vanished into the dust of 
oblivion. 

However, thanks to seminal propagation, what a man loses his 
children revive and, where they fail, thek children prevail. So it has 
gone, and so it shall be, from generation to generation, until the 
Day of Judgment, when Christ shall restore to God the Father His 
kingdom pacified, secured and cleansed of all sin. Then all genera- 
tions and corruption shall cease, for the elements will have com- 
pleted their continuous transmutations. The peace humanity has 
craved so anxiously will have been attained; all things will have 
been reduced to their appointed end and period. 

I therefore have reason to give thanks to God, my Saviour, for 
having granted me the joy of beholding my old age blossom anew 
in your youth. When, by His pleasure, which rules and orders 
everything, my soul must abandon this human habitation, I shall 
not believe I am dying utterly, but rather passing from one place to 
another. For in you my visible image will continue to live on earth; 
by you, I shall go on frequenting honorable men and true friends, 
as I was wont to do. 

My associations have not been without sin, I confess. We all 
transgress and must continually beseech God to forgive us our 

32 . Like his father before him, summarizes Rabelais’ view of an ideal 
Pantagruel has been sent to Paris to education, and generally illustrates the 
study. The following letter, patterned attitude of the Renaissance intellectual 
after Ciceronian models of cloquenc:, elite toward culture. 
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trespasses. But they have been without reproach in the eyes of men. 

That is why if, beside my bodily image, my soul did not likewise 
shine in you, you would not be accounted worthy of guarding the 
precious immortality of my name. In that case, the least part of me 
(my body) would endure. Scant satisfaction, that, when the best 
part (my soul, which should keep my name blessed among men) 
had degenerated and been bastardized. I say this not through any 
doubt as to your virtue, which I have already often tested, but to 
encourage you to go on doing ever better and profiting by your 
constant improvement. 

My purpose is not so much to keep you absolutely on your pres- 
ent virtuous course as to make you rejoice that you have kept and 
are keeping on it. I seek to quicken your heart with resolutions for 
the future. To help you make and carry these out, remember that 
I have spared nothing. I have helped you as though my sole treasure 
on earth were once in my lifetime to see you well-bred and accom- 
plished in honesty and valor as well as in knowledge and civility. 
Ay, I have longed to leave you after my death as a mirror of your 
father’s personality. The reflection may not prove perfect in prac- 
tice, but certainly I could not more studiously wish for its per- 
fection. 

My late father Grangousier, of blessed memory, made every ef- 
fort that I might achieve mental, moral and technical excellence. 
The fruit of my studies and labors matched, indeed surpassed, his 
dearest wish. But you can realize that conditions were not as favor- 
able to learning as they are to-day. Nor had I such gifted teachers 
as you. We were still in the dark ages; we still walked in the 
shadow of the dark clouds of ignorance; we suffered the calamitous 
consequences of the destruction of good literature by the Goths. 
Now, by God’s grace, light and dignity have been restored to let- 
ters, and I have lived to see it. Indeed, I have watched such a 
revolution in learning that I, not erroneously reputed in my man- 
hood the leading scholar of the century, would find it difficult to 
enter the bottom class in a grammar school. 

I tell you all this not through boastfulness, though in writing to 
you I might be proud with impunity. Does not Marcus Tullius*^^ 
authorize it in his book Of Old Age, and Plutarch in How a Man 
May Praise Himself without Envy? Both authors recognize that such 
pride is useful in fostering the spirit of emulation. No — I do it 
simply to give you a proof of my love and affection. 

To-day, the old sciences are revived, knowledge is systematized, 
discipline reestablished. The learned languages are restored: Greek, 
without which a man would be ashamed to consider himself ed- 
ucated; Hebrew, Chaldean and Latin.®* Printing is now in use, an 

33. Cicero. 34. The languages which are the in- 
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art to accurate and elegant that it betrays the divine inspiration 
of its discovery, which I have lived to witness. Alas! Conversely, 
I was not spared the horror of such diabolic works as gunpowder*® 
and artillery. 

To-day, the world is full of learned men, brilliant teachers and 
vast libraries: I do not believe that the ages of Plato, Cicero or 
Papinian*^ afforded such facilities for culture. From now on, it is 
unthinkable to come before the public or move in polite circles 
without having worshipped at Minerva’s shrine. Why, the robbers, 
hangmen, adventurers and jockeys of to-day are infinitely better 
educated than the doctors and preachers of my time. More, even 
women and girls aspire to the glory, the heavenly manna of learn- 
ing. Thus, at my advanced age, I have been forced to take up 
Greek. Not that I had despised it, like Cato;*® I never had the op- 
portunity to learn it. Now I delight in reading Plutarch’s Morals, 
Plato’s noble Dialogues, the Monuments of Pausanias and the 
Antiquities of Athenaeus,*® as I await the hour when it shall please 
God, my Creator, to call me back to His bosom. 

That is why, my dear son, I urge you to spend your youth making 
the most of your studies and developing your moral sense. You are 
in Paris, which abounds in noble men upon whom to pattern your- 
self; you have Epistemon, an admirable tutor, who can inspire you 
by direct oral teaching. But I demand more of you. I insist you 
learn languages perfectly! Creek first, as old Quintilian^® prescribes; 
then Latin; then Hebrew for the sake of the Holy Scripture; then 
Chaldee and Arabic, too. Model your Greek style on Plato, your 
Latin on Cicero. Let no history slip your memory; cultivate cos- 
mography, for you will find its texts helpful. 

As for the liberal arts of geometry, arithmetic and music, I gave 
you a taste of them when you were a little lad of five or six. Pro- 
ceed further in them yourself, learning as much as you can. Be sure 
to master all the rules of astronomy; but dismiss astrology and the 
divinatory art of Lullius^^ as but vanity and imposture. Of civil 
law, I would have you know the texts of the Code by heart, then 
compare them with philosophy. 

A knowledge of nature is indispensable; devote yourself to this 

struments of classical learning are listed 38. Plutarch’s life of Cato is the 
along with those useful for the study source of the notion that he despised 
of the Old Testament. Greek. 

35. Printing from movable type was 39. The works of Pausanias and 
independently invented in Europe about Athenacus were standard sources of in- 
the middle of the fifteenth century; the formation on ancient geography, art, 
idea of its divine origin was common- and everyday life. 

place during the Renaissance. 40. In his Institutio oratoria. Book 

36. probably introduced into Europe I, Chapter 1, paragraph 12, he recom- 

through the Arabs, rather than invented, mends studying Greek before Latin, 
in the fourteenth century. 41. Raymond Lully, Spanish philos- 

37. jurisconsult of the time of Em- opher of the thirteenth century, who 
peror Septimius Severus (reigned 193- dabbled in magic. 
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study with unflagging curiosity. Let there be no sea, river or foun- 
tain but you know the fish that dwell in it. Be familiar with all the 
shrubs, bushes and trees in forest or orchard, all the plants, herbs 
and flowers that grow on the ground, all the birds of the air, all the 
metals in the bowels of earth, all the precious stones in the orient 
and the south. In a word, be well informed in everything tliat con- 
cerns the physical world we live in. 

Then carefully consult the works of Greek, Arabian and Latin 
physicians, without slighting the Jewish doctors, Talmudists and 
Cabbalists. By frequent exercises in dissection, acquire a perfect 
knowledge of that other world, which is man. 

Devote a few hours a day to the study of Holy Writ. Take up 
the New Testament and the Epistles in Greek; then, the Old 
Testament in Hebrew. Strive to make your mind an inexhaustible 
storehouse of knowledge. For you arc growing to manhood now: 
soon you will have to give up your studious repose to lead a life of 
action. You will have to learn to bear arms, to achieve knighthood, 
so as to defend my house and help our allies frustrate the attacks 
of evildoers. 

Further, I wish you soon to test what profit you have gained 
from your education. I'his you can best do by public discussion and 
debate on all subjects against all comers, and by frequenting learned 
men both in Paris and elsewhere. 

But remember this. As Solomon says, wisdom entcreth not into 
a malicious soul, and science without conscience spells but destruc- 
tion of the spirit. Therefore serve, love and fear God, on Him pin 
all your thoughts and hopes; by faith built of charity, cling to Him 
so closely that never a sin come between you. Hold the abuses of 
the world in just suspicion. Set not your heart upon vanity, for this 
life is a transitory thing, but the Word of God endureth forever. 
Be serviceable to your neighbor, love him as you do yourself. Honor 
your teachers. Slum the company of all men you would not wish to 
resemble; receive not in vain the favors God has bestowed upon you. 

When you realize that you have acquired all the knowledge Paris 
has to offer, conic back so I may see you and give you my blessing 
before I die. 

My son, the peace and grace of Our Lord be with you. Amen. 

Your father, 
Gargantua 

From Utopia, the seventeenth day of September. 

Having read this letter, Pantagruel, greatly encouraged, strove 
more ardently than ever to profit in his work. Had you seen him 
studying vigorously, practically and tirelessly, you would have com- 
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pared his spirit moving among his books to flames blazing through 
a bonfire of dry branches. 


BENVENUTO CELLINI 

(1500-1571) 

Autobiography (La vita di Benvenuto Cellini)* 


[World War]t 


Tlie whole world was now in warfare.^ Pope Clement had sent 
to get some troops from Giovanni de' Medici, and when they came, 
they made such disturbances in Rome, that it was ill living in open 
shops. On this account I retired to a good snug house behind the 
Banchi, where I worked for all the friends I had acquired. Since I 
produced few things of much importance at that period, I need 
not waste time in talking about them. I took much pleasure in 
music and amusements of the kind. On the death of Giovanni dc' 
Medici in Lombardy, the Pope, at the advice of Messer Jacopo 
Salviati, dismissed the five bands he had engaged; and when the 
Constable of Bourbon- knew there were no troops in Rome, he 
pushed his army with the utmost energy up to the city. The whole 
of Rome upon this flew to arms. I happened to be intimate with 
Alessandro, the son of Piero del BenCrf who, at the time when the 
Colonncsi entered Rome, had requested me to guard his palace. 
On this more serious occasion, therefiorc, he prayed me to cnli$t 
fifty comrades for the protection of tlie said house, appointing me 
their captain, as I had been when the Colonnesi*^ came. So I col- 
lected fifty young men of the highest courage, and we took up our 
quarters in his palace, with good pay and excellent appointments. 

Bourbon's army had now arrived before the walls of Rome, and 
Alessandro begged me to go with him to reconnoitre. So we went 
with one of the stoutest fellows in our company; and on the way 
a youth called Cecchino della Casa joined himself to us. On reach- 
ing the walls by the Campo Santo, we could see that famous army, 
which was making every effort to enter the town. Upon the ram- 


* Written between 1558 and 1562. 
The selections reprinted here are from 
the translation by John Addington 
Symonds. 

t Book I, Chapters 34—37. 
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now in Rome. The war between Charles 
V, the Holy Roman emperor, pd the 
king of France, Francis I, which had 
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parts where we took our station, several young men were lying 
killed by the besiegers; the battle raged there desperately, and there 
was the densest fog imaginable. I turned to Alessandro and said: 
''Let us go home as soon as we can, for there is nothing to be done 
here; you see the enemies are mounting, and our men are in flight.'' 
Alessandro, in a panic, cried: “Would God that we had never come 
here!" and turned in maddest haste to fly. I took him up somewhat 
sharply with these words: “Since you have brought me here, I must 
perform some action worthy of a man"; and directing my arquebuse 
where I saw the thickest and most serried troop of fighting men, I 
aimed exactly at one whom I remarked to be higher than the rest: 
the fog prevented me from being certain whether he was on horse- 
back or on foot. Then I turned to Alessandro and Cecchino, and 
bade them discharge their arquebuses, showing them how to avoid 
being hit by the besiegers. When we had fired two rounds apiece, 
I erept cautiously up to the wall, and observing among the enemy a 
most extraordinary confusion, I discovered afterwards that one of 
our shots had killed the Constable of Bourbon; and from what I 
subsequently learned, he was the man whom I had first noticed 
above the heads of the rest. 

Quitting our position on the ramparts, we crossed the Campo 
Santo, and and entered the city of St. Peter's; then coming out 
exactly at the church of Santo Agnolo, we got with greatest diffi- 
culty to the great gate of the castle: for the generals Renzo di Ceri 
and Orazio Baglioni were wounding and slaughtering everybody 
who abandoned the defence of the walls. By the time we had 
reached the great gate, part of the foemen had already entered 
Rome, and we had them in our rear. The castellan had ordered 
the portcullis to be lowered, in order to do which they cleared a 
little space, and this enabled us four to get inside. On the instant 
that I entered, the captain Pallone de' Medici claimed me as being 
of the Papal household, and forced me to abandon Alessandro, 
which I had to do, much against my will. I ascended to the keep, 
and at the same instant Pope Clement came in through the cor- 
ridors into the castle; he had refused to leave the palace of St. Peter 
earlier, being unable to believe that his enemies would effect their 
entrance into Rome. Having got into the castle in this way, I at- 
tached myself to certain pieces of artillery, which were under the 
command of a bombardier called Giuliano Fiorentino. Leaning 
there against the battlements, the unhappy man could see his poor 
house being sacked, and his wife and children outraged; fearing to 
strike his own folk, he dared not discharge the cannon, and flinging 
the burning fuse upon tlie ground, he wept as though his heart 
would break, and tore his cheeks with both his hands. Some of the 
other bombardiers were behaving in like manner; seeing which, I 
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took one of the matches^ and got the assistance of a few men who 
were not overcome by their emotions. I aimed some swivels and 
falconets at points where I saw it would be useful, and killed with 
them a good number of the enemy. Had it not been for this, the 
troops who poured into Rome that morning, and were marching 
straight upon the castle, might possibly have entered it with ease, 
because the artillery was doing them no damage. I went on firing 
under the eyes of several cardinals and lords, who kept blessing me 
and giving me the heartiest encouragement. In my enthusiasm 1 
strove to achieve the impossible; let it suffice tliat it was I who 
saved the castle that morning, and brought the other bombardiers 
back to their duty. I worked hard the whole of that day; and when 
the evening came, while the army was marching into Rome through 
the Trastevere, Pope Clement appointed a great Roman nobleman 
named Antonio Santacroce to be captain of all the gunners. The 
first thing this man did was to come to me, and having greeted me 
with the utmost kindness, he stationed me with five fine pieces of 
artillery on the highest point of the castle, to which the name of the 
AngcP specially belongs. Tins circular eminence goes round the 
castle, and surveys both Prati and the town of Rome. The captain 
put under my orders enough men to help in managing my guns, 
and having seen me paid in advance, he gave me rations of bread 
and a little wine, and begged me to go forward as I had begun. I 
was perhaps more inclined by nature to the profession of arms than 
to the one I had adopted, and I took such pleasure in its duties that 
1 discharged them better than those of my own art. Night came, the 
enemy had entered Rome, and we who were in the castle ( especially 
myself, who have always taken pleasure in extraordinary sights) 
stayed gazing on the indescribable scene of tumult and conflagra- 
tion in the streets below. People who were anywhere else but where 
we were, could not have formed the least imagination of what it 
was. I will not, however, set myself to describe that tragedy, but 
will content myself with continuing the history of my own life and 
the circumstances which properly belong to it. 

During the course of my artillery practice, which I never inter- 
mitted through the whole month passed by us beleaguered in the 
castle, I met with a great many very striking accidents, all of them 
worthy to be related. But since I do not care to be too prolix, or to 
exhibit myself outside the sphere of my profession, I will omit the 
larger part of them, only touching upon those I cannot well neglect, 
which shall be the fewest in number and the most remarkable. The 
first which comes to hand is this: Messer Antonio Santacroce had 
made me come down from the Angel, in order to fire on some 
houses in the neighbourhood, where certain of our besiegers had 

4. from the marble angel on top of the castle. 



904 • Benvenuto Cellini 

been seen to enter. While I was firing, a cannon shot reached me, 
which hit the angle of a battlement, and carried off enough of it to 
be the cause why I sustained no injury. The whole mass struck me 
in the chest and took my breath away, I lay stretched upon the 
ground like a dead man, and could hear what the bystanders were 
saying. Among them all, Messer Antonio Santacroce lamented 
greatly, exclaiming: “Alas, alas! we have lost the best defender that 
we had.” Attracted by the uproar, one of my comrades ran up; he 
was called Gianfrancesco, and was a bandsman, but was far more 
naturally given to medicine than to music. On the spot he flew off, 
crying for a stoop of the very best Greek wine. Then he made a tile 
red-hot, and cast upon it a good handful of wormwood; after which 
he sprinkled the Greek wine; and when the wormwood was well 
soaked, he laid it on my breast, just where the bruise was visible to 
all. Such was the virtue of the wormwood that I immediately re- 
gained my scattered faculties. I wanted to begin to speak, but could 
not; for some stupid soldiers had filled my mouth with earth, 
imagining that by so doing they were giving me the sacrament; and 
indeed they were more like to have excommunicated me, since I 
could with difficulty come to myself again, the earth doing me more 
mischief than the blow. However, I escaped that danger, and re- 
turned to the rage and fury of the guns, pursuing my work there 
with all the ability and eagerness that I could summon. 

Pope Clement, by this, had sent to demand assistance from the 
Duke of Urbino, who was with the troops of Venice; he commis- 
sioned the envoy to tell his Excellency that the Castle of St. Angelo 
would send up every evening three beacons from its summit, accom- 
panied by three discharges of the cannon thrice repeated, and that 
so long as this signal was continued, he might take for granted that 
the castle had not yielded. I was charged with lighting the beacons 
and firing the guns for this purpose; and all this while I pointed 
my artillery by day upon the places where mischief could be done. 
The Pope, in consequence, began to regard me with still greater 
favour, because he saw that I discharged my functions as intelli- 
gently as the task demande 1. Aid from the Duke of Urbino never 
came; on which, as it is not my business, I will make no further 
comment. 

While I was at work upon that diabolical task of mine, there 
came from time to time to watch me some of the cardinals who 
were invested in the castle; and most frequently the Cardinal of 
Ravenna and the Cardinal de' Gaddi. I often told them not to show 
themselves, since their nasty red caps gave a fair mark to our ene- 
mies. From neighbouring buildings, such as the Torre de' Bini, we 
ran great peril when they were there; and at last I had them locked 
off, and gained thereby their deep ill-will. I frequently received visits 
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also from the general, Orazio Baglioni, who was very well affected 
toward me. One day while he was talking with me, he noticed 
something going forward in a drinking-place outside the Porta di 
Gastello, which bore the name of Baccanello. This tavern had for a 
sign a sun painted between two windows, of a bright red colour, 
^rhe windows being closed. Signor Orazio concluded that a band of 
soldiers were carousing at table just between them and behind the 
sun. So he said to me: “Benvenuto, if you think that you could hit 
that wall an ell’s breadth from the sun with your demi-cannon here, 
I believe you would be doing a good stroke of business, for there is 
a great commotion there, and men of much importance must prob- 
ably be inside the house.” I answered that I felt quite capable of 
hitting the sun in its centre, but that a barrel full of stones, which 
was standing close to the muzzle of tlie gun, might be knocked 
down by the shock of the discharge and the blast of the artillery. 
He rejoined: “Don’t waste time, Benvenuto. In the first place, it is 
not possible, where it is standing, that the cannon’s blast should 
bring it down; and even if it were to fall, and the Pope himself was 
underneath, the mischief would not be so great as you imagine. 
Fire, then, only fire!” laking no more thought about it, I struck 
the sun in the centre, exactly as I said I should. The cask was dis- 
lodged, as I predicted, and fell precisely between Cardinal Farnese® 
and Messer Jacopo Salviati. It might very well have dashed out the 
brains of botJi of them, except that just it that very moment Farnesc 
was reproaching Salviati with having caused the sack of Rome, and 
while they stood apart from one another to exchange opprobrious 
remarks, my gabion fell without destroying them. When he heard 
the uproar in the court below, good Signor Orazio dashed off in a 
hurry; and I, thrusting my neck forward where the cask had fallen, 
heard some people saying: “It would not be a bad job to kill that 
gunner!” Upon this I turned two falconets toward the staircase, 
with mind resolved to let blaze on the first man who attempted to 
come up. The household of Cardinal Farnese must have received 
orders to go and do me some injury; accordingly I prepared to re- 
ceive them, with a lighted match in hand. Recognising some who 
were approaching, I called out: “You lazy lubbers, if you don’t pack 
off from there, and if but a man’s child among you dares to touch 
the staircase, I have got two cannon loaded, which will blow you 
into powder. Go and tell the Cardinal that I was acting at the order 
of superior officers, and that what we have done and are doing is in 
defence of them priests, and not to hurt them.” They made away; 
and then came Signor Orazio Baglioni, running. I bade him stand 
back, else I’d murder him; for I knew very well who he was. He 
drew back a little, not without a certain show of fear, and called 

5. already high in the Vatican hierarchy, later to become Pope Paul III. 
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out: '^Benvenuto, I am your friend!'' To this I answered: ''Sir, come 
up, but come alone, and then come as you like." The general, who 
was a man of mighty pride, stood still a moment, and then said 
angrily: have a good mind not to come up again, and to do quite 

the opposite of that which I intended toward you." I replied that 
just as I was put there to defend my neighbours, I was equally well 
able to defend myself too. He said that he was coming alone; and 
when he arrived at the top of the stairs, his features were more dis- 
composed than I thought reasonable. So I kept my hand upon my 
sword, and stood eyeing him askance. Upon this he began to laugh, 
and the colour coming back into his face, he said to me with the 
most pleasant manner: ''Friend Benvenuto, I bear you as great love 
as I have in my heart to give; and in God's good time I will render 
you proof of this. Would to God that you had killed those two 
rascals; for one of them is the cause of all this trouble, and the day 
perchance will come when the other will be found the cause of 
something even worse." He then begged me, if I should be asked, 
not to say that he was with me when I fired the gun; and for the 
rest bade me be of good cheer. The commotion which the affair 
made was enormous, and lasted a long while. However, I will not 
enlarge upon it further, only adding that I was within an inch of 
revenging my father on Messer Jacopo Salviati, who had grievously 
injured him, according to my father's frequent complaints.® As it 
was, unwittingly I gave the fellow a great fright. Of Farncse I shall 
say nothing here, because it will appear in its proper place how well 
it would have been if I had killed him. 

I pursued my business of artilleryman, and every day performed 
some extraordinary feat, whereby the credit and the favour I ac- 
quired with the Pope was something indescribable. There never 
passed a day but what I killed one or another of our enemies in the 
besieging army. On one occasion the Pope was walking round the 
circular keep, when he observed a Spanish Colonel in the Prati; he 
recognised the man by certain indications, seeing that this officer 
had formerly been in his service; and while he fixed his eyes on him, 
he kept talking about him. I, above by the Angel, knew nothing of 
all this, but spied a fellow down there, busying himself about the 
trenches with a javelin in his hand; he was dressed entirely in rose- 
colour; and so, studying the worst that I could do against him, I 
selected a gerfalcon which I had at hand; it is a piece of ordnance 
larger and longer than a swivel, and about the size of a demi- 
culverin. This I emptied, and loaded it again with a good charge 
of fine powder mixed with the coarser sort; then I aimed it exactly 
at the man in red, elevating prodigiously, because a piece of that 

6. Benvenuto has a grudge against Salviati for depriving his father of his posi- 
tion with the Medici. 
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calibre could hardly be expected to carry true at such a distance. I 
fired, and hit my man exactly in the middle. He had trussed his 
sword in front, for swagger, after a way those Spaniards have; and 
my ball, when it struck him, broke upon the blade, and one could 
see the fellow cut in two fair halves. The Pope, who was expecting 
nothing of this kind, derived great pleasure and amazement from 
the sight, both because it seemed to him impossible that one should 
aim and hit the mark at such a distance, and also because the man 
was cut in two, and he could not comprehend how this should hap- 
pen. He sent for me, and asked about it. I explained all the devices 
I had used in firing; but told him that why the man was cut in 
halves, neither he nor I could know. Upon my bended knees I then 
besought him to give me the pardon of his blessing for that homi- 
cide; and for all the others I had committed in the castle in the 
service of the Church. Thereat the Pope, raising his hand, and 
making a large open sign of the cross upon my face, told me that 
he blessed me, and that he gave me pardon for all murders I had 
ever perpetrated, or should ever perpetrate, in the service of the 
Apostolic Church. When I left him, I went aloft, and never stayed 
from firing to the utmost of my power; and few were the shots of 
mine that missed their mark. My drawing, and my fine studies in 
my craft, and my charming art of music, all were swallowed up in 
the din of that artillery; and if I were to relate in detail all the splen- 
did things I did in that infernal work of cruelty, I should make the 
world stand by and wonder. But, not to be too prolix, I will pass 
them over. Only I must tell a few of the most remarkable, which 
are, as it were, forced in upon me. 

To begin then: pondering day and night what I could render for 
my own part in defence of Holy Church, and having noticed that 
the enemy changed guard and marched past through the great gate 
of Santo Spirito, which was within a reasonable range, I thereupon 
directed my attention to that spot; but, having to shoot sideways, I 
could not do the damage that I wished, although I killed a fair 
percentage every day. This induced our adversaries, when they saw 
their passage covered by my guns, to load the roof of a certain house 
one night with thirty gabions, which obstructed the view I formerly 
enjoyed. Taking better thought than I had done of the whole situ- 
ation, I now turned all my five pieces of artillery directly on the 
gabions, and waited till the evening hour, when they changed guard. 
Our enemies, thinking they were safe, came on at greater case and 
in a closer body than usual; whereupon I set fire to my blow-pipes.^ 
Not merely did I dash to pieces the gabions which stood in my 
way; but, what was better, by that one blast I slaughtered more 
than thirty men. In consequence of this manoeuvre, which I repeated 

7. artillery pieces in general. 
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twice, the soldiers were thrown into such disorder, that being, 
moreover, encumbered with the spoils of that great sack, and some 
of them desirous of enjoying the fruits of their labour, they often- 
times showed a mind to mutiny and take themselves away from 
Rome. However, after coming to terms with their valiant captain, 
Gian di Urbino, they were ultimately compelled, at their excessive 
inconvenience, to take another road when they changed guard. It 
cost them three miles of march, whereas before they had but half a 
mile. Having achieved this feat, I was entreated with prodigious 
favours by all the men of quality who were invested in the castle. 
This incident was so important that I thought it well to relate it, 
before finishing the history of things outside my art, the which is 
the real object of my writing: forsooth, if I wanted to ornament my 
biography with such matters, I should have far too much to tell. 

[**Men Like Benvenuto . . . Stand Above the Law"*]* 

• . . The Pope* was taken ill, and his physicians thought the case 
was dangerous. Accordingly my enemy® began to be afraid of me, 
and engaged some Neapolitan soldiers to do to me what he was 
dreading I might do to him. I had therefore much trouble to defend 
my poor life. In course of time, however, I completed the reverse; 
and when I took it to the Pope, I found him in bed in a most de- 
plorable condition. Nevertheless, he received me with the greatest 
kindness, and wished to inspect the medals and the dies. He sent 
for spectacles and lights, but was unable to see anything clearly. 
Then he began to fumble with his fingers at them, and having felt 
them a short while, he fetched a deep sigh, and said to his attend- 
ants that he was much concerned about me, but that if God gave 
him back his health he would make it all right. 

Three days afterwards the Pope died, and I was left with all my 
labour lost; yet I plucked up courage, and told myself that these 
medals had won me so much celebrity, that any Pope who was 
elected would give me work to do, and peradventure bring me bet- 
ter fortune. Thus I encouraged and put heart into myself, and 
buried in oblivion all the injuries which Pompeo had done me. 
Then putting on my arms and girding my sword, I went to San 
Piero, and kissed the feet of the dead Pope, not without shedding 
tears. Afterwards I returned to the Banchi to look on at the great 
commotion which always happens on such occasions. 

While I was sitting in the street with several of my friends, 
Pompeo went by, attended by ten men very well armed; and when 
he came just opposite, he stopped, as though about to pick a quar- 

* From Book I, Chapters 72-74. is Pompeo de’ Capitaneis, a jeweler 

8. still Clement Vll. The year is from Milan who tried several times, 
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rel with myself. My companions, brave and adventurous young men, 
made signs to me to draw my sword; but it flashed through my 
mind that if I drew, some terrible mischief might result for persons 
who were wholly innocent. Therefore I considered that it would be 
better if I put my life to risk alone. When Pompeo had stood there 
time enough to say two Ave Maries, he laughed derisively in my 
direction; and going off, his fellows also laughed and wagged their 
heads, with many other insolent gestures. My companions wanted 
to begin the fray at once; but I told them hotly that I was quite 
able to conduct my quarrels to an end by myself, and that I had no 
need of stouter fighters than I was; so that each of them might mind 
his business. My friends were angry and went off muttering. Now 
there was among them my dearest comrade, named Albertaccio del 
Bene, own brother to Alessandro and Albizzo, who is now a very 
rich man in Lyons. He was the most redoubtable young man I ever 
knew, and the most high-spirited, and loved me like himself; and 
insomuch as he was well aware that my forbearance had not been 
inspired by want of courage, but by the most daring bravery, for he 
knew me down to the bottom of my nature, he took my words up 
and begged me to favour him so far as to associate him with myself 
in all I meant to do. I replied: '‘Dear Albertaccio, dearest to me 
above all men that live, the time will very likely come when you 
shall give me aid; but in this case, if yoti love me, do not attend to 
me, but look to your own business, and go at once like our other 
friends, for now there is no time to lose.^' These words were spoken 
in one breath. | 

In the meanwhile my enemies had proceeded slowly toward 
Chiavica, as the place was called, and bad arrived at the crossing 
of several roads, going in different directions; but the street in which 
Pompeo's house stood was the one which leads straight to the 
Campo di Fiore. Some business or other made him enter the apothe- 
cary's shop which stood at the corner of Chiavica, and there he 
stayed a while transacting it. I had just been told that he had 
boasted of the insult which he fancied he had put upon me; but be 
that as it may, it was to his misfortune; for precisely when I came 
up to the corner, he was leaving the shop, and his bravi had opened 
their ranks and received him in their midst. I drew a little dagger 
with a sharpened edge, and breaking the line of his defenders, laid 
my hands upon his breast so quickly and coolly, that none of them 
were able to prevent me. Then I aimed to strike him in the face; but 
fright made him turn his head round; and I stabbed him just be- 
neath the ear. I only gave two blows, for he fell stone dead at the 
second. I had not meant to kill him; but as the saying goes, knocks 
are not dealt by measure. With my left hand I plucked back the 
dagger, and with my right hand drew my sword to defend my life. 



910 • Benvenuto Cellini 

However, all those bravi ran up to the corpse and took no action 
against me; so I went back alone through Strada Giulia, considering 
how best to put myself in safety. 

I had walked about three hundred paces, when Piloto the gold- 
smith, my very good friend, came up and said: ''Brother, now that 
the mischiefs done, we must see to saving you."' I replied: “Let us 
go to Albertaccio del Bene's house; it is only a few minutes since I 
told him I should soon have need of him.” When we arrived there, 
Albertaccio and I embraced with measureless affection; and soon 
the whole flower of the young men of the Banchi, of all nations 
except the Milanese,^® came crowding in; and each and all made 
proffer of their own life to save mine. Messer Luigi Rucellai also 
sent with marvellous promptitude and courtesy to put his services 
at my disposal, as did many other great folk of his station; for they 
all agreed in blessing my hands, judging that Pompeo had done me 
too great and unforgivable an injury, and marvelling that I had put 
up with him so long. 

Cardinal Cornaro, on hearing of the affair, despatched thirty sol- 
diers, with as many partisans, pikes, and arquebuses, to bring me 
with all due respect to his quarters. This he did unasked; where- 
upon I accepted the invitation, and went off with them, while more 
than as many of the young men bore me company. Meanwhile, 
Messer Traiano, Pompeo's relative and first chamberlain to the 
Pope, sent a Milanese of high rank to Cardinal dc^ Medici, giving 
him news of the great crime I had committed, and calling on his 
most reverend lordship to chastise me. The Cardinal retorted on the 
spot: “His crime would indeed have been great if he had not com- 
mitted this lesser one; thank Messer Traiano from me for giving me 
this information of a fact of which I had not heard before.” Then 
he turned and in presence of the nobleman said to the Bishop of 
Frulli, his gentleman and intimate acquaintance: "Search diligently 
after my friend Benvenuto; 1 want to help and defend him; and 
whoso acts against him acts against myself.” The Milanese noble- 
man went back, much disconcerted, while the Bishop of Frulli came 
to visit me at Cardinal Cornaro's palace. Presenting himself to the 
Cardinal, he related how Cardinal de' Medici had sent for Ben- 
venuto, and wanted to be his protector. Now Cardinal Cornaro, 
who had the touchy temper of a bear, flew into a rage, and told the 
Bishop he was quite as well able to defend me as Cardinal de' 
Medici. The Bishop, in reply, entreated to be allowed to speak with 
me on some matters of his patron which had nothing to do with the 
affair. Cornaro bade him for that day make as though he had already 
talked with me. 

Cardinal de* Medici was very angry. However, I went the follow- 

10. men from all the states of Italy except Pompeo’s own. 



Autobiography • 911 

ing night, without Cornaro^s knowledge, and under good escort, 
to pay him my respects. Then I begged him to grant me the favour 
of leaving me where I was, and told him of the great courtesy which 
Cornaro had shown me; adding that if his most reverend lordship 
suffered me to stay, I should gain one friend the more in my hour 
of need; otherwise his lordship might dispose of me exactly as he 
thought best. He told me to do as I liked; so I returned to Cornaro's 
palace, and a few days afterwards the Cardinal Farnese was elected 
Pope. 

After he had put affairs of greater consequence in order, the new 
Pope sent for me, saying that he did not wish any one else to strike 
his coins. To these words of his Holiness a gentleman very privately 
acquainted with him, named Messer Latino Juvinale, made answer 
that I was in hiding for a murder committed on the person of one 
Pompeo of Milan, and set forth what could be argued for my justi- 
fication in the most favourable terms. Tlie Pope replied: 'T knew 
nothing of Pompeo's death, but plenty of Benvenuto's provocation; 
so let a safe-conduct be at once made out for him, in order that he 
may be placed in perfect security." A great friend of Pompeo's, 
who was also intimate with the Pope, happened to be there; he was 
a Milanese, called Messer Ambrogio. This man said: 'Tn the first 
days of your papacy it were not well to grant pardons of this kind." 
The Pope turned to him and answered: ‘Tou know less about such 
matters than I do. Know then that men like Benvenuto, unique in 
their profession, stand above the law; and how far more he, then, 
who received the provocation I have heard of?" When my safe- 
conduct had been drawn out, I began at once to serve him, and was 
treated with the utmost favour. 

[‘T . . . Grew Somewhat Glorious'*]'* 

It happened on one feast-day that I went to the palace after 
dinner, and when I reached the clockroom, I saw the door of the 
wardrobe standing open. As I drew nigh it, the Duke^^ called me, 
and after a friendly greeting said: *‘You are welcome! Look at that 
box which has been sent me by my lord Stefano of Palestrina. Open 
it, and let us see what it contains." When I had opened the box, 
I cried to the Duke: ''My lord, this is a statue in Greek marble, 
and it is a miracle of beauty. I must say that I have never seen a 
boy's figure so excellently wrought and in so fine a style among all 
the antiques I have inspected. If your Excellency permits, I should 
like to restore it — head and arms and feet. I will add an eagle, in 
order that we may christen the lad Ganymede. It is certainly not 
my business to patch up statues, that being the trade of botchers, 

* From Book II, Chapters 69-78. duke of Tuscany. Benvenuto now works 

11. Cosimo de’ Medici, the grand for him in Florence. 
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who do it in all conscience villainously ill; yet the art displayed by 
this great master of antiquity cries out to me to help him/' The 
Duke was highly delighted to find the statue $o beautiful^ and put 
me a multitude of questions, saying: 'Tell me, Benvenuto, mi- 
nutely, in what consists the skill of this old master, which so excites 
your admiration/' I then attempted, as well as I was able, to ex- 
plain the beauty of workmanship, the consummate science, and 
the rare manner displayed by the fragment. I spoke long upon these 
topics, and with the greater pleasure because I saw that his Excel- 
lency was deeply interested. 

While I was tlius pleasantly engaged in entertaining the Duke, a 
page happened to leave the wardrobe, and at the same moment 
Bandinello^2 entered. When the Duke saw him, his countenance 
contracted, and he asked him drily: "What are you about here?" 
Bandinello, without answering, cast a glance upon the box, where 
the statue lay uncovered. Then breaking into one of his malignant 
laughs and wagging his head, he turned to the Duke and said: "My 
lord, this exactly illustrates the truth of what I have so often told 
your Excellency. You must know that the ancients were wholly 
ignorant of anatomy, and therefore their works abound in mistakes." 
I kept silence, and paid no heed to what he was saying; nay, in- 
deed, I had turned my back on him. But when the brute had 
brought his disagreeable babble to an end, the Duke exclaimed: "O 
Benvenuto, this is the exact opposite of what you were just now 
demonstrating with so many excellent arguments. Come and speak 
a word in defence of the statue." In reply to this appeal, so kindly 
made me by the Duke, I spoke as follows: "My lord, your most 
illustrious Excellency must please to know that Baccio Bandinello 
is made up of everything bad, and thus has he ever been; there- 
fore, whatever he looks at, be the thing superlatively excellent, be- 
comes in his ungracious eyes as bad as can be. I, who incline to the 
good only, discern the truth with purer senses. Consequently, 
what I told your Excellency about this lovely statue is mere simple 
truth; whereas what Bandinello said is but a portion of the evil 
out of which he is composed." The Duke listened with much 
amusement; but Bandinello writhed and made the most ugly faces 
— ^his face itself being by nature hideous beyond measure — which 
could be imagined by the mind of man. 

The Duke at this point moved away, and proceeded through 
some ground-floor rooms, while Bandinello followed. The chamber- 
lains twitched me by the mantle, and sent me after; so we all at- 
tended the Duke until he reached a certain chamber, where he 
seated himself, with Bandinello and me standing at his right hand 
and his left. I kept silence, and the gentlemen of his Excellency's 

12. a mediocre artist, Cellini’s rival. 
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suite looked hard at Bandinello, tittering among themselves about 
the speech I had made in the room above. So then Bandinello be- 
gan again to chatter, and cried out: “Prince, when I uncovered my 
Hercules and Cacus,^® I verily believe a hundred sonnets were 
written on me, full of the worst abuse which could be invented by 
the ignorant rabble.'' I rejoined: “Prince, when Michel Angelo 
Buonarroti displayed his Sacristy^* to view, with so many fine 
statues in it, the men of talent in our admirable school of Florence, 
always appreciative of truth and goodness, published more than 
a hundred sonnets, each vying with his neighbour to extol these 
masterpieces to the skies. So then, just as Bandinello's work de- 
served all the evil which, he tells us, was then said about it, Buonar- 
roti's deserved the enthusiastic praise which was bestowed upon it." 
These words of mine made Bandinello burst with fury; he turned 
on me, and cried: “And you, what have you got to say against my 
work?" “I will tell you if you have the patience to hear me out." 
“Go along then," he replied. The Duke and his attendants pre- 
pared themselves to listen. I began and opened my oration thus: 
“You must know that it pains me to point out the faults of your 
statue; I shall not, however, utter my own sentiments, but shall 
recapitulate what our most virtuous school of Florence says about 
it." The brutal fellow kept making disagreeable remarks and ges- 
ticulating with his hands and feet, unfiil he enraged me so that I 
began again, and spoke far more rudely than I should otherwise 
have done, if he had behaved with decency. “Well, then, this 
virtuous school says that if one were vto shave the hair of your 
Hercules, there would not be skull enough left to hold his brain; 
it says that it is impossible to distinguish whether his features are 
those of a man or of something between a lion and an ox; the face 
too is turned away from the action of the figure, and is so badly 
set upon the neck, with such poverty of art and so ill a grace, that 
nothing worse was ever seen; his sprawling shoulders are like the 
two pommels of an ass’s packsaddle; his breasts and all the muscles 
of the body arc not portrayed from a man, but from a big sack full 
of melons set upright against a wall. The loins seem to be modelled 
from a bag of lanky pumpkins; nobody can tell how his two legs 
are attached to that vile trunk; it is impossible to say on which leg 
he stands, or which he uses to exert his strength; nor does he seem 
to be resting upon both, as sculptors who know something of their 
art have occasionally set the figure. It is obvious that the body is 
leaning forward more than one-third of a cubit, which alone is the 
greatest and most insupportable fault committed by vulgar com- 
monplace pretenders. Concerning the arms, they say that these arc 

13. a marble group, still in the 14. the Sacristy of San Lorenzo, with 
Piazza della Signoria in Florence. the Medici tombs; commonly referred 

to as the Medici chapel. 
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both stretched out without one touch of grace or one real spark of 
artistic talents, just as if you had never seen a naked model. Again, 
the right leg of Hercules and that of Cacus have got one mass of 
flesh between them, so that if they were to be separated, not only 
one of them, but both together, would be left without a calf at the 
point where they are touching. They say, too, that Hercules has 
one of his feet underground, while the other seems to be resting 
on hot coals."' 

The fellow could not stand quiet to hear the damning errors of 
his Cacus in their turn enumerated. For one thing, I was telling the 
truth; for another, I was unmasking him to the Duke and all the 
people present, who showed by face and gesture first their surprise, 
and next their conviction that what I said was true. All at once he 
burst out: ‘'Ah, you slanderous tongue! why don't you speak about 
my design?" I retorted: “A good draughtsman can never produce 
bad works; therefore I am inclined to believe that your drawing is 
no better than your statues." When he saw the amused expression 
on the Duke's face and the cutting gestures of the bystanders, he 
let his insolence get the better of him, and turned to me with that 
most hideous face of his, screaming aloud: “Oh, hold your tongue, 
you ugly sodomite.” At these words the Duke frowned, and the 
Others pursed their lips up and looked with knitted brows toward 
him. The horrible affront half maddened me with fury; but in a 
moment I recovered presence of mind enough to turn it off with a 
jest: “You madman! you exceed the bounds of decency. Yet would 
to God that I understood so noble an art as you allude to; they say 
that Jove used it with Ganymede in paradise, and here upon this 
earth it is practised by some of the greatest emperors and kings. I, 
however, am but a poor humble creature, who neither have the 
power nor the intelligence to perplex my wits with anything so 
admirable." When I had finished this speech, the Duke and his 
attendants could control themselves no longer, but broke into such 
shouts of laughter that one never heard the like. You must know, 
gentle readers, that though I put on this appearance of pleasantry, 
my heart was bursting in my body to think that a fellow, the foulest 
villain who ever breathed, should have dared in the presence of so 
great a prince to cast an insult of that atrocious nature in my teeth; 
but you must also know that he insulted the Duke, and not me; 
for had I not stood in that august presence, I should have felled 
him dead to earth. When the dirty stupid scoundrel observed that 
those gentlemen kept on laughing, he tried to change the subject, 
and divert them from deriding him; so he began as follows: “This 
fellow Benvenuto goes about boasting that I have promised him a 
piece of marble." I took him up at once. “What! did you not send 
to tell me by your journeyman, Francesco, that if I wished to work 
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in marble you would give me a block? I accepted it, and mean to 
have it/' He retorted: “Be very well assured that you will never get 
it/' Still smarting as I was under the calumnious insults he had 
flung at me, I lost my self-control, forgot I was in the presence of 
the Duke, and called out in a storm of fury: “I swear to you that if 
you do not send the marble to my house, you had better look out 
for another world, for if you stay upon this earth I will most cer- 
tainly rip the wind out of your carcass/' Then suddenly awaking to 
the fact that I was standing in the presence of so great a duke, I 
turned submissively to his Excellency and said: “My lord, one fool 
makes a hundred; the follies of this man have blinded me for a 
moment to the glory of your most illustrious Excellency and to 
myself. I humbly crave your pardon." I'hen the Duke said to 
Bandinello: “Is it true that you promised him the marble?" He 
replied that it was true. Upon this the Duke addressed me: “Go 
to the Opera, and choose a piece according to your taste." I de- 
murred that the man had promised to send it home to me. The 
words that passed between us were awful, and I refused to take the 
stone in any other way. Next morning a piece of marble was 
brought to my house. On asking who had sent it, they told me it 
was Bandinello, and that this was the very block which he had 
promised. 

I had it brought at once into my st3udio, and began to chisel it. 
While I was rough-hewing the blocks I made a model. But my 
eagerness to work in marble was so strong, that I had not patience 
to finish the model as correctly as this art demands. I soon noticed 
that the stone rang false beneath my strokes, which made me often- 
times repent commencing on it. Yet I got what 1 could out of the 
piece — that is, the Apollo and Hyacinth, which may still be seen 
unfinished in my workshop. While I was thus engaged, the Duke 
came to my house, and often said to me: “Leave your bronze 
awhile, and let me watch you working on the marble." Then I took 
chisel and mallet, and went at it blithely. He asked about the model 
I had made for my statue; to which I answered: “Duke, this marble 
is all cracked, but I shall carve something from it in spite of that; 
therefore I have not been able to settle the model, but shall go on 
doing the best I can." 

His Excellency sent to Rome post-haste for a block of Greek 
marble, in order that I might restore his antique Ganymede, which 
was the cause of that dispute with Bandinello. When it arrived, I 
thought it a sin to cut it up for the head and arms and other bits 
wanting in the Ganymede; so I provided myself with another piece 
of stone, and reserved the Greek marble for a Narcissus which 1 
modelled on a small scale in wax. I found that the block had two 

IS. the workshop annexed to the cathedral of Santa Maria del Flore, 
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holes, penetrating to the depth of a quarter of a cubit, and two 
good inches wide. This led me to choose the attitude which may 
be noticed in niy statue, avoiding the holes and keeping my figure 
free from them. But rain had fallen scores of years upon the stone, 
filtering so deeply from the holes into its substance that the marble 
was decayed. Of this I had full proof at the time of a great inunda- 
tion of tlic Arno, when the river rose to the height of more than a 
cubit and a half in my workshop. Now the Narcissus stood upon a 
square of wood, and the water overturned it, causing the statue to 
break in two above the breasts. I had to join the pieces; and in 
order that the line of breakage might not be observed, I wreathed 
that garland of flowers round it which may still be seen upon the 
bosom. I went on working at the surface, employing some hours 
before sunrise, or now and then on feast-days, so as not to lose the 
time I needed for my Perseus.^® 

It so happened on one of those mornings, while I was getting 
some little chisels into trim to work on the Narcissus, that a very 
fine splinter of steel flew into my right eye, and embedded itself 
so deeply in the pupil that it could not be extracted. I thought for 
certain I must lose the sight of that eye. After some days I sent for 
Maestro Raffaello dc’ Pilli, the surgeon, who obtained a couple of 
live pigeons, and placing me upon my back across a table, took the 
birds and opened a large vein they have beneath the wing, so that 
the blood gushed out into my eye. I felt immediately relieved, and 
in the space of two days the splinter came away, and I remained 
with eyesight greatly improved. Against the feast of S. Lucia, 
which came round in three days, I made a golden eye out of a 
French crown, and had it presented at her shrine by one of my six 
nieces, daughters of my sister Liperata; the girl was ten years of 
age, and in her company I returned thanks to God and S. Lucia. 
For some while afterwards I did not work at the Narcissus, but 
pushed my Perseus forward under all the difficulties I have de- 
scribed. It was my purpose to finish it, and then to bid farewell to 
Florence. 

Having succeeded so well with the cast of the Medusa, I had 
great hope of bringing my Perseus through; for I had laid the wax 
on, and felt confident that it would come out in bronze as per- 
fectly as the Medusa. The waxen model produced so fine an effect, 
that when the Duke saw it and was struck with its beauty — whether 
somebody had persuaded him it could not be carried out with the 
same finish in metal, or whether he thought so for himself — ^he 
came to visit me more frequently than usual, and on one occasion 
said: ^'Benvenuto, this figure cannot succeed in bronze; the laws of 

16. the statue of Perseus holding Duke Cosimo as a symbol of victory, 
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art do not admit of it." These words of his Excellency atung me 
so sharply that I answered: “My lord, I know how very little con- 
fidence you have in me; and I believe the reason of this is that 
your most illustrious Excellency lends too ready an ear to my 
calumniators, or else indeed that you do not understand my art." 
He hardly let me close the sentence when he broke in: “I profess 
myself a connoisseur, and understand it very well indeed." I re- 
plied: “Yes, like a prince, not like an artist; for if your Excellency 
understood my trade as well as you imagine, you would trust me 
on the proofs I have already given. These are, first, the colossal 
bronze bust of your Excellency, which is now in Elba; secondly, the 
restoration of the Ganymede in marble, which offered so many 
difficulties and cost me so much trouble, that I would rather have 
made the whole statue new from the beginning; thirdly, the 
Medusa, cast by me in bronze, here now before your Excellency's 
eyes, the execution of which was a greater triumph of strength and 
skill than any of my predecessors in this fiendish art have yet 
achieved. Look you, my lord I I constructed that furnace anew on 
principles quite different from those of other founders; in addition 
to many technical improvements and ingenious devices, I supplied 
it with two issues for the metal, because this difficult and twisted 
figure could not otherwise have eome out perfect. It is only owing 
to my intelligent insight into means and appliances that the statue 
turned out as it did; a triumph judged impossible by all the prac- 
titioners of this art. I should like you furthermore to be aware, my 
lord, for certain, that tlie sole reason why I succeeded with all 
tliose great and arduous works in France; under his most admirable 
Majesty King Francis, was the high edurage which that good 
monarch put into my heart by the libciaL.allowanccs he made me, 
and the multitude of work-people he lirft at my disposal. I could 
have as many as I asked for, and employed at times above forty, 
all chosen by myself. These were the causes of my having there 
produced so many masterpieces in so short a space of time. Now 
then, my lord, put trust in me; supply me with the aid I need. I am 
confident of being able to complete a work which will delight your 
soul. But if your Excellency goes on disheartening me, and does 
not advance me the assistance which is absolutely required, neither 
I nor any man alive upon this earth can hope to achieve the 
slightest thing of value." 

It was as much as the Duke could do to stand by and listen to 
my pleadings. He kept turning first this way and then that; while 
I, in despair, poor wretched I, was calling up remembrance of the 
noble state I held in France, to the great sonow of my soul. All at 
once he cried: “Come, tell me, Benvenuto, how is it possible that 
yonder splendid head of Medusa, so high up there in the grasp of 
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Perseus, should ever come out perfect?"' I replied upon the instant: 
“Look you now, my lord! If your Excellency possessed that knowl- 
edge of the craft which you affirm you have, you would not fear 
one moment for the splendid head you speak of. There is good 
reason, on the other hand, to feel uneasy about this right foot, so 
far below and at a distance from the rest." When he heard these 
words, the Duke turned, half in anger, to some gentlemen in wait* 
ing, and exclaimed: “I verily believe that this Benvenuto prides 
himself on contradicting everything one says." Then he faced 
round to me with a touch of mockery, upon which his attendants 
did the like, and began to speak as follows: “I will listen patiently 
to any argument you can possibly produce in explanation of your 
statement, which may convince me of its probability." I said in 
answer: “I will adduce so sound an argument that your Excellency 
shall perceive the full force of it." So I began: “You must know, 
my lord, that the nature of fire is to ascend, and therefore I 
promise you that Medusa’s head will come out famously; but since 
it is not in the nature of fire to descend, and I must force it down- 
wards six cubits^* by artificial means, I assure your Excellency upon 
this most convincing ground of proof that the foot cannot possibly 
come out. It will, however, be quite easy for me to restore it" 
"Why, then," said the Duke, ‘*did you not devise it so that the 
foot should come out as well as you affirm the head will?" I 
answered: "I must have made a much larger furnace, with a 
conduit as thick as my leg; and so I might have forced the molten 
metal by its own weight to descend so far. Now, my pipe, which 
runs six cubits to the statue’s foot, as I have said, is not thicker than 
two fingers. However, it was not worth the trouble and expense to 
make a larger; for I shall easily be able to mend what is lacking. 
But when my mould is more than half full, as I expect, from this 
middle point upwards, the fire ascending by its natural property, 
then the heads of Perseus and Medusa will come out admirably; 
you may be quite sure of it" After I had thus expounded these 
convincing arguments, together with many more of the same kind, 
which it would be tedious to set down here, the Duke shook his 
head and departed without further ceremony. 

Abandoned thus to my own resources, I took new courage, and 
banished the sad thoughts which kept recurring to my mind, mak- 
ing me often weep bitter tears of repentance for having left France; 
for though I did so only to revisit Florence, my sweet birthplace, 
in order that I might charitably succour my six nieces, this good 
action, as I well perceived, had been the beginning of my great 
misfortune. Nevertheless, I felt convinced that when my Perseus 

IS. A cubit is a measure of length equaling a foot and a halL 



Autobiography • 919 

was accomplished, all these trials would be turned to high felicity 
and glorious well-being. 

Accordingly I strengthened my heart, and with all the forces of 
my body and my purse, employing what little money still remained 
to me, I set to work. First I provided myself with several loads of 
pinewood from the forests of Serristori, in the neighbourhood of 
Montelupo. While these were on their way, I clothed my Perseus 
with the clay which I had prepared many months beforehand, in 
order that it might be duly seasoned. After making its clay tunic 
(for that is the term used in this art) and properly arming it and 
fencing it with iron girders, I began to draw the wax out by means 
of a slow fire. This melted and issued through numerous air-vents 
I had made; for the more there are of these, the better will the 
mould fill. When I had finished drawing off the wax, I constructed 
a funnel-shaped furnace all round the model of my Perseus. It was 
built of bricks, so interlaced, the one above the other, that numerous 
apertures were left for the fire to exhale at. Then I began to lay on 
wood by degrees, and kept it burning two whole days and nights. 
At length, when all the wax was gone, and the mould was well 
baked, I set to work at digging the pit in which to sink it. This I 
performed with scrupulous regard to all the rules of art. When I 
had finished that part of my work, I raised the mould by windlasses 
and stout ropes to a perpendicular position, and suspending it with 
the greatest care one cubit above the levd of the furnace, so that 
it hung exactly above the middle of the pit, I next lowered it 
gently down into the very bottom of the furnace, and had it firmly 
placed with every possible precaution for its safety. When this 
delicate operation was accomplished, I began to bank it up with the 
earth I had excavated; and, ever as the earth grew higher, I 
troduced its proper air-vents, which were little tubes of earthenware, 
such as folk use for drains and such-like purposes. At length, I felt 
sure that it was admirably fixed, and that the filling-in of the pit 
and the placing of the air-vents had been properly performed. I 
also could see that my work-people understood my method, which 
differed very considerably from that of all the other masters in the 
trade. Feeling confident, then, that I could rely upon them, I next 
turned to my furnace, which I had filled with numerous pigs of 
copper and other bronze stuff. The pieces were piled according to 
the laws of art, that is to say, so resting one upon the other that the 
flames could play freely through them, in order that the metal 
might heat and liquefy the sooner. At last I called out heartily to 
set the furnace going. The logs of pine were heaped in, and, what 
with the unctuous resin of the wood and the good draught I had 
given, my furnace worked so well that I was obliged to rush from 
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tide to side to keep it going. The labour was more than I could 
Stand; yet I forced myself to strain every nerve and muscle. To in« 
crease my anxieties, the workshop took fire, and we were afraid lest 
the roof should fall upon our heads; while, from the garden, such 
a storm of wind and rain kept blowing in, that it perceptibly cooled 
the furnace. 

Battling thus with all these untoward circumstances for several 
hours, and exerting myself beyond even the measure of my power- 
ful constitution, I could at last bear up no longer, and a sudden 
fever, of the utmost possible intensity, attacked me. I felt absolutely 
obliged to go and fling myself upon my bed. Sorely against my will 
having to drag myself away from the spot, I turned to my assistants, 
about ten or more in all, what with master-founders, hand-workers, 
country-fellows, and my own special journeymen, among whom was 
Bernardino Mannellini of Mugello, my apprentice through several 
years. To him in particular I spoke: 'Took, my dear Bernardino, 
that you observe the rules which I have taught you; do your best 
with all despatch, for the metal will soon be fused. You cannot go 
wrong; these honest men will get the channels ready; you will 
easily be able to drive back the two plugs with this pair of iron 
crooks; and I am sure that my mould will fill miraculously.^® I feel 
more ill than I ever did in all my life, and verily believe that it will 
kill me before a few hours are over.'' Thus, with despair at heart, I 
left them, and betook myself to bed. 

No sooner had I got to bed, than I ordered my servingmaids to 
carry food and wine for all the men into the workshop; at the same 
time I cried: ‘'I shall not be alive to-morrow." They tried to en- 
courage me, arguing that my illness would pass over, since it came 
from excessive fatigue. In this way I spent two hours battling with 
the fever, which steadily increased, and calling out continually, "I 
feel that I am dying." My housekeeper, who was named Mona 
Fiore da Castel del Rio, a very notable manager and no less warm- 
hearted, kept chiding me for my discouragement; but, on the other 
hand, she paid me every kind attention which was possible. How- 
ever, the sight of my physical pain and moral dejection so affected 
her, that, in spite of that brave heart of hers, she could not refrain 
from shedding tears; and yet, so far as she was able, she took good 

19. The translator, John Addington back, so as to let the molten metal 

Symonds, explains in his gloss: “The flow through the channels into the 

canali or channels were sluices for mould. When the metal reached the 

carrying the molten metal from the mould, it entered in a red-hot stream 

furnace into the mould. The mandriani, between the tonaca, or outside mould, 

which 1 have translated by iron crooks, and the anima, or inner block. Ailing 

were poles fitted at the end with curved up exactly the space which had pre- 

irons, by which the openings of the viously been occupied by the wax ex- 

furnace, plugs, or in Italian spine, tracted by a method of slow burning 

could be partially or wholly driven alluded to above.” 
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care 1 should not see them. Whfle I was thus terribly afflicted, I be- 
held the figure of a man enter my chamber, twisted in his body 
into the form of a capital S. He raised a lamentable, doleful voice, 
like one who announces their last hour to men condemned to die 
upon the scaffold, and spoke these words: *'0 Benvenuto! your 
statue is spoiled, and there is no hope whatever of saving it/' No 
sooner had I heard the shriek of that wretch than I gave a howl 
which might have been heard from the sphere of flame. Jumping 
from my bed, I seized my clothes and began to dress. I’he maids, 
and my lad, and every one who came around to help me, got kicks 
or blows of the fist, while I kept crying out in lamentation “Ah! 
traitors! enviers! This is an act of treason, done by malice prepense! 
But I swear by God that I will sift it to the bottom, and before I 
die will leave such witness to the world of what I can do as shall 
make a score of mortals marvel." 

When I had got my clothes on, I strode with soul bent on mis- 
chief toward the workshop; there I beheld the men, whom I had 
left crewhile in such high spirits, standing stupefied and downcast. 
I began at once and spoke: “Up with you! Attend to me! Since you 
have not been able or willing to obey the directions 1 gave you, 
obey me now that I am with you to conduct my work in person. 
Let no one contradict me, for in cases like this wc need the aid of 
hand and hearing, not of advice." When I had uttered these words, 
a certain Maestro Alessandro Lastricati broke silence and said: 
“Look you, Benvenuto, you are going -to attempt an enterprise 
which the laws of art do not sanction, and which cannot succeed." 
I turned upon him with such fury and ^ full of mischief, that he 
and all the rest of them exclaimed with One voice: “On then! Give 
orders! We will obey your least commands, so long as life is left in 
us." I believe they spoke thus feelingly because they thought I must 
fall shortly dead upon the ground. I went immediately to inspect 
the furnace, and found that the metal was all curdled; an accident 
which wc express by “being caked." I told two of the hands to cross 
the road, and fetch from the house of the butcher Capretta, a load 
of young oak-wood, which had lain dry for above a year; this wood 
had been previously offered me by Madame Ginevra, wife of the 
said Capretta. So soon as the first armfuls arrived, I began to fill 
the grate beneath the furnace. Now oak-wood of that kind heats 
more powerfully than any other sort of tree; and for this reason, 
where a slow fire is wanted, as in the case of gun-foundry, alder or 
pine is preferred. Accordingly, when the logs took fire, oh! how the 
cake began to stir beneath that awful heat, to glow and sparkle in a 
blaze! At the same time I kept stirring up the channels, and sent 
men upon the roof to stop the conflagration, which had gathered 
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force from the increased combustion in the furnace; also I caused 
boards, carpets, and other hangings to be set up against the garden, 
in order to protect us from the violence of the rain. 

When I had thus provided against these several disasters, I 
roared out first to one man and then to another: ‘'Bring this thing 
here! Take that thing there!'' At this crisis, when the whole gang 
saw the cake was on the point of melting, they did my bidding, 
each fellow working with the strength of three. I tlien ordered half 
a pig of pewter to be brought, which weighed about sixty pounds, 
and flung it into the middle of the cake inside the furnace. By this 
means, and by piling on wood and stirring now with pokers and 
now with iron rods, the curdled mass rapidly began to liquefy. 
Then, knowing I had brought the dead to life again, against the 
firm opinion of those ignoramuses, I felt such vigour fill my veins, 
that all those pains of fever, all those fears of death, were quite 
forgotten. 

All of a sudden an explosion took place, attended by a tremen- 
dous flash of flame, as though a thunderbolt had formed and been 
discharged amongst us. Unwonted and appalling terror astonied 
every one, and me more even than the rest. When the din was over 
and the dazzling light extinguished, we began to look each other in 
the face. Then I discovered that the cap of the furnace had blown 
up, and the bronze was bubbling over from its source beneath. So 
I had the mouths of my mould immediately opened, and at the 
same time drove in the two plugs which kept back the molten 
metal. But I noticed that it did not flow as rapidly as usual, the 
reason being probably that the fierce heat of the fire we kindled had 
consumed its base alloy. Accordingly I sent for all my pewter platters, 
porringers, and dishes, to the number of some two hundred pieces, 
and had a portion of them cast, one by one, into the channels, the 
rest into the furnace. This expedient succeeded, and every one 
could now perceive that my bronze was in most perfect liquefac- 
tion, and my mould was filling; whereupon they all with heartiness 
and happy cheer assisted and obeyed my bidding, while I, now here, 
now there, gave orders, helped with my own hands, and cried aloud: 
“O God! Thou that by Thy immeasurable power didst rise from 
the dead, and in Thy glory didst ascend to heaven!" . , . even 
thus in a moment my mould was filled; and seeing my work fin- 
ished, I fell upon my knees, and with all my heart gave thanks to 
God. 

After all was over, I turned to a plate of salad on a bench there, 
and ate with hearty appetite, and drank together with the whole 
crew. Afterwards I retired to bed, healthy and happy, for it was now 
two hours before morning, and slept as sweetly as though I had 
never felt a touch of illness. My good housekeeper, without my giv- 
ing any orders, had prepared a fat capon for my repast. So that. 
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when I rose, about the hour for breaking fast, she presented her- 
self with a smiling countenance, and said: “Ohl is that the man 
who felt that he was dying? Upon my word, I think the blows and 
kicks you dealt us last night, when you were so enraged, and had 
that demon in your body as it seemed, must have frightened away 
your mortal fever! The fever feared that it might catch it too, as 
we did!^' All my poor household, relieved in like measure from 
anxiety and overwhelming labour, went at once to buy earthen 
vessels in order to replace the pewter I had cast away. Then we 
dined together joyfully; nay, I cannot remember a day in my whole 
life when I dined with greater gladness or a better appetite. 

After our meal I received visits from the several men who had 
assisted me. They exchanged congratulations, and thanked God for 
our success, saying they had learned and seen things done which 
other masters judged impossible. I too grew somewhat glorious; 
and deeming I had shown myself a man of talent, indulged a 
boastful humour. So I thrust my hand into my purse, and paid 
them all to their full satisfaction. 

That evil fellow, my mortal foe, Messer Pier Francesco Ricci, 
inajordomo of the Duke, took great pains to find out how the affair 
had gone. In answer to his questions, the two men whom I sus- 
pected of having caked my metal for me, said I was no man, but of 
a certainty some powerful devil, since I had accomplished what no 
craft of the art could do; indeed they did not believe a mere ordi- 
nary fiend could work such miracles as I in other ways had shown. 
They exaggerated the whole affair so much, possibly in order to 
excuse their own part in it, that the mafordomo wrote an account 
to the Duke, who was then in Pisa, far more marvellous and full of 
thrilling incidents than what they had narrated. 

After I had let my statue cool for two whole days, I began to un- 
cover it by slow degrees. I’hc first thing I found was that the head 
of Medusa had come out most admirably, thanks to the air-vents; 
for, as I had told the Duke, it is the nature of fire to ascend. Upon 
advancing farther, I discovered that the other head, that, namely, 
of Perseus, had succeeded no less admirably; and this astonished me 
far more, because it is at a considerably lower level than that of the 
Medusa. Now the mouths of the mould were placed above the 
head of Perseus and behind his shoulders; and I found that all the 
bronze my furnace contained had been exhausted in the head of 
this figure. It was a miracle to observe that not one fragment re- 
mained in the orifice of the channel, and that nothing was wanting 
to the statue. In my great astonishment I seemed to see in this the 
hand of God arranging and controlling all. 

I went on uncovering the statue with success, and ascertained 
that everything had come out in perfect order, until I reached the 
foot of the right leg on which the statue rests. There the heel itself 
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was formed, and going farther, I found the foot apparently com- 
plete. This gave me great joy on the one side, but was half un- 
welcome to me on the other, merely because I had told the Duke 
that it could not come out. However, when I reached the end, it 
appeared that the toes and a little piece above them were unfin- 
ished, so that about half the foot was wanting. Although I knew 
that this would add a trifle to my labour, I was very well pleased, 
because I could now prove to the Duke how well I understood my 
business. It is true that far more of the foot than I expected had 
been perfectly formed; the reason of this was that, from causes I 
have recently described, the bronze was hotter than our rules of art 
prescribe; also that I had been obliged to supplement the alloy 
with my pewter cups and platters, which no one else, I think, had 
ever done before. 

Having now ascertained how successfully my work had been ac- 
complished, I lost no time in hurrying to Pisa, where I found the 
Duke. He gave me a most gracious reception, as did also the 
Duchess; and although the majordomo had informed them of the 
w’hole proceedings, their Excellencies deemed my performance far 
more stupendous and astonishing when they heard the tale from 
my own mouth. . . . 
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the good order that prc\'ailed in the army that the Romans had 
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Galba." Tliereby we may see how we should be on our guard against 


Books 1 and II were published in 
1580; Book 11, together with Books 1 
and II revised and amplified, in 1588; 
a posthumous edition, with further ad- 
ditions, in 1595. Our text is from The 
Essays of Montaigne, translated by 
E. J. Trechmann, published by the Ox- 
ford University Press. 

Book I, Chapter 31. 


1. king of Epirus, in Greece, fought 
the Romans in Italy in 280 b.c. 

2. Both Titus Quinctius Flaminius 
(mentioned earlier in this sentence) 
and Publius Sulpicius Galba were 
Roman statesmen and generals who 
fought Philip V of Macedon in the 
early years of the second century b.c 



Of Cannibals • 925 

clinging to vulgar opinions, and how we should judge things by the 
light of reason, and not from common rumour. 

I had living with me for a long time a man who had lived for 
ten or twelve years in that other world which was discovered in 
our century, in that place where Villegaignon landed, which he 
called Antarctic France,^ I’his discovery of an unbounded country 
seems to me worthy of consideration. I do not know that I could 
pledge myself that some other discovery may not be made in the 
future, so many persons greater than we having been mistaken 
about this one. I fear our eyes are greater than our bellies, and that 
we have more curiosity than capacity. Wc embrace all, but we 
clasp only wind. 

Plato^ introduces Solon, telling how he had learned of the priests 
of the city of Sais in Egypt that, in days of old and before the 
Deluge, there was a large island named Atlantis, directly at the 
mouth of the Strait of Gibraltar, which contained more countries 
than all Asia and Africa together; and that the kings of that region, 
who not only possessed that island, but had extended their domin- 
ion so far into the mainland, that of the breadth of Africa they 
held as far as Egypt, and of the length of Europe as far as Tuscany, 
attempted to stride even into Asia, and to subjugate all the nations 
that border on the Mediterranean Sea as far as the gulf of the 
Greater Sca,^ and to that end traversed the Spains, Gaul, Italy, as 
far as Greece, where the Athenians stood up against them; but that 
some time after both the Athenians and they and their island were 
swallowed up by the Flood. 

It is most likely that that extreme watery devastation has caused 
some wonderful alterations in the habitations of the earth, as it is 
thought that the sea cut off Sicily from ltaly. 

These lands, 'tis said, one continent of yore 
(Such change can ages work) an earthquake tore 
Asunder; in with havoc rushed the main, 

And far Sicilia from Hesperia bore, 

And now, where leapt the parted lands in twain. 

The narrow tide pours through, 'twixt severed town and plain; 

(Virgil.)® 

Cyprus from Syria, the island of Negropont from the mainland of 
Bocotia; and elsewhere joined lands which were divided, by filling 
up the channels between them with sand and mud: 

3. in Brazil. Villegaignon landed 5. the Black Sea. 

there In 1557. 6. Aeneidf Book III, 11. 414 ff, 

4. in his Timaeus, 
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Swamps^ sterile long, all plashy, rank and drear, 

Groan 'neath the plough, and feed whole cities near. 

(Horace.)^ 

But it does not appear very likely that that great island was the 
new world that we have lately discovered, for it almost touched 
Spain, and it would have been an incredible result of an inunda- 
tion to have removed it as far back as it is, more than twelve hun- 
dred leagues; besides that our modern navigators have already al- 
most discovered it to be no island, but a firm land holding together 
with the East Indies on the one hand, and on the other with the 
lands which lie under the two poles; or, if it is separated from them, 
it is by so narrow a strait and interval, that it does not on that 
account deserve to be called an island. 

It would seem that there are movements, some natural, others 
diseased, in those great bodies as well as in our own. When I con- 
sider the inroads that my river, the Dordogne, is making even in my 
time, upon the right bank in its descent, and that in twenty years 
it has gained so much ground, and robbed many buildings of their 
foundations, I plainly see that an extraordinary disturbance is going 
on; for if it had always been going on at this rate, or were to do so 
in the future, the face of the world would be entirely altered. But 
rivers arc subject to changes: now they overflow in one direction, 
now in another, now they keep within their beds. I do not speak of 
the sudden inundations whose causes are manifest. In Medoc, 
along the sea-shore, my brother the Sicur d'Arsac sees an estate of 
his buried beneath the sands that the sea vomits before it; the 
tops of several buildings are still visible; his rents and domains have 
been converted into very poor pasturage. The inhabitants say that 
the sea has been for some time pushing so strongly towards them, 
that they have lost four leagues of land. These sands are its har- 
bingers, and we sec great dunes of moving sand, that march half a 
league before it, and are gaining ground. 

The other testimony from antiquity, from which some infer this 
discovery, is in Aristotle, if at least that little book Of Unheard-of 
Marvels be his. He there relates how certain Carthaginians, having 
ventured across the Atlantic Sea, outside the Strait of Gibraltar, and 
navigated a long time, had at last discovered a large fertile island, 
all clothed in woods, and watered by broad and deep rivers, far re- 
mote from any mainland; and that they, and others after them, at- 
tracted by the goodness and fertility of the soil, had gone thither 
with their wives and children and begun to settle there. The lords 
of Carthage, seeing that their country was gradually becoming de- 
populated, expressly forbade any more to go there, on pain of 

7. Art of Poetry, 11. 65 f. 
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death, and drove out those new settlers, fearing, it is said, lest in 
course of time they might multiply to such an extent as to sup- 
plant themselves and ruin their state. This narration of Aristotle no 
more agrees with our new-found lands than the other. 

This man® I had was a simple and ignorant fellow; hence the 
more fit to give true evidence; for your sophisticated men are more 
curious observers, and take in more things, but they glose them; 
to lend weight to their interpretations and induce your belief, they 
cannot help altering their story a little. They never describe things 
as they really are, but bend them and mask them according to the 
point of view from which they sec things, and, to make their 
judgements the more credible and attractive, they arc not loath to 
add a little to their matter, and to spin out and amplify their talc. 
Now we need either a very truthful man, or one so simple that he 
has not the art of building up and giving an air of probability to 
fictions, and is wedded to no theory. Such was my man; and he has 
besides at different times brought several sailors and traders to see 
me, whom he had known on that voyage. So I shall content myself 
with his information, without troubling myself about what the 
cosmographers may say about it. 

We need topographers who would give us an exact account of 
the places which they have visited. But because they have this ad- 
vantage over us that they have seen Palestine, they claim to enjoy 
the privilege of telling us new things of all the rest of the world. I 
would have every man write about whtt he knows, and no more 
than he knows, not only in this but on all other subjects. For a 
man may have some particular knowledge or experience of the 
nature of a river or a fountain, who otherwise knows no more than 
what everybody knows. Yet he will undertake, in order to circulate 
this little scrap of knowledge, to write a book on the whole science 
of physics. From this fault spring many great abuses. 

Now, to return to my subject, from what I have heard of that 
nation, I can see nothing barbarous or uncivilized about it, except 
that we all call barbarism that which does not fit in with our 
usages. And indeed we have no other level of truth and reason but 
the example and model of the opinions and usages of the country 
we live in. There we always see the perfect religion, the perfect 
government, the perfect and accomplished manner of doing all 
things. Those people are wild in the sense in which we call wild 
the fruits that Nature has produced by herself and in her ordinary 
progress; whereas in truth it is those we have altered artificially and 
diverted from the common order, that we should rather call wild. 
In the first we still see, in full life and vigour, the genuine and most 

8. Montaigne goes back to the man referred to in the second paragraph of this 
essay. 
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natural and useful virtues and properties, which we have bastard- 
ized in the latter, and only adapted to please our corrupt taste. And 
yet in some of the uncultivated fruits of those countries there is a 
delicacy of flavour that is excellent even to our taste, and rivals 
even our own. It is not reasonable that art should gain the point of 
honour over our great and powerful mother Nature. We have so 
overburdened the beauty and richness of her works with our in- 
ventions, that we have quite smothered her. And yet, wherever she 
shines in her purity, she marvellously puts to shame our vain and 
trivial efforts. 

Uncared, unmarked the ivy blossoms best; 

Midst desert roeks the ilex clusters still; 

And sweet the wild bird's untaught melody. 

(Propertius.)® 

With all our efforts we arc unable even to copy the nest of the 
smallest of little birds, its contexture, its beauty and convenience; 
not so much as the web of the poor spider. 

All things, says Plato,^® are produced either by Nature, or by 
chance, or by art: the greatest and most beautiful by one or other 
of the two first; the least and most imperfeet by the latter. 

Those nations, then, appear to me so far barbarous in this sense, 
that their minds have been formed to a very slight degree, and that 
they are still very close to their original simplicity. They are still 
ruled by the laws of Nature, and very little corrupted by ours; but 
they arc still in such a state of purity, that I am sometimes vexed 
that they were not known earlier, at a time when there were men 
who could have appreciated them better than we do. 

I am sorry that Lycurgus^^ and Plato had no knowledge of them, 
for it seems to me that what we have learned by contact with those 
nations surpasses not only all the beautiful colours in which the 
poets have depicted the golden age, and all their ingenuity in in- 
venting a happy state of man, but also the conceptions and desires 
of Philosophy herself. They were incapable of imagining so pure 
and native a simplicity, as that which we see by experience; nor 
could they have believed that human society could have been main- 
tained with so little human artifice and solder. This is a nation,^^ j 
should say to Plato, which has no manner of traffic; no knowledge 
of letters; no science of numbers; no name of magistrate or states- 
man; no use for slaves; neither wealth nor poverty; no contracts; 
no successions; no partitions; no occupation but that of idleness; 

9. Elegies, Book I, Elegy ii, II. 10 ff. 12. The passage beginning here is 

10. See his Laws. always compared with Shakespeare, 

11. the half-legendary Spartan law- The Tempest, Act II, Scene 1, 11. 154 £f. 
giver (ninth century b.c.). 
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only a general respect of parents; no clothing; no agriculture; no 
metals; no use of wine or com. The very words denoting false- 
hood, treachery, dissimulation, avarice, envy, detraction, pardon, 
unheard of. How far removed from this perfection would he find 
the ideal republic he imagined! Men newly come from the hands 

of the gods (Seneca). 13 

These manners first by nature taught. (Virgil.) 

For the rest, they live in a region with a very agreeable and very 
temperate climate, so that, according to my witnesses, a sick man is 
rarely seen; and they assured me that they had never seen any man 
shaking with palsy, or with dripping eyes, toothless or bent with 
age. They arc settled along the sea-coast, and closed in on the land 
side by large and high mountains, the land between them and the 
sea extending for a hundred leagues or thereabouts. Tliey have great 
abundance of fish and flesh, which bear no resemblance to ours, 
and they eat them roasted without any other preparation, llie first 
man who brought a horse thither, although he had associated with 
them on several previous \'oyagcs, so horrified them in the riding 
posture, that they shot him dead with arrows before recognizing 
him. 

Their buildings are very long, capable of holding two or three 
hundred souls, covered with the bark of tall trees, the strips rest- 
ing by one end on the ground, and leaning to and supporting one 
another at the top, after the manner of? some of our barns, the 
coverings of which slope down to the giound and serve as side- 
walls. They have a wood so hard that thqr can cut with it, of which 
they make their swords, and gridirons W roast their meat. Their 
beds arc made of cotton tissue, suspended’ from the roof like those 
in our ships, each one having his own: for the women sleep apart 
from their husbands. 

Thev rise with the sun and cat immediately after rising, for the 
whole day: for they have no other meal. They drink nothing with 
that meal, like some other Eastern peoples of whom Suidas^” 
us, who drank apart from eating; but they drink several times a day, 
and to excess. Their drink is made of some root, and is of the colour 
of our claret wines, and they only drink it warm. This beverage will 
keep only two or three days; it has a slightly pungent taste, is any- 
thing but heady, good for the stomach, and laxative for such as are 
not used to it, but a very pleasant drink for those who are. For 
bread they use a certain white material resembling preserved 
coriander. I have tried some of it: it is sweet but rather tasteless. 


13. Epistles, Epistle xc. 

14. Georgies, Book II, 1. 20. 


15. a Byzantine lexicographer. 
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The whole day is spent in dancing. The younger men hunt 
animals with bows. Some of the women meanwhile spend their 
time warming their drink, which is their chief duty. One of their 
old men, in the morning before they begin to cat, preaches to the 
whole bamful of people in common, walking from one end to the 
other, repeating the same words several times, until he has finished 
the round (for the buildings arc quite a hundred paces in length). 
He recommends only two things, valour against the enemy and love 
to their wives. And they never fail to stress this obligation, which 
forms their refrain, ‘that it is they who keep their wine warm and 
seasoned’. 

In several places, among others in my house, may be seen the 
formation of their beds, of their ropes, their wooden swords and 
bracelets, with which they cover their wrists in battle, and large 
canes open at one end, by the sound of which they keep the time 
and rhythm of their dances. They are close shaven all over, and 
remove the hair much more neatly than we do although their 
razors are only made of wood or stone. They believe the soul to be 
immortal, and that those who have deserved well of the gods are 
lodged in that part of the heaven where the sun rises, and those 
who are damned in the west. 

They have some kind of priest and prophet, who very seldom 
appears among the people, having his dwelling in the mountains. 
On his arrival there is a great feast and a solemn assembly of sev- 
eral villages (each barn, as I have described it, forms a village, and 
they are about a French league^® distant one from the other). This 
prophet speaks to them in public, exhorting them to virtue and 
their duty; but their whole ethical science comprises only these 
two articles: an unfaltering courage in war and affection to their 
women. This man foretells things to come, and the issue they are 
to expect from their enterprises; urges them to war, or holds them 
back; but he docs so on the understanding that, where he fails to 
prophesy correctly, and if things turn out otherwise than he has 
predicted, he is cut into a thousand pieces if he is caught, and 
condemned for a false prophet. For that reason he who has once 
miscalculated is seen no more. 

Divination is a gift of God, wherefore to abuse it ought to be 
regarded as a punishable imposture. Among the Scythians, when 
the prophets failed to hit the mark, they were laid, shackled hand 
and foot, on a little cart filled with heather and drawn by oxen, on 
which they were burned. They who take in hand such matters as 
depend on the conduct of human capacity are to be excused if they 
do their best. But those others who come and delude us with as- 
surances of an extraordinary faculty that is beyond our ken, should 

16. about 2.49 miles. 
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they not be punished when they fail to carry out what they 
promise, and for the temerity of their imposture? 

They have their wars with the nations beyond their mountains, 
further back on the mainland, to which they go quite naked, with 
no other weapons but bows or wooden swords pointed at one end, 
after the fashion of the tongues of our boar-spears. It is marvellous 
with what obstinacy they 6ght their battles, which never end but 
in massacre and bloodshed: for of routs and terrors they know not 
even the meaning. Each man brings back as a trophy the head of 
the enemy he has slain, and fixes it over the entrance to his dwell- 
ing. After treating his prisoner well for a considerable time, and giv- 
ing him all that hospitality can devise, his captor convokes a great 
gathering of his acquaintance. He ties a cord to one of his prisoner's 
arms, holding him at some distance for fear of being hurt, and 
gives the other arm to be held in the same way by his best friend; 
and these two, in presence of the whole assembly, dispatch him 
with their swords. This done, they roast and eat him in common, 
and send bits of him to their absent friends. Not, as one might 
suppose, for nourishment, as the ancient Scythians used to do, but 
to signify an extreme revenge. 

And that it is so, may be seen from this: having perceived that 
the Portuguese, who had allied themselves with their adversaries, 
inflicted a different kind of death on their prisoners, which was to 
bury them up to the waist, shoot the upper part of the bodies full 
of arrows, and afterwards to hang them; &ey imagined that these 
people of another world (seeing that they had sown the knowledge 
of a great many vices among their neighbours, and were much 
greater masters than themselves in every kind of wickedness) had 
some reason for adopting this kind of vengeance, and that it must 
be more painful than their own; wherefore they began to give up 
their old method, and followed this one. 

I am not so much concerned that we should remark on the hor- 
rible barbarity of such acts, as that, whilst rightly judging their 
errors, we should be so blind to our own. I think there is more 
barbarity in eating a live than a dead man, in tearing on the rack 
and torturing the body of a man still full of feeling, in roasting 
him piecemeal and giving him to be bitten and mangled by dogs 
and swine (as we have not only read, but seen within fresh memory, 
not between old enemies, but between neighbours and fellow 
citizens, and, what is worse, under the cloak of piety and idi- 
gion),i7 than in roasting and eating him after he is dead. 

Chrysippus and Zeno, the leaders of the Stoic sect, thought in- 
deed that there was no harm in making use of our carrion for any 

17. The allusion is to the spectacles himself had witnessed in his time and 
of religious warfare which Montaigne country. 
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purpose in case of necessity, and of extracting nourishment from 
it. And our ancestors,** when besieged by Caesar in the city of 
Alexia, decided to relieve the famine during the siege by eating 
the bodies of the old men, women, and other persons incapable of 
fighting; 

Time was, the Gascons, as old tales relate. 

Thus fed, contended long with cruel fate. 

(Juvenal.)** 

And physicians are not afraid of using it in all sorts of ways as 
cures, either for inward or outward application. But no man's 
brain was ever so disordered that he would excuse treachery, dis- 
loyalty, cruelty, tyranny, which arc our ordinary vices. 

We may therefore well call those people barbarians in respect 
to the rules of reason, but not in respect to ourselves, who surpass 
them in every kind of barbarity. 

Their warfare is entirely noble and generous, and is as fair and 
excusable as can be expected in that human disease: their only 
motive being a zeal for valour. They do not strive to conquer new 
territory, for they still enjoy that luxuriance of nature which pro- 
vides them, without labour and pains, with all necessary things in 
such abundance, that they have no need to enlarge their borders. 
They arc still in that happy state of not desiring more than their 
natural needs demand: all that is over and above it is for them 
superfluity. 

They generally call each other, if of the same age, brothers; if 
younger, children; and the old men are fathers to all the others. 
These latter leave to their heirs in common the full and undivided 
possession of their property, without any but that pure title that 
Nature gives to her creatures, by bringing them into the world. If 
their neighbours cross the mountains to attack them, and gain the 
victory over them, the acquisition of the victor is the glory and ad- 
vantage of having proved himself the superior in valour and virtue, 
for otherwise they have no need for the spoils of the vanquished; 
and so they return to their own country, where they have no want 
of any necessaries, nor e^'en of that great portion, which is to 
know how to enjoy happily their condition, and be content with it. 
These do the same in their turn. ITicy ask of their prisoners no 
other ransom but a confession and acknowledgement of being 
vanquished. But you will not find one in a whole century who 
would not rather die than yield, either by word or look, one tittle 
of an invincible greatness of courage; not one who would not rather 
be killed and eaten than even pray to be spared. They are very 
liberal in their treatment of their prisoners, in order to make life the 

18. the Gauls. 19. SatireSs Satire xv. 11. 93 f. 
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more dear to them, and usually entertain them with threats of their 
impending death, the torments they will suffer, the preparations 
made to that end, the cutting up of their limbs, and the banquet 
that will be made at their expense. All this is done with the sole 
purpose of extorting from them a weak or spiritless word, or to 
^ve them a desire to escape, in order to gain the advantage of hav* 
ing terrified them and shaken their firmness. For indeed, if rightly 
taken, therein alone lies the real victory: 

The victor's wreath no triumphs more attest 
Than when the foe's subjection is contest. 

^ (Claudian.)2o 

The Hungarians, very bellicose fighters, did not formerly pursue 
their advantage further than making their enemy cry for mercy. 
For, after forcing from them that confession, they let them go 
without hurt or ransom, except, at the most, making them pledge 
their word not again to take up arms against them. 

We often enough gain an advantage over our enemy which is a 
borrowed advantage, and to which we have no real claim. To have 
more muscular arms and legs is the quality of a porter, not a sign 
of valour; skill is a dead and corporal quality: it is a stroke of 
fortune that causes our adversary to stumble or to be dazzled by the 
glare of the sun; it is a trick of art and science that makes an able 
fencer, who may easily be a coward and an insignificant fellow. 

A man's value and estimation consists in heart and will: there 
lies his true honour. Valour is strength, not of legs and arms, but of 
heart and soul; it lies not in the goodn(fss of our horse, or our 
weapons, but in our own. He who fallst fighting with obstinate 
courage, if his legs fail him, he fights on his knees ( Seneca ) He 
who, in spite of being in danger of inimihtnt death, abates nothing 
of his assurance, who, in yielding up hi$ soul, still fixes on his 
enemy a firm and scornful glance, is vanquished, not by us, but by 
Fortune: he is slain but not conquered. 

The most valiant arc sometimes the most unfortunate. Hence 
there are triumphant defeats that vie in glory with victories. 
Neither did those four sister victories, the most glorious that the 
sun has ever beheld with its eyes, of Salamis, Plataea, Mycale, and 
Sicily,22 ever dare to oppose their combined glories to the glory of 
the discomfiture of King Leonidas and his comrades at the pass of 
Thermopylae.^® 

What man ever hastened with a more glorious and ambitious 

20. Of the Sixth Consulate of the Carthaginians in or about 480 b.c- 

Ilonorius, 11. 248 f, 23. The Spartan king Leonidas’ de- 

21. 0/ Providence, Book II. fense of the pass at Thermopylae also 

22. Montaigne here refers to the fa- took place in 480 b.c„ during the war 

mous Greek victories against the Per- against the Persians. 

Stans and i&i Himera, Sicily) against 
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desire to the winning, than Captain Ischolas did to the losing, of 
a battle? What man ever used more care and ingenuity to secure 
his own safety than he did to ensure his destruction? He was 
charged to defend a certain pass in the Peloponnesus against the 
Arcadians. But knowing that he was wholly unable to do so, on 
account of the nature of the place and the inequality of the forces, 
and being sure that every man who confronted the enemy must 
needs remain on the spot; on the other hand, deeming it un- 
worthy both of his own virtue and magnanimity, and of the name 
of a Spartan, to fail in his charge, he adopted a middle course be- 
tween these two extremes, which was in this manner: the youngest 
and most active of his band he reserved for the service and defence 
of their country, and sent them home; and with those whose loss 
would be of less account he decided to hold the pass, and with 
their death make the enemy purchase their entry as dear as pos- 
sible. And so it fell out: for, being presently surrounded on every 
side by the Arcadians, after a great butchery of them he and his 
comrades were all put to the sword. Was ever a trophy raised to a 
victor that was not rather due to these vanquished men? The part 
that true victory plays is the struggle, not the coming off safe; and 
the honour of virtue consists in combating, not in beating. 

To return to our narrative. Far from giving in, in spite of all 
they suffer, these prisoners, on the contrary, during the two or three 
months that they are held in captivity, bear a cheerful countenance; 
they urge their captors to hasten to put them to the proof, defy 
them, insult them, reproach them with their cowardice and the 
number of battles lost against their own countrymen. 

I have a song composed by a prisoner, which contains this out- 
burst: 'Come boldly, every one of you, and assemble together to 
dine off me, for you shall at the same time eat your fathers and 
grandfathers, whose flesh has served to feed and nourish this body. 
These muscles, this flesh and these veins are yours, poor fools that 
you are! can you not see that they still contain the substance of 
your ancestors' limbs? Relish them well, you will find that they 
have the flavour of your own flesh.' A fiction that by no means 
savours of barbarity. On the pictures which represent these prisoners 
being executed or at the point of death, they are seen spitting in 
the face of their slayers or making mouths at them. Indeed they 
never cease to challenge and defy them by word and look until the 
breath is out of their body. Verily here we see men who are indeed 
savages if we compare them with ourselves: for either they must be 
so in good sooth, or we; there is a wonderful distance between their 
character and ours. 

The men there have several wives, and the higher their reputa- 
tion for valour the greater is the number of their wives. It is a re* 



Of Cannibals • 93S 

markably beautiful feature in their marriages, that the same jealousy 
that our wives have to keep us from the love and favors of other 
women, they have to an equal degree to procure it. Being more 
solicitous for their husbands^ honour than for anything else, they 
use their best endeavours to have as many companions as they can, 
seeing that that is a proof of their husbands* worth. 

Ours will cry "miracle*, but it is not so. It is after all a proper 
matrimonial virtue, but of the highest order. And in the Bible, 
Leah, Rachel, Sarah and Jacob's wives accommodated their hus- 
bands with their fair handmaids; and Livia gratified Augustus' ap- 
petites to her own detriment; and Stratonice, the wife of King 
Deiotarus,^* not only lent her husband the use of a very beautiful 
young chambermaid in her service, but carefully brought up her 
children, and gave them a shoulder in succeeding to their father's 
estates. 

And, that it may not be supposed that all this is done through a 
simple and slavish obligation to follow usage, and under the weight 
of authority of their ancient customs, without reasoning or judge- 
ment, and because their minds are too dull to imagine any other, 
1 must give a few proofs of their intellectual capacity. Besides the 
warlike song I have just cited I have another, of an amorous nature, 
which begins thus: "Adder, stay; stay, adder, that thy colours may 
serve as a pattern for my sister to work a rich girdle to give to my 
love: thus shall thy beauty and disposition of thy spots be preferred 
for all time to all other serpents.' This verse is the burden of 
the song. Now, I have enough knowledge: of poetry to judge this 
much: that not only is there nothing Imrbarous in this idea, but 
that it is altogether Anacreontic.^# Their language, by the way, is a 
soft language, with an agreeable tone, an)d their terminations re- 
semble the Greek. 

Three men of this nation, not knowing how dear, in tranquillity 
and happiness, it will one day cost them to know the corruptions 
of this side of the world, and that this intercourse will be the cause 
of their ruin, which indeed I imagine is already advanced (poor 
wretches, to be allured by the desire to see new things and to leave 
their own serene sky to come and see ours!), were at Rouen at a 
time when the late King Charles the Ninth was there. The King 
had a long talk with them. They were shown our ways, our pomp, 
the form of a fine city. After that somebody asked their opinion, 
desiring to know what they most wondered at. They mentioned 
three things, the third of which I am sorry to have forgotten, but I 
still remember two. They said that in the first place they thought 
it very strange that so many big men with beards, strong and armed, 

24. tetrarch of Galatia, in Asia 25. worthy of Anacreon (S72?-488? 
Minor. b.c.) major Greek writer of amatory 

Ivrics. 
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who were about the King (they were probably thinking of the Swiss 
who formed his guard) should submit to obey a child, and that they 
did not rather choose one of their own number to command them. 
Secondly (they have a way of speaking of men as if they were 
halves of one another), that they had observed that there were 
men amongst us, full and gorged with all kinds of good things, and 
that their halves were begging at their doors, emaciated with hun- 
ger and poverty; and they thought it strange how these necessitous 
halves could suffer such injustice, and that they did not seize the 
others by the throat, or set fire to their houses. 

I had a long talk with one of them; but I had an interpreter who 
followed my meaning so badly, and was at such a loss, in his stu- 
pidity, to take in my ideas, that I could get little satisfaction out of 
him. When I asked the native, ‘What he gained from his superior 
position among his people?' (for he was a captain, and our sailors 
called him a king), he said it was ‘to march foremost in war'. How 
many men did he lead? He pointed to a piece of ground, to signify 
as many as that space could hold: it might be four or five thousand 
men. Did all his authority lapse with the war? He said ‘that this 
remained, that, when he visited the villages that were dependent on 
him, they made paths through their thickets, by which he might 
pass at his ease.' All this does not sound too ill; but hold! they 
don't wear trousers. 

Of the Inconsistency of Our Actions* 

Tliey who make a practice of comparing human actions are never 
so perplexed as when they try to piece them together and place 
them in the same light, for they commonly contradict one an- 
other so strangely that it seems impossible they should have come 
out of the same shop. Marius the younger^® is now a son of Mars, 
now a son of Venus.^^ Some one said that Pope Boniface the 
Eighth entered upon his charge like a fox, behaved therein like a 
lion, and died like a dog. And who could believe that it was Nero, 
the very image of cruelty, who, when the sentence of a condemned 
criminal was brought to him to be signed in the usual way, ex- 
claimed, ‘Would to God that I had never learned to writel' So 
grieved was he in his heart to doom a man to death! 

The world is full of such examples, nay, any man may provide 
such an abundance of them out of his own experience, that 1 some- 
times wonder to see intelligent men at pains to sort the pieces, see- 
ing that irresolution is, in my view, the most common and con- 
spicuous defect of our nature: witness that famous line of Publilius 
the writer of low comedies, 

* Essays, Book II, Chaoter 1. Plutarch’s life of Marius. 

26. nephew of the older and better 27. Mars • . . Ve/tus: war and knra. 
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Poor is the plan that never can be changed. 

(Publilius Syrus.)®* 

It seems reasonable to judge a man by the most ordinary acts of 
his life, but in view of the natural instability of our habits and 
opinions, I have often thought that even good authors are wrong in 
obstinately attributing to us a steadfast and consistent character. 
They hit upon a general feature in a man and arrange and interpret 
all his actions in accordance with this fanciful conception; and if 
they are unable to twist them sufficiently, set them down to dis- 
simulation. Augustus has escaped them, for we see in this man, 
throughout the course of his life, so manifest, abrupt, and continual 
a variety of actions, that he has slipped through the fingers of even 
the most daring critics, and been left undecided. I find nothing 
more difficult to believe than man's consistency, and nothing more 
easy than his inconsistency. If we examine him in detail and judge 
of his actions separately, bit by bit, we shall most often find this 
true. 

Throughout ancient history it would be difficult to choose a dozen 
men who have steered their lives in one certain and constant course, 
which is the principal aim of wisdom. For> to comprise it all m one 
word, as an ancient writer^o says, and to embrace all the rules of 
life in one, is 'to wish and not to wish always the same thing. I will 
not vouchsafe to add, he says, provided the wish be right; for if it be 
not right, it is impossible it should be always the same'. I once 
learned indeed that vice is no more than want of rule and modera- 
tion, and that it is consequently impossible*^ to associate it with con- 
sistency. It is a saying attributed to Dentofethenes, 'that the begin- 
ning of all virtue is consultation and delib^ation; and the end and 
perfection, constancy'. If reason directed' our course we should 
choose the fairest; but no one has thoii^t of that: 

He scorns that which he sought, seeks What he scorned of late; 

He flows and ebbs, his whole life contradiction. (Horace.)®® 

Our ordinary practice is to follow the inclinations of our appetite, 
to right, to left, up hill, down dale, as wc are borne along by the 
wind of opportunity. We do not consider what we wish except at 
the momeiit of wishing it, and we change like that animal which 
takes its colour from what it is laid upon. What we have but now 
determined we presently alter, and soon again we retrace our steps: 
it is nothing but wavering and uncertainty; 

We are led as a puppet is moved by the strings, 

(Horace.)®' 

28. Apothegms (Sententiae) , 1. 362. 98 f. 

29. Seneca, in Epistles ^ Epistle xx. 31. Satires , Book 11, Satire vii, 1. 

30. Epistles, Book I, Epistle i, 11. 82. 
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We do not go, we are carried along, like things floating, now 
smoothly, now perturbedly, according as the water is angry or calm; 

We see them, knowing not 
What 'tis they want, and seeking ever and ever 
A change of place, as if to drop the burden. 

( Lucretius. 

Every day a new fancy; and our humours move with the changes of 
weather; 


So change the minds of men, like days 
That Father Jove sends down to earth, 

To alternate 'twixt wet and fine. (Homer.)®* 


We waver between different minds; we wish nothing freely, 
nothing absolutely, nothing constantly. Should any man prescribe 
and establish definite laws and a definite policy in his own head, 
he would present throughout his life a shining example of even 
habits, an order and an unfailing relation of one action to another. 

(Empedocles remarked in the inhabitants of Agrigen turn this 
discrepancy, that they abandoned themselves to their pleasures as 
if they were to die on the morrow, and that they built as if they 
were never to die.)®^ 

The reason will be easily found, as we see in the case of the 
younger Cato;®"’ he who touches one note of the keyboard touches 
all: there is a harmony of sounds, all in perfect tune with each 
other, which is not to be mistaken. With us, on the other hand, 
the rule is: so many actions, so many particular judgements to be 
passed. The surest, in my opinion, would be to refer them to the 
nearest circumstances, without seeking any farther, and without 
drawing from them any other inferences. 

It was told me, during the tumultuous times®® our poor State had 
to go through, that a young woman who lived quite near to where 
I then was, had thrown herself from a high window to avoid the 
forcible caresses of a poor knave of a soldier who was quartered in 
her house; the fall did not kill her, and, repeating the attempt on 
her life, she would have cut her throat with a knife, but was pre- 
vented; not however without inflicting a serious wound. She herself 
then confessed that the soldier had done no more than importune 
her with gifts, entreaties, and solicitations, but that she feared he 
would in the end proceed to violence. And all this, her words, her 


32. On the Nature of Things, Book 
III, 11. 10S7 ff. 
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mien, and the blood which testified to her virtue, in the true man- 
ner of a second Lucretia!^^ 

Now I have heard, as a fact, that, both before and after, she was 
a wench not very difficult to come by. As the tale®* has it, ‘Be as 
handsome and as fine a gentleman as you will, when you have failed 
in your pursuit, do not immediately conclude an inviolable chastity 
in your mistress; it does not follow that the muleteer will not find 
his opportunity.' 

Antigonus,*® having taken a liking to one of his soldiers, on ac- 
count of his virtue and valour, ordered his physicians to attend him 
for a persistent internal malady which had long tormented him, 
and perceiving that after his cure he went much more coldly to 
work than before, asked him what it was that had so altered and 
cowed him. ‘You yourself. Sire, he replied, by delivering me from 
the ill which made me indifferent to life.' A soldier of Liicullus,'^® 
having been plundered by enemies, devised a bold stroke for his 
revenge; when he had retrieved his loss with interest, Lucullus, 
whose good opinion he had gained, tried to induce him, with the 
best persuasions he could think of, to undertake some risky business; 

With words that might have stirred a coward's heart. 

( Horace. 

‘Employ, he replied, some wretched soldier who has been plun- 
dered;' 

Though but a rustic clown, he'll go 

Who’s lost his money-bdt,' he said; (Horace.)^* 

and resolutely refused to go. 

Wlicii we read that Mahomet having furiously rated Chasan, 
chief of his Janissaries, tor allowing his line of troops to be broken 
by the Hungarians, and bearing himself like a coward in the battle; 
and that Chasan made no reply but, alone and just as he was with 
his weapon in his hand, rushed furiously into the first body of ene- 
mies that he met with, and was immediately overwhelmed; it was 
not so much a justification of his conduct as a change of mood, not 
so much natural prowess as a new spite. 

Do not think it strange that the man who was so venturesome 
yesterday should prove such a poltroon on the morrow; either anger, 
or necessity, or company, or wine, or the sound of the trumpet had 
put his heart into his belly; it was not a courage thus formed by 

37. the legendary, virtuous Roman 40. Roman general of the first cen- 
who stabbed herself after being raped tury b.c. 

by King Tarquinius* son. 41. Epistles^ Book II, Epistle ii, 1. 

38. a common folk tale. 36* 

39. Macedonian king. 42. Epistles, Book 11, Epistle ii, 11. 

39 f. 



940 • Michel de Montaigne 

reason, but a courage stiffened by those circumstances; it was no 
marvel if other contrary circumstances made a new man of him. 

These so supple changes and contradictions which we manifest 
have made some to imagine that we have two souls, others, that we 
have two powers which, each in its own way, accompany and stir 
us, the one to good, the other to evil, since so abrupt a diversity 
is not to be reconciled with a single subject. 

Not only does the wind of accidents stir me according to its blow- 
ing, but I am also stirred and troubled by the instability of my atti- 
tude; and he who examines himself closely will seldom find himself 
twice in the same state. I give to my soul now one face, now an- 
other, according to the side to which I turn it. If I speak differently 
of myself, it is because I regard myself differently. All the contra- 
dictions are to be found in me, according as the wind turns and 
changes. Bashful, insolent; chaste, lascivious; talkative, taciturn; 
clumsy, gentle; witty, dull; peevish, sweet-tempered; mendacious, 
truthful; knowing, ignorant; and liberal and avaricious and prodigal: 
all this I see in myself in some degree, according as I veer about; 
and whoever will study himself very attentively will find in himself, 
yea, in his judgement, this discordance and unsteadiness. I can say 
nothing of myself absolutely, simply, and steadily, without con- 
fusion and mixture, nor in one word. Distinguo^^ is the most uni- 
versal member of my logic. 

Though I am ever inclined to speak well of what is good, and 
rather to interpret favourably the things that arc capable of such 
interpretation, yet such is the strangeness of our nature that we are 
often driven to do good, even by vice; if it were not that well-doing 
is judged by the intention alone. 

Therefore a courageous deed ought not to imply a valiant man: 
the man who is really brave will be always so, and on all occasions. 
If valour were a habit, and not a sudden eruption, it would make a 
man equally resolute for all emergencies, the same alone as in com- 
pany, the same in single combat as in a battle; for let them say what 
they will, there is not one valour for the pavement and another for 
the field. As bravely would he bear sickness in his bed as a wound 
in camp, nor would he fear death in his own home any more than 
in an assault. We should not see the same man charge with brave 
assurance into the breach, and afterwards worrying like a woman, 
over the loss of a law-suit or a son. When, though afraid of infamy, 
he bears up against poverty; when, though wincing at a surgeon's 
lancet, he stiffly faces the enemy's sword, the action is praiseworthy, 
but not the man. 

Many Greeks, says Cicero, cannot look upon an enemy, and are 
brave in sickness. The Cimbrians and the Celtiberians, quite the 

43. I distinguish; I separate into its components. 
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contrary: For nothing can be consistent that has not reason for its 
foundation ( Cicero ) 

No valour could be more extreme in its kind than Alexander's; 
but it is of one kind only, and is not complete enough, nor univer- 
sal on all occasions. Incomparable though it be, it has its blemishes. 
So it is that we see him so desperately disturbed by the slightest 
suspicions that his subjects may be plotting against his life, and 
carried away in his investigations to such violent and indiscriminate 
acts of injustice, and haunted by a fear that upsets his natural good 
sense. The superstition too with which he was so strongly tainted 
bears some likeness to pusillanimity. And the excess of his penitence 
for the murder of Clytus**® is also evidence of uneven temper. 

Our actions are but a patchwork (they despise pleasure^ but are 
cowardly in pain; they are indifferent to faine, but infamy breaks 
their spirit^®), and we try to gain honour by false pretences. Virtue 
will not be wooed but for her own sake, and if we sometimes bor- 
row her mask for some other purpose, she will very soon snatch 
it from our face. When the soul is once steeped in it, the dye is 
strong and vivid, and will not go without taking the skin with it. 
Wherefore, to judge a man, we must long and carefully follow his 
traces. If constancy does not stand firm and wholly on its own 
foundation, if the path of life has not been well considered and 
preconcerted ( Cicero if changing circumstances make him alter 
his pace (I should say his route, for the pace may be accelerated or 
retarded by them), let him go: that mj&n will go A vau le vent 
(down the wind), as the motto of our Talebot^® has it. 

It is no wonder, says an ancient writer,^® that chance has so great 
a hold over us, since wc live by chance. Unless a man has directed 
his life as a whole to a certain fixed goal, lie cannot possibly dispose 
his particular actions. Unless he have di image of the whole in his 
mind, he cannot possibly arrange the pieces. How can a painter lay 
in a stock of colours, if he knows not what he is going to paint? No 
man draws a definite outline of his life, and we only think it out in 
details. The archer must first know at what he is aiming, and then 
accommodate his hand, his bow, the string, the arrow, and his 
movements, accordingly. Our plans go wrong because they have 
neither aim nor direction. No wind serves the ship that has no port 
of destination. 

I cannot agree with those judges who, on the strength of seeing 
one of his tragedies, declared in favour of Sophocles, when accused 

44. Tusculan Disputations^ Book II, 46. Cicero, Of Duties {De oficUs), 

Chapter 27. Book I, Chapter 21. 
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Alexander, Chapters 50-52. 49. Seneca, in Epistles, Epistle Ixxi. 
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by his son of being incapable of managing his domestic affairs. Nor 
do I hold with the conclusions arrived at by the Parians who were 
sent to reform the Milesians. Visiting the island, they remarked the 
best-cultivated lands and the best-kept country-houses, and made a 
note of their owners; and then, having called an assembly of the 
citizens in the town, they appointed these owners the new governors 
and magistrates, concluding that, being careful of their private af- 
fairs, they would be equally careful of those of the public. 

We are all made up of bits, and so shapelessly and diversely put 
together, that every piece, at every moment, plays its own game. 
And there is as much difference between us and ourselves, as be- 
tween us and others. Be sure that it is very difficult to be always the 
same man (Seneca).®® Since ambition can teach a man valour, 
temperance, and liberality, yea and justice too; since greed can im- 
plant in the heart of a shop-apprentice, bred up in obscurity and 
neglect, the confidence to entrust himself, so far from the domestic 
hearth, to the mercy of the waves and angry Neptune in a frail 
bark; since it teaches also discretion and prudence; and since Venus 
herself can put resolution and temerity into the boy who is still 
under the discipline of the rod, and embolden the heart of the 
tender virgin in her mother’s arms. 

With Love for guide, 

Alone the maid steps o'er her prostrate guards. 

And steals by night into the young man’s arms; 

(Tibullus.)®^ 

it is not enough for a sober understanding to judge us simply by 
our external actions: we must sound the innermost recesses, and 
observe the springs which give the swing. But since it is a high 
and hazardous undertaking, I would rather that fewer people med- 
dled with it. 


Apology for Raimond Sebond* 

[man’s presumption and littleness] 

What does Truth® ^ preach to us, when she preaches to us to fly 
worldly philosophy,®® when she so often impresses upon us. That 
our wisdom is but folly in the sight of God;®* That of all vain things 
the most vain is man; That man, who presumes on his learning, 
does not yet know what it is to know;®® and That if man, who is 
nothing, thinks himself something, he deceives and beguiles him- 

50. Epistles, Epistle cxx. long ‘^Apology” is reprinted here. 

51. Elegies, Book II, Elegy i, 11. 75 52. revealed truth, the Scriptures. 

53. Colossians 2:8. 

’^Essays, Book II, Chapter 12. A 54. I Corinthians 3:19. 

small but significant section of the very 55. I Corinthians 8:2. 
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self?®* These sayings of the Holy Spirit so clearly and vividly express 
what I wish to maintain, that I should need no other proof against 
men who would bow with all submission and obedience to its au- 
thority. But the others®^ would rather be whipped to their own 
cost, and will not suffer their reason to be combated except by it- 
self. 

Let us then for the nonce consider man alone, without outside 
assistance, armed only with his own weapons, and destitute of the 
divine grace and knowledge, which comprise all his honour, his 
strength and the foundation of his being. Let us see how he will 
hold out in this fine equipment. Let him explain to me, by the force 
of his reason, on what foundation he has built those great advan- 
tages he thinks he has over the other creatures. What has induced 
him to believe that that wonderful motion of the heavenly vault, 
the eternal light of those torches rolling so proudly over his head, 
the awe-inspiring agitations of that infinite sea, were established, 
and endure through so many centuries for his service and conveni- 
ence? 

Is it possible to imagine anything more ridiculous than that this 
miserable and puny ereature, who is not so much as master of him- 
self, exposed to shocks on all sides should call himself Master and 
Emperor of the universe, of which it is not in his power to know 
the smallest part, much less to command it? And that privilege 
which he assumes of being the only creature in this great edifice 
that has the capacity to know the beauty and tlie several parts of it, 
the only one who is able to give thanks to the architect, and to keep 
an account of the receipts and outlay of the world: who has sealed 
him this privilege? Let him show us his letters-patcnt for this great 
and noble charge. 

Have they been granted in favour <rf the wise only? Then few 
people would be concerned. Are the fools and the wicked deserving 
of so extraordinary a favour, and, being the worst lot in the world, 
of being preferred to all the rest? 

Shall wc believe the man who says this. For whose sake shall we 
then say that the world has been made? Undoubtedly for those 
creatures that have the use of reason: these are gods and men, to 
whom assuredly nothing is superior? (Balbus the Stoic, according to 
Cicero).®® We could never sufficiently deride the impudence of this 
coupling of gods and men. 

But, poor devil, what is there in him deserving of such a privi- 
lege? When we consider the incorruptible life of the heavenly 
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bodies, their beauty, their grandeur, their continual motion by so 
exact a ruk: 

When we gaze aloft 
Upon the skiey vaults of yon great world 
The ether, fixt high over twinkling stars, 

And into our thought there come the journeyings 
Of sun and moon; (Lucretius.)®® 

when wc consider the dominion and power those bodies have, not 
only over our lives and the conditions of our fortune, 

Our lives and actions on the stars depend, 

(Manilius.)®® 

but even over our dispositions, our judgement, our will, which they 
govern, impel and stir at the mercy of their influence, as our reason 
discovers and tells us: 

This we learn: the far, far distant stars 
Govern by silent laws; the world is ruled 
By periodic causes, and the turns of destiny 
Observed by certain signs; (Manilius.)®^ 

when we sec that not only a man, not only a king, but kingdoms, 
empires, and all this world here below are moved according to the 
lightest swing of the heavenly motions: 

How great a change each little motion brings! 

So great this kingdom that it governs kings; 

(Manilius.)®2 

if our virtue, our vices, our talents and our knowledge, if even this 
dissertation of mine on the power of the stars, this comparison be- 
tween them and ourselves, comes, as our reason supposes, by their 
means and their favour; 

Maddened by love, Lcander swims the strait, 

A Grecian king overturns the walls of Troy. 

^Tis this man's lot to give his country laws. 

Sons kill their fathers, fathers kill their sons. 

And brothers arm themselves in mutual strife. 

Not we have made these wars; 'tis Fate compels 
To bear such pains with lacerated limbs. 

And Fate it is that makes me ponder Fate; (Manilius.)®® 

59. On the Nature of Things, Book 62. Astronomicon, Book I, 1. 57. and 

V, 11. 1204 ff. Book rV, 1. 93. 

60. Astronomicon, Book HI. 1. 58. 63. Astronomicon, Book IV. 11. 79 

61. Astronomicon, Book 1, 11. 60 ff. ff., and 1. 118. 
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if this little portion of reason we possess has been allotted to us by 
heaven, how can reason make us the equal of heaven? How can it 
subject its essence and conditions to our knowledge? All that we see 
in those bodies fills us with amazement. What apparatus, what in- 
struments, what levers, what engines, what craftsmen were em- 
ployed about so mighty a work? ( Cicero 
Why do we deny them a soul, and life and reason? Have we dis- 
covered in them any stubborn, senseless stupidity, we who have no 
coneern with them but to obey them? Shall we say that we have 
seen no other creature but man in possession of a reasoning mind? 
Why! have we seen anything comparable to the sun? Does it exist 
the less for our not having seen its like? Does it move the less be- 
cause no other movement is to be compared with it? If what we 
have not seen docs not exist, our knowledge is marvellously short- 
sighted: How close the confines of our mind! (Cicero).®® 

Is it not a delusion of human vanity to make the moon a celestial 
earth, and to imagine that there are mountains and valleys upon it, 
as did Anaxagoras;®® to set up human habitations and dwellings and 
establish colonies upon it for our convenience, as do Plato and 
Plutarch,®^ and to make our earth a bright and shining star? 
Amongst other infirmities of human nature is that mental blindness 
which not only forces man to err, but makes him hug his errors 
(Seneca).®® The corruptible body weighs down the soul, and this 
earthly habitation prevents it from pondering on many things (The 
Book of Wisdom, quoted by Saint Augitetine) .®® 

Presumption is our natural and original infirmity. The frailest 
and most vulnerable of all creatures is man, and at the same time 
the most arrogant."^® He secs and feels himself lodged here in the 
mud and filth of the world, nailed and^ riveted to the worst, the 
deadest and most stagnant part of the littiiverse, at the lowest story 
of the house and the most remote from the vault of heaven, with 
the animals of the worst condition of the three; and he goes and 
sets himself in imagination above the circle of the moon, and brings 
heaven under his feet. 

With this same vanity of imagination he makes himself the equal 
of God, assumes to himself divine qualities, selects and separates 
himself from among the multitude of other creatures, carves out 
their shares to each of his fellows and comrades, the animals, and 

64. Of the Nature of the Gods, larch’s Of the Face of the Moon. 
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allots to them their portion of faculties and powers according as it 
seems good to him. How can he know, by the force of his under- 
standing, the secret and internal motions of the animals? By what 
comparison between them and himself does he suppose them to be 
as stupid as he thinks? 

When I play with my cat, who knows but that she regards me 
more as a plaything than I do her? [We amuse each other with our 
respective monkey-tricks; if I have my moments for beginning 
and refusing, so she has hers.] 

Plato,^^ in his picture of the golden age under Saturn, numbers, 
among the chief advantages of the man of that time, his com- 
munion with the beasts, of whom inquiring and learning he knew 
the real attributes and differences of each of them; whereby he ac- 
quired a very perfect understanding and wisdom, and in conse- 
quence passed his life very much more happily than we are able to 
do. Do we need a better proof of the impudence of man where the 
beasts are concerned? That great author^^ opined that, in giving 
them their bodily shape. Nature for the most part only considered 
the use they could be put to in the prognostications which were 
drawn from them in his time. 

That defect which hinders communication between us and them, 
why may it not as well be in ourselves as in them? It is a matter of 
conjecture with whom the fault lies that we do not understand one 
another; for we understand them no more than they do us. By the 
same reasoning they may regard us as beasts, as we do them. 

It is no great wonder if we do not understand them for neither 
do we understand the Basques^* and the Troglodytes.^* Yet some 
have boasted of understanding them, as Apollonius of Tyana, 
Melampus, Tiresias, Thales, and others.’^* And since it is the case 
that, as the cosmographers tell, there are nations that receive a dog 
for their king, they must needs in some way interpret its voice and 
actions. 

We must observe the parity there is between us. Wc have some 
halfway understanding of their meaning, as the animals have of 
ours, in about the same degree. They cajole us, they threaten us, 
tliey entreat us, as we do them. Moreover, it is very evident to us 
that they are able fully and completely to communicate with one 
another, that they understand one another, and not only those of 
the same species, but also those of different species* 
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Since even the speechless herds, aye, since 

The very generations of wild beasts 

Are wont dissimilar and diverse sounds 

To rouse from in them, when there's fear or pain. 

And when they burst with joys. (Lucretius.)^® 

A horse knows that a dog is angry when it barks in a certain way, 
but is not afraid when it gives voice in another way. Even in those 
creatures that have no voice we may easily infer, from the mutual 
services we see them rendering each other, that they have some 
other means of communication; their movements speak and negoti- 
ate: 


In much the same way as the lack-speech years 
Compel young children into gesturings. (Lucretius.)’’ 

Why not? just as well as our deaf-mutes dispute, argue and tell 
stories by means of signs? I have seen some so skilful and practised 
in that language, that in truth they did not fall short of perfection 
in making themselves understood. Lovers use their eyes to express 
anger, reconciliation, entreaty, thanks, to make appointments, in 
short for every purpose; 

Silence too our thought and wish betrays. 

(Tasso.)’® 

Wliat of the hands? Wc beg, we promise, we call, we send away, 
threaten, pray, entreat, deny, refuse, question, wonder, count, con- 
fess, repent, we express fear and shame, we^ doubt, inform, command, 
incite, encourage, swear, testify, accuse, condemn, absolve, insult, 
despise, challenge, we show vexation, wc flatter, applaud, bless, 
humiliate, mock, reconcile, recommend, exalt, welcome, rejoice, 
complain, we express grief, dejection, despair, astonishment, prot- 
estation, silence, and what not, in such varied and numerous ways, 
in rivalry with the tongue. 

With the head we invite, wc dismiss, admit, disclaim, give the 
lie, welcome, honour, reverence, disdain, demand, show the door, 
we cheer, lament, caress, chide, submit, defy, exhort, threaten, as- 
sure, and inquire. What of the eye-brows? What of the shoulders? 
There is no movement that does not speak an intelligible, untaught 
language, that is understood by all. Which shows that, seeing the 
variety that distinguishes the spoken languages in use, this one must 
rather be considered the proper and natural speech of humankind. 
I pass over that which a particular necessity teaches one who is 
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taken unawares; and the finger-alphabet; and grammar and the sci- 
ences which are only practised and expressed by gestures; and the 
nations that Pliny tells of, who have no other language. 

An ambassador of the city of Abdera, after speaking at great 
length to King Agis of Sparta, said to him, ‘Well, Sire, what an- 
swer do you wish me to earry back to our citizens?' That I allowed 
you to say all that you would and as much as you would, without 
ever a word.'’^® Was not that a very speaking and intelligible silence? 

After all, which of our arts do we not see in the activities of ani- 
mals? Is there any organization regulated with more order, with a 
better distribution of charges and functions, and more consistently 
maintained, than that of the bees? Can we imagine that so well- 
ordered a disposition of activities and occupations could be carried 
on without reason and foresight? 

Following signs and instances like these, 

Some testify that bees possess a share 

Of the world-spirit and the mind divine. (Virgil.)*® 

Do the swallows that vve sec at the return of spring, ferreting out 
all the corners of the houses, conduct their search without judge- 
ment? Do they choose without discrimination, out of a thousand 
places, that which is most commodious for their lodging? Are the 
birds, when they weave those beautiful and wonderful habitations 
of theirs, able to use a square figure rather than a round, an obtuse 
rather than a right angle, without knowing their properties and 
effects? Do they fetch, now water, now clay, without having con- 
cluded that hardness is softened by moisture? Do they line the floors 
of their palaces with moss or down unless they have foreseen that 
the tender limbs of their young will lie more softly and comfortably? 
Do they shelter themselves from the rainy wind and build their 
cabins to the cast, without knowing the different properties of the 
winds, and without considering that one is more healthy for them 
than the other? 

Why does the spider thicken her web in one place and slacken it 
in another? Why does she use now one kind of knot, now another, 
unless she possesses thought, deliberation and the power of infer- 
ence? 

We may see well enough, in most of their works, how much the 
animals surpass us, and how much we fall short in the art of imi- 
tating them. And yet, in our ruder performances, we arc sensible 
of what faculties we employ, and we know that our mind applies 
to them its utmost powers; why do we not conclude the same of the 

79. The story is told by Plutarch in 80. Georgies, Book IV, 11. 219 ff. 
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animals? Why do we ascribe to I know not what slavish instinct ol 
nature those works that excel anything we can do by nature or art? 
Herein we unconsciously give them a very great advantage over our- 
selves, in making Nature, with a maternal kindness, to accompany 
and lead them as it were by the hand, to all the activities and con- 
veniences of their life; whilst us she abandons to chance and for- 
tune, and forces us to seek by art the things necessary for our pres- 
ervation, at the same time denying us the means of attaining, by 
any education or mental effort, to the natural skill of the animals. 
So that their brutish stupidity surpasses in all their contrivances 
c\erything we are able to do witli our di\dne intelligence. 

Truly, by this reckoning, wc might with great reason call her a 
very unjust stepmother; but that is not so. Our organization is not 
so formless and unregulated. Nature has been universally kind to 
all her creatures, and there is none that she has not very amply 
furnished with all the means necessary for the preservation of its 
being. For those common complaints that I hear men uttering (as 
the licence of their opinions now lifts them up above the clouds, 
now brings them down to the antipodes), that we are the only out- 
cast animal, bare on the bare earth, bound and tied down, with no 
means of arming or covering ourselves but with others' spoils; 
whereas all the other creatures have been clothed by Nature with 
shells, husks, bark, hair, wool, spikes, leather, down, feathers, 
scales, fleece, bristles, according to the need of their being; armed 
with claws, teeth, horns for attack and defence, and has herself in- 
structed them in what is requisite to cach,t to swim, run, fly, sing, 
whilst man cannot even walk or speak, nOr eat, nor do anything 
but weep, without an apprenticeship: ^ 

Tlien again the babe, 

Like to the castaway of the raging surf. 

Lies naked on the ground, speechless, in want 
Of every help for life, when Nature first 
Hath poured him forth upon the shores of light 
With birth-pangs from within the mother's womb, 

And with a plaintive wail he fills the place, — 

As well befitting one for whom remains 
In life a journey through so many ills. 

But all the flocks and herds and all wild beasts 
Come forth and grow, nor need the little rattles. 

Nor must be treated to the humouring nurse's 
Dear broken chatter; nor seek they divers clothes 
To suit the changing skies; nor need, in fine. 

Nor arms, nor lofty ramparts, wherewithal 
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Their own to guard — ^because the earth herself 
And Nature, artificer of the world, bring forth 
Aboundingly all things for all. (Lucretius.)®^ 

These complaints are unfounded; there is in the governance of the 
world a much greater equality and a more uniform relationship. 
Our shin is provided as abundantly as theirs with power to resist 
the inclemency of the weather. Witness the many nations that have 
not yet tried the use of clothes. Our ancient Gauls wore hardly any 
clothes, like our neighbours the Irish of the present day, in spite of 
their eold climate. 

But we may judge better by ourselves: for all those parts of our 
person which wc are pleased to expose to the wind and air are 
adapted to endure it, the feet, the face, the hands, the legs, the 
shoulders, the head, according to the demands of usage. For if there 
is in us a tender spot, in which we should seem to fear the eold, 
it should be the stomach, where digestion takes place; our fathers 
used to leave it uncovered, and our ladies, soft and delicate as they 
are, sometimes go half-covered down to the navel. 

Nor arc the bindings and swaddlings of infants any more neces- 
sary. The Lacedemonian mothers reared their children in all free- 
dom to move their limbs, without any wrappings or fastenings. 

Our weeping wc have in common with most of the other animals; 
there are hardly any that do not wail and whine long after their 
birth, seeing that it is a natural effect of their helplessness at that 
age. As to the habit of eating, it is natural to us as well as to them, 
and comes without instruction: 

For each creature feels 
By instinct to what use to put its powers. 

( Lucretius. 

Wlio doubts but that a child, having acquired the strength to 
feed himself, is able to seek his food? And the earth yields and 
offers him enough for his needs, without any cultivation and arti- 
fice; and if not at all times, no more does she do it for the animals. 
Witness the provision wc see made by the ants and other creatures, 
in view of the barren season of the year. Those nations we have 
lately discovered, so abundantly provided with meat and a natural 
drink, without care or trouble on their part, have now made us real- 
ize that bread is not our only sustenance, and that, without any 
tilling, our Mother Nature has plentifully provided us with all that 
we need. Nay, as seems very probable, more amply and riehly than 
she does now that we have taken to meddling with it by our 
contrivances: 

81. On the Nature oj Things, Book 82. On the Nature of Things, Book 
V. 11. 222 ff. V. 11. 1033 f. 
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She first, the Earth, of own accord 
Tlie shining grains and vineyards of all joy 
Created for mortality; herself 
Gave the sweet fruitage and the pastures glad. 

Which now to-day yet scarcely wax in size, 

Even when, aided by our toiling arms, 

We break the ox, and wear away the strength 
Of sturdy farm-hands; (Lucretius.)®® 

the excess and unruliness of our appetite outstripping all the inven- 
tions wherewith we seek to satisfy it. 

With regard to weapons, we are better provided by Nature than 
most other animals; we arc more able to move our limbs about and 
to extract service from them, naturally and without being taught. 
Those who arc trained to fight naked arc seen to rush into dangers 
just like our own soldiers. If some of the beasts surpass us in this 
advantage, we surpass many others in the same. We possess by a 
natural instinct and teaching the skill to fortify our bodies and 
protect them by acquired means. I’hat this is so is proved by the 
example of the elephant who sharpens and grinds the teeth which 
he makes use of in warfare (for he has special teeth which he saves 
and employs for this purpose only). When bulls go to battle they 
throw up and scatter the dust around them; the boars whet their 
tusks; the ichneumon, when it is about to grapple with the croco- 
dile, fortifies its body by coating it all over with a crust of mud, well 
kneaded and compressed, as with a cuirass. Why shall we not say 
that it is as natural to us to arm ourselves with wood and iron? 

As to spcccli, it is certain that, if it is not natural neither is it 
necessary. Nevertheless I believe that a child brought up in com- 
plete solitude, far from all intercourse (which would be a difficult 
experiment to make), would have some kind of speech to express 
his ideas. And it is not to be believed that Nature has denied us 
this power which she has given to many other animals; for what else 
but speech is that faculty we observe in them of complaining, re- 
joicing, calling to one another for succour, inviting to love, which 
they do by the use of their voice? 

Why should they not speak with one another? They speak to us, 
and we to them: in how many different tones do we not speak to 
our dogs? and they answer us. We use another language with them, 
than we do in talking to birds, pigs, oxen and horses, and give them 
other names; we change the idiom according to the kind. 

So ants amidst their sable-coloured band 
One with another mouth to mouth confer, 

Haply their way or state to understand. (Dante.)®* 

83. On the Nature of Things, Book 84. Purgatory, Canto XXVI, U. 34 
II, 11. 1157 ff. 
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Lactantius seems to attribute to beasts not only the power of 
speech but also of laughter. And the same difference of tongues 
which, according to the differences of countries, is found in human 
beings, is also found in animals of the same species. Aristotle, writ- 
ing on this subject, instances the various calls of partridges, accord- 
ing to locality: 

The dappled birds 
Utter at other times far other cries 
Than when they fight for food, or with their prey 
Struggle and strain. And birds there arc which change 
With changing weather their own raucous songs. 

(Lucretius.)®*’' 

But it is yet to be known what language the supposed child 
would speak; and what has been conjectured about it has no great 
probability. If any one declares to me, in opposition to this belief, 
that those deaf by nature do not speak, I reply that it is not only 
because they have not been taught to speak by ear, but more be- 
cause the sense of hearing, of which they are deprived, is related to 
that of speech, and that they hold together by a natural tie; in such 
a way that the words we speak must in the first place be spoken to 
ourselves, and be made to strike upon our own inward ears, before 
being sent out to others' cars. 

I have said all this to establish the resemblance to human condi- 
tions, and to bring us back and join us to the majority. Wc are 
neither superior nor inferior to the rest. All that is under heaven, 
says the sage, is subject to one law and one fate: 


Enshackled in the gruesome bonds of doom. 

(Lucretius.)®® 

Some difference there is; there arc orders and degrees, but under 
the aspect of one same Nature: 

But each sole thing 
Proceeds according to its proper wont, 

And all conserve their own distinctions, based 
In Nature's fixed decree. (Lucretius.)®^ 

Man must be forced and lined up within the barriers of this 
organization. The poor wretch has no mind really to step over them. 
He is shackled and entangled, he is subjected to the same obliga- 
tion as the other creatures of his order, and is of a very mediocre 

85. On the Nature of Things, Book V, 1. 874. 

V, 11. 1078 ff. 87. On the Nature of Things, Book 

86. On the Nature of Things, Book V, 11. 921 ff. 
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condition, without any real and essential prerogative and pre- 
eminence. That which he thinks and imagines himself to possess, 
neither has body nor can it be perceived. And if it be so that he 
alone of all the animals has this freedom of imagination, this licence 
of thought, which represents to him that which is, that which is 
not, that which he wills, the false and the true; it is an advantage 
sold to him very dearly, and of which he has very little cause to 
boast. For from it springs the principal source of all the ills that 
press upon him, sin, sickness, irresolution, affliction, despair. 

Of Repentance^ 

[“these testimonies of a good conscience*'] 

Others form man; I describe him, and portray a particular, very 
ill-made one, who, if I had to fashion him anew, should indeed 
be very different from what he is. But now it is done. 

Now the features of my painting do not err, although they change 
and vary. The world is but a perennial see-saw. All things in it arc 
incessantly on the swing, the earth, the rocks of the Caucasus, the 
Egyptian pyramids, both with the common movement and their 
own particular movement. Even fixedness is nothing but a more 
sluggish motion. 

I cannot fix my object; it is befogged, and reels with a natural 
intoxication. I seize it at this point, as it is at the moment when I 
beguile myself with it. I do not portray the thing in itself. I portray 
the passage; not a passing from one age to^ another, or, as the people 
put it, from seven years to seven years,®* but from day to day, from 
minute to minute. I must adapt my histdry to the moment. I may 
presently change, not only by chance, but also by intention. It is a 
record of diverse and changeable events, of undecided, and when 
the occasion arises, contradictory ideasj whether it be that I am 
another self, or that I grasp a subject in different circumstances and 
see it from a different point of view. So.it may be that I contradict 
myself, but, as Demades”® said, the truth I never contradict. If my 
mind could find a firm footing, I should not speak tentatively, I 
should decide; it is always in a state of apprenticeship, and on trial. 

I am holding up to view a humble and lustreless life; that is all 
one. Moral philosophy, in any degree, may apply to an ordinary 
and secluded life as well as to one of richer stuff; every man carries 
within him the entire form of the human constitution. 

Authors communicate themselves to the world by some special 
and extrinsic mark; I am the first to do so by my general being, as 

♦ Essays, Book III, Chapter 2. The that the human body is completely re- 
opening part of the essay is reprinted newed every seven years, 
here. Greek orator and politician of 

88. an allusion to the popular notion the fourth century b.c. 
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Michel de Montaigne, not as a grammarian or a poet or a lawyer. 
If the world finds fault with me for speaking too much of myself, 
I find fault with the world for not even thinking of itself. 

But is it reasonable that I, who am so retired in actual life, should 
aspire to make myself known to the public? And is it reasonable 
that I should show up to the world, where artifice and ceremony 
enjoy so much credit and authority, the crude and simple results of 
nature, and of a nature besides very feeble? Is it not like making a 
wall without stone or a similar material, thus to build a book with- 
out learning or art? The ideas of music are guided by art, mine by 
chance. This I have at least in conformity with rules, that no man 
ever treated of a subject that he knew and understood better than 
I do this that I have taken up; and that in this I am the most 
learned man alive. Secondly, that no man ever penetrated more 
deeply into his matter, nor more minutely analysed its parts and 
consequences, nor more fully and exactly reached the goal he had 
made it his business to set up. To accomplish it I need only bring 
fidelity to it; and that is here, as pure and sincere as may be found. 

I speak the truth, not enough to satisfy myself, but as much as I 
dare to speak. And I become a little more daring as I grow older; 
for it would seem that custom allows this age more freedom to 
prate, and more indiscretion in speaking of oneself. It cannot be 
the case here, as I often see elsewhere, that the craftsman and his 
work contradict each other. 'How could a man who shows to such 
advantage in company write so foolish a book?' or, ‘Are these 
learned writings the work of a man of such feeble conversation?' 

When a man of ordinary conversation writes uncommon things, 
it means that his talent lies in the place from which he borrows 
them, and not in himself. A learned man is not learned at all things; 
but the accomplished man is accomplished in all things, even in 
ignorance. 

Here, my book and I go hand in hand together, and keep one 
pace. In other cases we may commend or censure the work apart 
from the workman; not so here. Who touches the one touches the 
other. He who judges the one without knowing the other will 
wrong himself more than he docs me; he who has come to know 
the work will completely satisfy me. Happy beyond my deserts if I 
have only this share of public approval, that intelligent persons will 
be made to feel that I was capable of profiting by learning, if I had 
any; and that I deserved more assistance from my memory! 

In this place let me offer an excuse for what I often repeat, that 
I seldom repent, and that my conscience is satisfied with itself, not 
as the conscience of an angel or a horse, but as the conscience of a 
man; always with the addition of this refrain, not a formal or con* 
ventional refrain, but prompted by a real and natural modesty, ‘that 
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I speak as an inquirer and an ignoramus, leaving the decision purely 
and simply to the common and authorized beliefs.’ 1 do not teach, 
I relate. 

There is no vice, tliat is really a vice, which is not hurtful and 
which a sound judgement does not condemn; for its ugliness and 
evil consequences are so apparent that they are perhaps right who 
say that it is chiefly begotten of stupidity and ignorance. So hard 
it is to imagine that a man may know it and not hate it! 

Wickedness sucks in the greater part of its own venom, and 
poisons itself with it. 

Vice, like an ulcer in the flesh, leaves a repentance in the soul, 
which is always scratching itself and drawing blood. For Reason 
blots out all other grief and sorrow, but begets that of repentance, 
which is the more hard to bear since it is born from within; as the 
chill and heat of a fever are more acutely felt than those which are 
external. I regard as vices (but each according to its measure), not 
only those which arc condemned by reason and Nature, but those 
too which have been created by human opinion, even false and 
erroneous opinion, if it is authorized by laws and custom. 

There is likewise no goodness in which a well-born nature docs 
not delight. We feci indeed a certain self<ongratulation when we 
do a good deed, which gives us inward satisfaction, and that gen- 
erous pride which accompanies a good conscience. A boldly wicked 
soul may perhaps ami itself with assurance: but with that com- 
placency and satisfaction it cannot provide itself. 

'There is no small pleasure in feeling oniself preserved from the 
contagion of so corrupt an age, and saying- to oneself, ‘Should any 
one look into my very soul, he would yet not find me guilty of the 
affliction or ruin of any man, or of revenge or envy, of publicly 
offending against the laws, of innovation or disturbance, or of fail- 
ing to keep my word. And whatever the licence of the times may 
permit or suggest to any man, I have laid hands on no Frenchman’s 
property nor dived into his purse. I have never lived but on what is 
my own, either in war or peace time; and have never used another 
man’s labour without hire.’ These testimonies of a good conscienee 
please; and this natural satisfaction is a great boon to us, and the 
only payment that will never fail us. 
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(i 5527-1599) 

The Faerie Queene’*' 

[The Bowre of Blisse] 

42 

Thence passing forth, they shortly do arrive, 

Whereas the Bowre of Blisse was situate; 

A place pickt out by choice of best alive, 

'Fhat natures worke by art can imitate. 

In which what ever in this worldly state $ 

Is sweet, and pleasing unto living sense, 

Or that may daynticst fantasie aggrate, 

Was poured forth with plentifull dispence, 

And made there to abound with lavish affluence. 

43 

Goodly it was enclosed round about, 10 

Aswell their entred guestes to kcepe within, 

As those unruly beasts to hold without; 

Yet was the fence thereof but weakc and thin; 

Nought feard their force that fortilagc to win, 

But wisedomes powrc, and temperaunccs might, 15 

By which the mightiest things cfforced bin: 

And ckc the gate was wrought of substaunce light, 

Rather for pleasure, then for battery or fight. 

44 

Yt framed was of precious yvory. 

That seemd a worke of admirable wit; 10 

And therein all the famous history 
Of Jason and Medaea was ywrit; 

Her mighty charmes, her furious loving fit, 

His goodly conquest of the golden fleece. 

His fals^d faith, and love too lightly flit, 25 

♦ Books I-III were published in palmer (i.e., reason), who held his 
1590; Books IV-VI, in 1596. This magic rod over them, 
selection is from Book II, Canto xii. 14. Jortilage: small fortress. 

1. they: Sir Guyon, the hero of Book 20. wit: skill. 

II, who embodies the virtue of tem- 22-36. Jason . . . Creiisa wed: 
perance; and the palmer, his guide, who Jason, the leader in the conquest of the 
represents reason. Golden Fleece, deserted Medxa 

7. aggrate: gratify. (Medea) for Creiisa. Medea in revenge 

12. those unruly beasts: animals en« killed her sons by Jason, and her 
countered immediately before this epi- wedding gift to Creiisa was the magic 
sode; allegorical representations of ex- garment which burned her to death, 
cesses, they were subdued by the 
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The wondred Argo, which in venturous peece 
First through the Euxinc seas bore all the flowr of Greece, 

45 

Ye might have scene the frothy billowes fry 
Under the ship, as thorough them she went. 

That seemd the waves were into yvory, 30 

Or yvory into the waves were sent; 

And other where the snowy substaunce sprent 
With vermeil, like the boyes bloud therein shed, 

A piteous spectacle did represent. 

And otherwhiles, with gold besprinkel^d, 35 

Yt seemd th' enchauntcd flame, which did Creiisa wed. 

46 

All this and more might in that goodly gate 
Be red, that ever open stood to all. 

Which thither came; but in the porch there sate 
A comely personage of stature tall, 40 

And semblauncc pleasing more then naturall, 

That travellers to him seemd to entize; 

His looser garment to the ground did fall. 

And flew about his heeles in wanton wize, 

Not fit for speedy pace or manly exercize, 45 

47 

They in that place him Genius did caH4- 
Not that celcstiall powre, to whom the* care 
Of life, and generation of all t 

That lives, pertaines in charge particui3:re, 

Who wondrous things concerning our Welfare, 50 

And straunge phantoines doth let us ?oft forsee, 

And oft of secret ill bids us bewarc~ ' 

That is our selfc, whom though we do not see, 

Yet each doth in him selfc it well perceive to bee. 

48 

Therefore a god him sage antiquity s. 

Did wisely make, and good Agdistes call; 

But this same was to that quite contrary, 

The foe of life, that good emyes to all. 

That secretly doth us procure to fall. 

Through guilefull semblaunts, which he makes us see, 60 

He of this gardin had the govemall, 

And pleasures porter was devizd to bee, 

Holding a staffe in hand for more formalitee, 

26. wondred: wonderful, peece: piece 56. Agdistes: in Greek mythology, 
of work; i.e., his ship. a form of the mother-goddess, originally 

32. sprent: sprinkled. androgynous. 
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49 

With diverse Somes he daintily was deckt, 

And strowfed round about, and by his side I5 

A mighty mazer bowle of wine was set, 

As if it had to him bene sacrifide; 

Wherewith all new-come guests he gratifidc: 

So did he eke Sir Guyon passing by; 

But he his idle curtesie defide, 70 

And overthrew his bowle disdainfully, 

And broke his staffe, with which he charmM semblants sly. 

50 

Thus being entred, they behold around 
A large and spacious plaine, on every side 
StrowM with pleasauns, whose faire grassy ground 75 

Mantled with greene, and goodly beautifide 
With all the ornaments of Floraes pride, 

Wherewith her mother Art, as halfe in scome 
Of niggard Nature, like a pompous bride 
Did dccke her, and too lavishly adorne, so 

When forth from virgin bowre she comes in th' early morne. 

51 

Thereto the heavens, alwayes joviall, 

Lookt on them lovely, still in stedfast state, 

Ne suffred storme nor frost on them to fall. 

Their tender buds or leaves to violate, 85 

Nor scorching heat, nor cold intemperate 
T' afflict the creatures, which therein did dwell; 

But the milde aire with season moderate 
Gently attempred, and disposd so well 
That still it breathed forth sweet spirit and holcsome smell. 90 

More sweet and holcsome than the pleasaunt hill 
Of Rhodope, on which the nimphe that bore 
A gyaunt babe, her selfe for griefe did kill; 

Or the Thessalian Tempe, where of yore 

Faire Daphne Phoebus hart with love did gore; ^ 

Or Ida, where the gods lov'd to repaire, 

When ever they their heavenly bowres forlore; 


66. mazer bowle: a drinking bowl 
made of hard wood. 

72. he charmkd semblants sly: he 
magically created fictitious spirits. 

75. pleasauns: pleasure gardens; 
compare the French plaisance, 

82. ioviaU: The word originally im- 
plied the influence of the planet Jupiter 
Jove^ which supposedly caused a 
' disposition. 


92. Rhodope: name both of the 
mountain and of the nymph who bore 
to Neptune a giant child, Athos. 

95. Daphne: Loved and pursued by 
Apollo (Phoebus), she cried for help, 
and the river god Peneus, her father, 
changed her into a laurel tree (see 
Ovid, Metamorphoses, Book I, L 452). 

97. forlore: abandoned. 
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Or sweet Pamasse, the haunt of Muses hire; 

Or Eden selfe, if ought with Eden mote oompaire. 

53 

Much wondred Guyon at the faire aspect 
Of that sweet place, yet suffred no delight 
To sincke into his sence, nor mind affect, 

But passM forth, and lookt still forward rights 
Bridling his will, and maistering his might. 

Till that he came unto another gate — 

No gate, but like one, being goodly dight 

With boughes and braunches, which did broad dilate 

Their clasping armes, in wanton wreathings intricate, 

54 

So fashioned a porch with rare device, 

Archt over head with an embracing vine. 

Whose bounches hanging downe seemed to entice 
All passers by to tast their lushious wine, 

And did themselves into their hands inelinc, 

As freely oflFcring to be gathered, — 

Some deepe empurpled as the hyacine, 

Some as the rubine, laughing sweetly red, 

Some like faire emeraudes, not yet well ripened, 

55 V 

And them amongst, some were of bumjsht gold. 

So made by art, to beautifie the rest, 

Which did themselves emongst the leaves enfold. 

As lurking from the vew of covetous guest, 

That the weake bowes, with so rich Ipad opprest. 

Did bow adowne, as over-burdcn&i^f 
Under that porch a comely dame did rest. 

Clad in faire weedes, but fowle disordered. 

And garments loose, that scemd unmeet for womanhed, 

56 

In her left hand a cup of gold she held. 

And with her right the riper fruit did reach, 

Wliose sappy liquor, that with fulnesse sweld. 

Into her cup she scruzd with daintic breach 
Of her fine fingers, without fowle empeach. 

That so faire wine-presse made the wine more sweet 
Thereof she usd to give to drinke to each 
Whom passing by she happenM to meet: 

It was her guise, all straungers goodly so to greet 
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115. hyacine: hyacinth, a precious 130-131. she scruzd * . . empeach: 
•tone. She squeezed the fruit daintily and 

125. weedes: clothes. without injuring it. 
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So she to Guyon oflFred it to tast; 

Who taking it out of her tender bond, 

TTie cup to ground did violently cast, 

That all in peaces it was broken fond, 

And with the liquor stained all the lond: 

Whereat Exccsse exceedingly was wroth, 

Yet no'tc the same amend, ne yet withstood. 

But suffered him to passe, all were she loth; 

Who nought regarding her displeasure forward goth. 

58 

Tliere the most daintie paradise on ground, 

It selfe doth offer to his sober eye. 

In which all pleasures plentcously abound, 

And none docs others happinesse envye: 

The painted flowres, the trees upshooting hyc, 

The dales for shade, the hilles for breathing space, 
The trembling groves, the christall running by; 

And, that which all faire workes doth most aggracc, 
The art, which all that wrought, appeared in no place. 

59 

One would have thought (so cunningly the rude 
And scorned parts were mingled with the fine) 

That Nature had for wantonessc ensude 
Art, and that Art at Nature did repine; 

So striving each th^ other to undermine. 

Each did the others workc more beautifie; 

So differing both in willes, agreed in fine: 

So all agreed through sweete diversitie, 

This gardin to adorne with all varietie. 

60 

And in the midst of all, a fountainc stood, 

Of richest substaunce that on earth might bee. 

So pure and shiny that the silver flood 
Through every channell running one might see; 

Most goodly it with curious imageree 

Was over-wrought, and shapes of naked boyes, 

Of which some seemd with lively jollitee 
To fly about, playing their wanton toyes, 

Whilest others did them selves embay in liquid joyes. 
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142: no*te: could not. common in the Reni^issance (trompare 

152-1 S3, that . . . place: The idea Castiglione). 
that the grace of art consists in its 156. ensude: followed, imitated, 
being hidden and in giving an appear- 160. fine: end, purpose, 
ance of spontaneity and naturalness was 171. embay: bathe. 



The Faerie Queene 

61 

And over all of purest gold was spred 
A trayle of yvie in his native hew; 

For the rich mettall was so colourM 
That wight who did not well avis’d it vew 
Would surely dcenic it to be yvic trew; 

Low his lascivious armes adown did creepc, 

That themselves dipping in the silver dew 
Their fleecy flowres they tenderly did stecpc, 

Which drops of christall seemd for wantoncs to wcepe. 

62 

Infinit streamcs continually did well 
Out of this fountainc, sweet and faire to see, 

The which into an ample laver fell, 

And shortly grew to so great quantitie 
That like a little lake it seemd to bee; 

Whose depth exceeded not three cubits hight, 

I’hat through the waves one might the bottom sec, 
All pav'd beneath with jaspar shining briglit, 

That seemd the fountainc in that sea did saylc upright. 

63 

And all the margent round about was set 
With shady laurell trees, thence to defend 
The sunny bcarncs, which on the biUowes bet, 

And those which therein bathed, mete oflFcnd. 

As Guyon hapned by the same to Wjpnd, 

Two naked damzellcs he therein e^yde, 

Which therein bathing seemed to cciitend 
And wrestle wantonly, nc car'd t^ ^de 
Their dainty parts from vew of any .wWch them eyde. 

64 j , 

Sometimes the one would lift the ot^^e^ quight 
Above the waters, and then downe ^gaine 
Her plong, as over maisterM by might, 

Where both awhile would coverid remaine, 

And each the other from to rise restrainc; 

The whiles their snowy lirabes, as through a vele, 

So through the christall waves appea^^;d plainc; 

Then suddcinly both would themselves unhele. 

And th' amarous sweet spoiles to greedy eyes revele. 

65 

As that faire starre, the messenger of morne, 

His deawy face out of the sea doth reare; 

191. defend: ward off. 206. unhele: vneover. 
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Or as the Cyprian goddesse, newly borne 
Of th' oceans fruitful froth, did first appcare,— 

Such seemed they, and so their yellow heare 
Christalline humour dropped downe apace. 

Whom such when Guyon saw, he drew him neare, 

And somewhat gan relent his earnest pace. 

His stubborne brest gan secret pleasaunce to embrace. 

66 

The wanton maidens him espying, stood 
Gazing a while at his unwonted guise; 

Then th* one her sclfe low ducked in the flood, 

Abasht, that her a straiinger did avisc; 

But th' other rather higher did arise, 

And her two lilly paps aloft displayd. 

And all that might his melting hart entise 
To her delights, she unto him bewrayd: 

The rest hid underneath, him more desirous made. 

67 

With that, the other likewise up arose, 

And her faire lockes, which formerly were bownd 
Up in one knot, she low adowne did lose; 

Which flowing long and thick, her cloth'd arownd. 

And th' yvoric in golden mantle gownd; 

So that faire spectacle from him was reft, 

Yet that, which reft it, no Icsse faire was fownd; 

So hid in lockes and waves from lookers theft. 

Nought but her lovely face she for his looking left. 

68 

Withall she laughed, and she blusht withall. 

That blushing to her laughter gave more grace. 

And laughter to her blushing, as did fall; 

Now when they spide the knight to slacke his pace. 

Them to behold, and in his sparkling face 
The secret signes of kindled lust appearc, 

Their wanton meriments they did cncreace. 

And to him beckned to approch more neare. 

And shewd him many sights, that courage cold could reare. 

69 

On which when gazing him the palmer saw. 

He much rebukt those wandring eyes of his, 

And counseld well, him forward thence did draw. 

Now are they come nigh to the Bowre of Blis 
Of her fond favorites so namM amis; 

210. the Cyprian goddesse: Venus. 220. avise: view, perceive. 

213. Christalline humour: crystal- 224. bewrayd: revealed 
clear water. 243. courage: lust. 
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Wlien thus the palmer: Now, sir, well avise, 

For here the end of all our travell is; 

Here wonnes Acrasia, whom we must surprise, 

Else she will slip away, and all our drift despise. 

70 

Eftsooncs they heard a most melodious sound, 

Of all that mote delight a daintie eare. 

Such as attonce might not on living ground, 

Save in this paradise, be heard elswhere: 

Right hard it was for wight which did it heare 
To read what manner musicke that mote bee; 

For all that pleasing is to living eare 
Was there consorted in one harmonce, 

Birdes, voyccs, instruments, windes, waters, all agree. 

71 

The joyous birdes shrouded in chearefull shade. 

Their notes unto the voyce attempred sweet; 

Th' angclicall soft trembling voyces made 
To th* instruments divine respondence meet; 

The silver sounding instruments did meet 
With the base inurmure of the waters fall; 

The waters fall with difference discreet, 

Now soft, now loud, unto the wind did call: 

I’hc gentle warbling wind low answered to all. 

72 

There, whence that musick seemed hea|d to bee. 

Was the fairc witch her selfe now solicing. 

With a new lover, whom through sorcerce 
And witchcraft, she from farre did thither bring; 

There she had him now layd a slon^bcring, 

In secret shade, after long wanton joyes, 

Whilst round about them pleasauntly did sing 
Many fairc ladies and lascivious boyes. 

That ever mixt their song with light licentious toyes. 

73 

And all that while, right over him she hong 
With her false eyes fast fix^d in his sight. 

As seeking medicine, whence she was stong, 

Or greedily depasturing delight; 

And oft inclining downe with kisses light, 

For feare of waking him, his lips bedewd. 

And through his humid eyes did sucke his spright, 

251. wonnes: dwells. 272. faire witch: Acrasia. 

252. drift: plan. 279. toyes: amorous games. 

268. discreet: distinct. 283. depasturing: feeding 



964 * Edmund Spetiser. i 

Quite molten into lust ’and pleasure lewd: < 

Wherewith she sighM soft, as if his case she lewd.. i 

74 ' ‘ 

The whiles some one did chaunt this lovely lay: 

Ah see, who so faire thing doest faine to see, 290 

In springing flowre the image of thy day; 

Ah see the virgin rose, how sweetly shee 
Doth first peepe forth with bashlull modestee. 

That fairer seemes, the lesse ye see her may; 

Lo see soone after, how more bold and free 295 

Her bared bosome she doth broad display; 

Loe see soone after, how she fades, and falles away. 

75 

So passeth, in the passing of a day. 

Of mortall life the leafe, the bud, the flowre; 

Nc more doth flourish after first decay, 30b 

That carst was sought to decke both bed and bowre, 

Of many a ladic, and many a paramowre: 

Gather therefore the rose, whitest yet is prime. 

For soone comes age that will her pride deflowre: 

Gather the rose of love, whitest yet is time, 305 

\Vhilcst loving thou mayst lov^d be with equall crime. 

76 

He ceast, and then gan all the quire of birdcs 
Their diverse notes t' attune unto Ins lay, 

As in approval! ce of his pleasing words. 

The constant paire heard all that he did say, jio 

Yet swarved not, but kept their forward way. 

Through many covert groves and thickets close. 

In which they creeping did at last display 
That wanton ladie, with her lover lose. 

Whose slcepie head she in her lap did soft dispose, 315 

77 

Upon a bed of roses she was layd. 

As faint through heat, or dight to pleasant sin, 

And was arayd, or rather disarayd. 

All in a vele of silke and silver thin. 

That hid no whit her alablaster skin, 320 

But rather shewd more white, if more might bee; 

More subtile web Arachiie can not spin, 

290-306. Ah see , crime: This yet is time” was standard during the 
is a version of a passage in Tasso’s Renaissance, 
description of the garden of the en- 313. display: discover, 

chantress Armida {Jerusalem Delivered, 322. Arachne: the clever but irrever- 

Canto XVI, stanzas 14-16). The ent Lydian girl whom the goddess 
motif of “Gather the rose . . . whilest Athene changed into a spider. 
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Nor the fine nets which oft we woven see ' 

Of scorched deaw, do not in th* aire more lightly flee, 

78 

Her snowy brest was bare to readie spoyle 

Of hungry eies, which n*ote therewith be fild, 

And yet through languour of her late sweet toyle, 

Few drops, more cleare than nectar, forth distild. 

That like pure orient perles adowne it trild. 

And her faire eyes sweet smyling in delight 
Moysten'd their fierie beanies, with which she thrild 
Fraile harts, yet quenched not — ^like starry light 
Which sparckling on the silent waves, does seeme more bright. 


79 

The young man sleeping by her seemd to bee 
Some goodly swayne of honorable place, 

That certes it great pittic was to see 
Him his nobilitie so foule deface; 

A sweet regard, and amiable grace, 

Mix^d with manly sternnesse did appeare 
Yet sleeping, in his well proportiond face. 

And on his tender lips the downy heare 

Did now but freshly spring, and silken blossomcs beare. 

80 I 

His warlike armes, the idle instruments 
Of sleeping praise, were hong upon ja tree. 

And his brave shield, full of old mpi|iments. 

Was fowly ra'st, that none the sig0e| might see; 

Ne for them, ne for honour car^^d heje, 

Ne ought, that did to his advaunccpjent tend, 

But in lewd loves, and wastfull luxi^ree, 

His dayes, his goods, his bodie he spend: 

O horrible enchantment, that him so did blendl 


81 

The noble elfe, and carefull palmer drew 

So nigh them, minding nought but lustfull game, 
That suddein forth they on them rusht, and threw 
A subtile net, which onely for the same 
The skilfull palmer formally did frame. 

So held them under fast, the whiles the rest 
Fled all away for feare of fowler shame. 


324. scorMd deaw: The suggested 
image is gossamer floating after the 
dew has dried. 

329. trild: trickled. 

345. moniments: illustrations re- 
cording deeds of valor. 


351. blend: blind. 

355-356. which . . . frame: which 
the skillful palmer express^ made only 
for that purpose (*'onely for the 
same”). 
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The faire enchauntresse, so unwares opprest, 

Tryde all her arts, and all her sleights, thence out to wrest. 

82 

And eke her lover strove, but all in vaine; 

For that same net so cunningly was wound. 

That neither guile, nor force might it distraine. 

They tooke them both, and both them strongly bound 
In captive bandes, which there they readie found: 165 

But her in chaines of adamant he tyde; 

For nothing else might kcepe her safe and sound; 

But Verdant (so he hight) he soone untyde, 

And counsell sage in steed thereof to him applyde. 

83 

But all those pleasant bowres and pallacc brave, 

Guyon broke down, with rigour pittilesse; 

Ne ought their goodly workmanship might save 
Them from the tempest of his wrathfulnessc; 

But that their blisse he turn'd to balefulncsse: 

Their groves he feld, their gardins did deface, 37s 

Their arbers spoyle, their cabinets suppresse, 

Their banket houses burne, their buildings race. 

And of the fairest late, now made the fowlest place. 

84 

Then led they her away, and eke that knight 
They with them led, both sorrowfiill and sad; jSo 

The way they came, the same rctourn'd they right, 

Till they arrived, where they lately had 

Charm'd those wild-beasts, that rag'd with furie mad. 

Which now awaking, fierce at them gan fly, 

As in their mistresse reskew, whom they lad; 38s 

But them the palmer soone did pacify. 

Then Guyon askt, what meant those beastes, which there did ly. 

85 

Said he, Tliese seeming beasts are men indeed, 

Whom this enchauntresse hath transformed thus, 

Whylome her lovers, which her lusts did feed, 190 

Now turned into figures hideous, 

According to their mindes like monstruous. 

Sad end (quoth he) of life intemperate. 

And mournefull meed of joyes delicious; 

But palmer, if it mote thee so aggrate, ig5 

Let them returned be unto their former state. 


360. 0 ut to wrest: struggle out 
363. distraine: pull off. 


376. cabinets: bowers. 

377. banket: banquet 
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86 

Streight way he with his vertuous staffe them strookc^ 

And streight of beasts they comely men became; 

Yet being men they did unmanly looke, 

And starM ghastly, some for inward shame, 40a 

And some for wrath, to see their captive dame; 

But one above the rest in speciall, 

That had an hog beene late, hight Grille by name, 

Repined greatly, and did him miscall 
Tliat had from hoggish forme him brought to naturalL 405 

87 

Said Guyon: See the mind of beastly man, 

That hath so soone forgot the excellence 
Of his creation, when he life began, 

That now he choosetli, with vile difference, 

To be a beast, and lacke intelligence. 410 

To whom the palmer thus: The donghill kind 
Delights in filth and foule incontinence; 

Let Grill be Grill, and have his hoggish mind, 

But let us hence depart, whilest wether serves and wind. 


MIGUEL DE CERVANTES 

(i547-i6i6) 

Don Quixote, Krt I* 

[“I Know Who I Am, and Who I May Be, If I Choose''] 

CHAPTER 1 

Which treats of the station in life tfUdf the pursuits of the famous 
gentleman, Don Quixote de la Mandha. 


In a village of La Mancha^ the name of which I have no desire 
to recall, there lived not so long ago one of those gentlemen who 
always have a lance in the rack, an ancient buckler, a skinny nag, 
and a greyhound for the chase, A stew with more beef than mutton 
in it, chopped meat for his evening meal, scraps for a Saturday, 
lentils on Friday, and a young pigeon as a special delicacy for Sum 
day, went to account for three-quarters of his income. The rest of it 
he laid out on a broadcloth greatcoat and velvet stockings for feast 

* From TH Ingenious Gentleman New York. Part 1 was published in 

Don Quixote de la Mancha by Miguel 1605; Part II, in 1615. 

de Cervantes Saavedra, translated by 1. Efforts at identifying the village 

Samuel Putnam. Copyright 1949 by have proved inconclusive; La Mancha is 

The Viking Press, Inc. Reprinted by a section of Spain south of Madrid, 
permission of The Viking Press, Inc., 
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days, with slippers to match, while the other days of the week he 
cut a figure in a suit of the finest homespun. Living with him were 
a housekeeper in her forties, a niece who was not yet twenty, and a 
lad of the field and market place who saddled his horse for him 
and wielded the pruning knife. 

This gentleman of ours was close on to fifty, of a robust constitu- 
tion but with little flesh on his bones and a face that was lean and 
gaunt. He was noted for his early rising, being very fond of the 
hunt. They will try to tell you that his surname was Quijada or 
Quesada — there is some difference of opinion among those who 
have written on the subject — but according to the most likely con- 
jectures we are to understand that it was really Quejana. But all 
this means very little so far as our story is concerned, providing that 
in the telling of it we do not depart one iota from the truth. 

You may know, then, that the aforesaid gentleman, on those 
occasions when he was at leisure, which was most of the year 
around, was in the habit of reading books of chivalry with such 
pleasure and devotion as to lead him almost wholly to forget the 
life of a hunter and even the administration of his estate. So great 
was his curiosity and infatuation in this regard that he even sold 
many acres of tillable land in order to be able to buy and read the 
books that he loved, and he would carry home with him as many of 
them as he could obtain. 

Of all those that he thus devoured none pleased him so well as 
the ones that had been composed by the famous Feliciano dc Silva,- 
whose lucid prose style and involved conceits were as precious to 
him as pearls; especially when he came to read those tales of love 
and amorous challenges that are to be met with in many places, 
such a passage as the following, for example: “The reason of the 
unreason that afflicts my reason, in such a manner weakens my rea- 
son that I with reason lament me of your comeliness.'' And he was 
similarly affected when his eyes fell upon such lines as these: 

. . the high Heaven of your divinity divinely fortifies you with 
the stars and renders you deserving of that desert your greatness 
doth deserve.” 

The poor fellow used to lie awake nights in an effort to dis- 
entangle the meaning and make sense out of passages such as these, 
although Aristotle himself would not have been able to under- 
stand them, even if he had been resurrected for that sole purpose. 
He was not at ease in his mind over those wounds that Don 
Belianis* gave and received; for no matter how great the surgeons 
who treated him, the poor fellow must have been left with his face 
and his entire body covered with marks and scars. Nevertheless, he 

2. a sixteenth-century author of 3. The allusion is to a romance by 
romances; the quotation which follows Jeronimo Femindez. 
is from his Don Florisel de Niquea. 
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was grateful to the author for closing the book with the promise 
of an interminable adventure to come; many a time he was tempted 
to take up his pen and literally finish the talc as had been promised, 
and he undoubtedly would have done so, and would have succeeded 
at it very well, if his thoughts had not been constantly occupied 
with other things of greater moment. 

He often talked it over with the village curate,* who was a 
learned® man, a graduate of Sigiienza, and they would hold long 
discussions as to who had been the better knight, Palmerin of Eng- 
land or Amadis of Gaul;® but Master Nicholas, the barber of the 
same village, was in the habit of saying that no one could come up 
to the Knight of Phoebus,^ and that if anyone could compare with 
him it was Don Galaor, brother of Amadis of Gaul, for Galaor was 
ready for anything — he was none of your finical knights, who went 
around whimpering as his brother did, and in point of valor he did 
not lag behind him. 

In short, our gentleman became so immersed in his reading that 
he spent whole nights from sundown to sunup and his days from 
dawn to dusk in poring over his books, until, finally, from so little 
sleeping and so much reading, his brain dried up and he went com- 
pletely out of his mind. He had filled his imagination with every- 
thing that he had read, with enchantments, knightly encounters, 
battles, challenges, wounds, with tales of love and its torments, and 
all sorts of impossible things, and as a, fesult had come to believe 
that all these fictitious happenings were ^prue; they were more real to 
him than anything else in the world. Hcjivould remark that the Cid 
Ruy Diaz had been a very good knigl^,ibut there was no compar- 
ison between him and the Knight of the| Flaming Sword, who with 
a single backward stroke had cut in hp|lf« two fierce and monstrous 
giants. He preferred Bernardo del CarpiQ, who at Roncesvalles had 
slain Roland despite the charm® the latter bore, availing himself 
of the stratagem which Hercules employed when he strangled 
Antaeus, the son of Earth, in his arms.® 

He had much good to say for Morgante^® who, though he be- 
longed to the haughty, overbearing race of giants, was of an affable 
disposition and well brought up. But, above all, he cherished an 
admiration for Rinaldo of Montalban,^^ especially as he beheld him 

4. parish priest. 8. the magic gift of invulnerability. 

5. ironical, for Sigiienza was the seat 9. The mythological Antaeus was in- 
of a minor and discredited university. vulnerable as long as he maintained 

6. heroes of two very famous roman* contact with his mother, Earth; Her* 

ces of chivalry. cules killed him while holding him 

7. or Knight of the Sun. Heroes of raised in his arms. 

romances customarily adopted em* 10. in Pulci’s Morgante maggiore, a 

blematic names and also changed comic-epic poem of the Italian Ren* 
them according to circumstances. See aissance. 

in the following paragraph the refer- 11. in Bojardo’s Roland in Love 

ence to the Knight of the Flaming {Orhndo innamoralo) and Ariosto's 

Sword. Roland Mad {Orlando jurhso), roman- 
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sallying forth from his castle to rob all those that crossed his path, 
or when he thought of him overseas stealing the image of Mo- 
hammed which, so the story has it, was all of gold. And he would 
have liked very well to have had his fill of kicking that traitor 
Galal6n,^2 ^ privilege for which he would have given his house- 
keeper with his niece thrown into the bargain. 

At last, when his wits were gone beyond repair, he came to con- 
ceive the strangest idea that ever occurred to any madman in this 
world. It now appeared to him fitting and necessary, in order to 
win a greater amount of honor for himself and serve his country at 
the same time, to become a knight-errant and roam the world on 
horseback, in a suit of armor, he would go in quest of adventures, 
by way of putting into practice all that he had read in his books; he 
would right every manner of wrong, placing himself in situations of 
the greatest peril such as would redound to the eternal glory of his 
name. As a reward for his valor and the might of his ann, the poor 
fellow could already see himself crowned Emperor of Trebizond at 
the very least; and so, carried away by the strange pleasure that he 
found in such thoughts as these, he at once set about putting his 
plan into effect 

The first thing he did was to burnish up some old pieces of 
armor, left him by his great-grandfather, which for ages had lain in 
a comer, moldering and forgotten. He polished and adjusted them 
as best he could, and then he noticed that one very important thing 
was lacking: there was no closed helmet, but only a morion, or 
visorless headpiece, with turned up brim of the kind foot soldiers 
wore. His ingenuity, however, enabled him to remedy this, and he 
proceeded to fashion out of cardboard a kind of half-helmet, which, 
when attached to the morion, gave the appearance of a whole one. 
Tme, when he went to sec if it was strong enough to withstand a 
good slashing blow, he was somewhat disappointed; for when he 
drew his sword and gave it a couple of thrusts, he succeeded only 
in undoing a whole week's labor. The ease with which he had 
hewed it to bits disturbed him no little, and he decided to make 
it over. Tliis time he placed a few strips of iron on the inside, and 
then, convinced that it was strong enough, refrained from putting 
it to any further test; instead, he adopted it then and there as the 
finest helmet ever made. 

After this, he went out to have a look at his nag; and although 
the animal had more cuartos, or cracks, in its hoof than there are 
quarten in a rca^* and more blemishes than Gonela's steed^* 

tic and comic-epic poems of the Italian 13. a coin (about five cents) ; a 
Renaissance. Rinaldo is Roland’s cousin. cuarto was one eighth of a real. 

13. Ganelon, the villain in the 14. Goncla Gonnella”) was a 

Charlemagne legend who betrayed the jester at the court of Ferrara, seat of 
French at Roncesvalles. the house of Este. 
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which tantum pellis et ossa it nonetheless looked to ita 

master like a far better horse than Alexander's Bucephalus or the 
Babieca of the Cid.^* He spent all of four days in trying to think 
up a name for his mount; for — ^so he told himself — seeing that it 
belonged to so famous and worthy a knight, there was no reason 
why it should not have a name of equal renown* 'Fhe kind of name 
he wanted was one that would at once indicate what the nag had 
been before it came to belong to a knight-errant and what its pres- 
ent status was; for it stood to reason that, when the master's worldly 
condition changed, his horse also ought to have a famous, high- 
sounding appellation, one suited to the new order of things and the 
new profession that it was to follow. 

After he in his memory and imagination had made up, struck 
out, and discarded many names, now adding to and now sub- 
tracting from the list, he finally hit upon “Rocinantc," a name that 
impressed him as being sonorous and at the same time indicative 
of what the steed had been when it was but a hack, whereas now 
it was nothing other than the first and foremost of all the hacks’^^ 
in the world. 

Having found a name for his horse that pleased his fancy, he 
then desired to do as much for himself, and this required another 
week, and by the end of that period he had made up his mind that 
he was henceforth to be known as Don Quixote, which, as has been 
stated, has led the authors of this veracious history to assume that 
his real name must undoubtedly hav^ been Quijada, and not 
Quesada as others would have it. But remembering that the valiant 
A^madis was not content to call himself tliat and nothing more, but 
added tlie name of his kingdom and fatherland that he might make 
it famous also, and thus came to take the name Amadis of Gaul, 
so our good knight chose to add his place of origin and become 
‘‘Don Quixote de la Mancha"'; for by this means, as he saw it, he 
was making very plain his lineage and was conferring honor upon 
his country by taking its name as his own. 

And so, having polished up his armor and made the morion over 
into a closed helmet, and having given himself and his horse a 
name, he naturally found but one thing lacking still: he must seek 
out a lady of whom he could become enamored; for a knight-errant 
without a lady-love was like a tree without leaves or fruit, a body 
without a soul. 

'‘If," he said to himself, “as a punishment for my sins or by a 
stroke of fortune I should come upon some giant hereabouts, a 
thing that very commonly happens to knights-errant, and if I should 
slay him in a hand-to-hand encounter or perhaps cut him in two, 

15. was so much skin and bones. the twelfth-century Poema del Cid, 

16. “the chief,” Ruy Diaz (see ref- 17. in Spanish, rocin, 
crence on p. 969), celebrated hero of 
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or, finally, if 1 should vanquish and subdue him, would it not be 
well to have someone to whom I may send bim as a present, in 
order that he, if he is living, may come in, fall upon his knees in 
front of my sweet lady, and say in a humble and submissive tone of 
voice, ‘I, lady, am the giant Caraculiambro, lord of the island 
Malindrania, who has been overcome in single combat by that 
knight who never can be praised enough, Don Quixote de la 
Mancha, the same who sent me to present myself before your 
Grace that your Highness may dispose of me as you see fit'?*' 

Oh, how our good knight reveled in this speech, and more than 
ever when he came to think of the name that he should give his 
lady! As the story goes, there was a very good-looking farm girl who 
lived near by, with whom he had once been smitten, although it is 
generally believed that she never knew or suspected it. Her name 
was Aldonza Lorenzo, and it seemed to him that she was the one 
upon whom he should bestow the title of mistress of his thoughts. 
For her he wished a name that should not be incongruous with his 
own and that would convey the suggestion of a princess or a great 
lady; and, accordingly, he resolved to call her '‘Dulcinea del To- 
boso,"' she being a native of that place. A musical name to his ears, 
out of the ordinary and significant, like the others he had chosen 
for himself and his appurtenances. 

CHAPTER 2 

Which treats of the first sally that the ingenious Don Quixote made 

from his native heath. 

Having, then, made all these preparations, he did not wish to 
lose any time in putting his plan into effect, for he could not but 
blame himself for what the world was losing by his delay, so many 
were the wrongs that were to be righted, the grievances to be re- 
dressed, the abuses to be done away with, and the duties to be per- 
formed. Accordingly, without informing anyone of his intention 
and without letting anyone see him, he set out one morning before 
daybreak on one of those very hot days in July. Donning all his 
armor, mounting Rocinante, adjusting his ill-contrived helmet, 
bracing his shield on his arm, and taking up his lance, he sallied 
forth by the back gate of his stable yard into the open countryside. 
It was with great contentment and joy that he saw how easily he 
had made a beginning toward the fulfillment of his desire. 

No sooner was he out on the plain, however, than a teniblc 
thought assailed him, one that all but caused him to abandon the 
enterprise he had undertaken. This occurred when he suddenly re- 
membered that he had never formally been dubbed a knight, and 
so, in accordance with the law of knighthood, was not permitted 



Don Quixote, Fart I • 97J 

to bear anus against one who had a right to that title. And even if 
he had been, as a novice knight he would have had to wear white 
armor, without any device on his shield, until he should have earned 
one by his exploits. These thoughts led him to waver in his pur- 
pose, but, madness prevailing over reason, he resolved to have him- 
self knighted by the first person he met, as many others had done 
if what he had read in those books that he had at home was true. 
And so far as white armor was concerned, he would scour his own 
the first chance that offered until it shone whiter than any ermine. 
With this he became more tranquil and continued on his way, 
letting his horse take whatever path it chose, for he believed that 
therein lay the very essence of adventures. 

And so we find our newly fledged adventurer jogging along and 
talking to himself. “Undoubtedly,"' he is saying, “in the days to 
come, when the true history of my famous deeds is published, the 
learned chronicler who records them, when he comes to describe my 
first sally so early in the morning, will put down something like 
this: ‘No sooner had the rubicund Apollo spread over the face of 
the broad and spacious earth the gilded filaments of his beauteous 
locks, and no sooner had the little singing birds of painted plumage 
greeted with their sweet and mellifluous harmony the coming of 
the Dawn, who, leaving the soft couch of her jealous spouse, now 
showed herself to mortals at all the doors and balconies of the 
horizon that bounds La Mancha — ^no sooner had this happened 
than the famous knight, Don Quixote la Mancha, forsaking his 
own downy bed and mounting his fairtolis steed, Rocinante, fared 
forth and began riding over the ancieiHt and famous Campo de 
Montiel." 

And this was the truth, for he was indeed riding over that stretch 
of plain. 

“O happy age and happy century," be went on, “in which my 
famous exploits shall be published, exploits worthy of being en- 
graved in bronze, sculptured in marble, and depicted in paintings 
for the benefit of posterity. O wise magician, whoever you be, to 
whom shall fall die task of chronicling diis extraordinary history of 
mine! I beg of you not to forget my good Rocinante, eternal com- 
panion of my wayfarings and my wanderings." 

Then, as though he really had been in love: “O Princess Dul- 
cinea, lady of this captive heart! Much wrong have you done me in 
thus sending me forth with your reproaches and sternly command- 
ing me not to appear in your beauteous presence. O kdy, deign to 
be mindful of this your subject who endures so many woes for the 
love of you." 

And so he went on, stringing together absurdities, all of a kind 

18. famous because it had been the scene of a battle in 1369. 
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that his books had taught him, imitating insofar as he was able the 
language of their authors. He rode slowly, and the sun came up so 
swiftly and with so much heat that it would have been sufficient to 
melt his brains if he had had any. He had been on the road almost 
the entire day without anything happening that is worthy of being 
•set down here; and he was on the verge of despair, for he wished to 
meet someone at once with whom he might try the valor of his 
good right arm. Certain authors say that his first adventure was 
that of Puerto Lapice, while others state that it was that of the 
windmills; but in this particular instance I am in a position to 
affirm what I have read in the annals of La Mancha; and that is to 
the effect that he went all that day until nightfall, when he and his 
hack found themselves tired to death and famished. Gazing all 
around him to sec if he could discover some castle or shepherd's 
hut where he might take shelter and attend to his pressing needs, 
he caught sight of an inn not far off the road along which they were 
traveling, and this to him was like a star guiding him not merely 
to the gates, but rather, let us say, to the palace of redemp- 
tion. Quickening his pace, he came up to it just as night was fall- 
ing. 

By chance there stood in the doorway two lasses of the sort 
known as ‘'of the district”; they were on their way to Seville in the 
company of some mule drivers who were spending the night in the 
inn. Now, everything that this adventurer of ours thought, saw, or 
imagined seemed to him to be directly out of one of the story- 
books he had read, and so, when he caught sight of the inn, it at 
once became a castle with its four turrets and its pinnacles of 
gleaming silver, not to speak of the drawbridge and moat and all 
the other things that are commonly supposed to go with a castle. 
As he rode up to it, he accordingly reined in Rocinantc and sat 
there waiting for a dwarf to appear upon the battlements and blow 
his trumpet by way of announcing the arrival of a knight. The 
dwarf, however, was slow in coming, and as Rocinante was anxious 
to reach the stable, Don Quixote drew up to the door of the 
hostelry and surveyed the two merry maidens, who to him were a 
pair of beauteous damsels or gracious ladies taking their ease at the 
castle gate. 

And then a swineherd came along, engaged in rounding up his 
drove of hogs — for, without any apology, that is what they were. 
He gave a blast on his horn to bring them together, and this at 
once became for Don Quixote just what he wished it to be: some 
dwarf who was heralding his coming; and so it was with a vast deal 
of satisfaction that he presented himself before the ladies in ques- 
tion, who, upon beholding a man in full armor like this, with lance 
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and buckler, were filled with fright and made as if to flee indoors. 
Realizing that they were afraid, Don Quixote raised his pasteboard 
visor and revealed his withered, dust-covered face. 

•'Do not flee, your Ladyships,'' he said to them in a courteous 
manner and gende voice. 'Tou need not fear that any wrong will 
be done you, for it is not in accordance with the order of knight- 
hood which I profess to wrong anyone, much less such highborn 
damsels as your appearance shows you to be." 

The girls looked at him, endeavoring to scan his face, which was 
half hidden by his ill-made visor. Never having heard women of 
their profession called damsels before, they were unable to restrain 
their laughter, at which Don Quixote took offense. 

'^Modesty," he observed, "well becomes those with the dower of 
beauty, and, moreover, laughter that has not good cause is a very 
foolish thing. But I do not say this to be discourteous or to hurt 
your feelings; my only desire is to serve you." 

The ladies did not understand what he was talking about, but 
felt more than ever like laughing at our knight's unprepossessing 
figure. This increased his annoyance, and there is no telling what 
would have happened if at that moment the innkeeper had not 
come out. He was very fat and very peaceably inclined; but upon 
lighting this grotesque personage clad in bits of armor that were 
quite as oddly matched as were his bridle, lance, buckler, and corse- 
let, mine host was not at all indisposed to join the lasses in their 
merriment. He was suspicious, however, of all this paraphernalia 
and decided that it would be better to keep a civil tongue in his 
head. 

"If, Sir Knight," he said, "your Gvsifk desires a lodging, aside 
from a bed — for there is none to be had in this inn — ^you will find 
all else that you may want in great abundance." 

When Don Quixote saw how humble the governor of the castle 
was — for he took the innkeeper and his inn to be no less than that 
— ^lic replied, "For me. Sir Castellan,^® anything will do, since 

Arms arc my only ornament, 

My only rest the fight, etc." 

The landlord thought that the knight had called him a castellan 
because he took him for one of those worthies of Castile, whereas 
the truth was, he was an Andalusian from the beach of Sanldcar, no 
less a thief than Cacus^o himself, and as full of tricks as a student 
or a page boy. 

19. The original, castellano, means ing the theft by having them walk 

both “castellan” and “Castilian.” backward into his cave, but was finally 

20. In Roman mythology he stole discovered and slain, 
some of ' the cattle of Hercules, conceal- 
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**ln that case/' he said, 1 ^ ' - / 

‘ ^'Your heci will he the solid rocl^ 

Your slccjp: tb Watch night. ' 

This being so^ you may be assured of finding beneath this roof 
enough to keep you awake for a whole year, to say nothing of a 
single night" 

With this, he went up to hold the stirrup for Don Quixote, who 
encountered much difficulty in dismounting, not having broken his 
fast all day long. The knight dien directed his host to take good 
care of his steed, as it was the best piece of horseflesh in all the 
world. The innkeeper looked it over, and it did not impress him as 
being half as good as Don Quixote had said it was. Having stabled 
the animal, he came back to see what his guest would have and 
found the latter being relieved of his armor by the damsels, who by 
now had made their peace with the new arrival. Tliey had already 
removed his breastplate and backpiec^ but had no idea how they 
were going to open his gorget or get his improvised helmet off. 
That piece of armor had been tied on with green ribbons which 
it would be necessary to cut, since the knots could not be undone, 
but he would not hear of this, and so spent all the rest of that night 
with his headpiece in place, which gave him the weirdest, most 
laughable appearance that could be imagined. 

Don Quixote fancied that these wenches who were assisting him 
must surely be the chatelaine and other ladies of the castle, and so 
proceeded to address them very gracefully and with much wit: 

“Never was knight so served 
By any noble dame 
As was Don Quixote 
When from his village he came, 

With damsels to wait on his every need 
While princesses cared for his hack . . . 

“By hack," he explained, “is meant my steed Rocinante, for that 
is his name, and mine is Don Quixote de la Mancha. I had no in- 
tention of revealing my identity until my exploits done in your 
service should have made me known to you; but the necessity of 
adapting to present circumstances that old ballad of Lancelot has 
led to your becoming acquainted with it prematurely. However, the 
time will come when your Ladyships shall command and I will 
obey and with the valor of my good right arm show you how eager 
I am to serve you." 

The young women were not used to listening to speeches like 
this and had not a word to say, but merely asked him if he desired 
to eat anything. 
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*^I coiild eat a bite of something, yes/* replied' Don Quixote. 
^'Indeed, I feel that a little food would go very nicely just now.” 

He thereupon learned that, since it was Friday, there was nothing 
to be had in all the inn except a few portions of codfish, which in 
Castile is called abadejo, in Andalusia bacdaOy in some places cur^ 
dillo, and elsewhere truchuella or small trout. Would his Grace, 
then, have some small trout, seeing that Was all there was that they 
could offer him? 

''If there are enough of them,” said Don Quixote, "they will take 
the place of a trout, for it is all one to me whether I am given in 
change eight reales or one piece of eight. What is more, those small 
trout may be like veal, which is better than beef, or like kid, which 
is better than goat. But however that may be, bring them on at 
once, for the weight and burden of amis is not to be borne without 
inner sustenance.'^ 

Placing the table at the door of the hostelry, in the open air, they 
brought the guest a portion of badly soaked and worse cooked cod- 
fish and a piece of bread as black and moldly as the suit of armor 
that he wore. It was a mirth-provoking sight to see him eat, for he 
still had his helmet on with his visor fastened, which made it im- 
possible for him to put anything into his mouth with his hands, 
and so it was necessary for one of the girls to feed him. As for giving 
him anything to drink, that would have ibeen out of the question if 
the innkeeper had not hollowed out a redd, placing one end in Don 
Quixote’s mouth while through the oth^r end he poured the wine. 
All this the knight bore very patiently father than have them cut 
the ribbons of his helmet. ^ 

At this point a geldcr of pigs approached the inn, announcing his 
arrival with four or five blasts on his fadrn, all of which confirmed 
Don Quixote in the belief that this wa» indeed a famous castle, for 
what was this if not music that they were playing for him? The 
fish was trout, the bread was of the finaest, the wenches were ladies, 
and the innkeeper was the castellan. He was convinced that he had 
been right in his resolve to sally forth and roam the world at large, 
but there was one thing that still distressed him greatly, and that 
was the fact that he had not as yet been dubbed a knight; as he saw 
it, he could not legitimately engage in any adventure until he had 
received the order of knighthood. 

CHAPTER 3 

Of the amusing manner in which Don Quixote had himself 

dubbed a knight. 

Wearied of his thoughts, Don Quixote lost no time over the 
scailty repast which the inn afforded him. When he had finished. 
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he summoned the landlord and, taking him out to the stable, closed 
the doors and fell on his knees in front of him. 

‘'Never, valiant knight,'' he said, “shall I arise from here until 
you have courteously granted me the boon I seek, one which will 
redound to your praise and to the good of the human race." 

Seeing his guest at his feet and hearing him utter such words as 
these, the innkeeper could only stare at him in bewilderment, not 
knowing what to say or do. It was in vain that he entreated him to 
rise, for Don Quixote refused to do so until his request had been 
granted. 

“I expected nothing less of your great magnificence, my lord," 
the latter then continued, “and so I may tell you that the boon I 
asked and which you have so generously conceded me is that to- 
morrow morning you dub me a knight. Until that time, in the 
chapel of this your castle, I will watch over niy armor, and when 
morning comes, as I have said, that which I so desire shall then be 
done, in order that I may lawfully go to the four corners of the 
earth in quest of adventures and to succor the needy, which is the 
chivalrous duty of all knights-errant such as I who long to engage 
in deeds of high emprise." 

The innkeeper, as we have said, was a sharp fellow. He already 
had a suspicion that his guest was not quite right in the head, and 
he was now convinced of it as he listened to such remarks as these. 
However, just for the sport of it, he determined to humor him; and 
so he went on to assure Don Quixote that he was fully justified in 
his request and that such a desire and purpose was only natural on 
the part of so distinguished a knight as his gallant bearing plainly 
showed him to be. 

He himself, the landlord added, when he was a young man, had 
followed the same honorable calling. He had gone tlirougli various 
parts of the world seeking adventures, among the places he had 
visited being the Perchelcs of Malaga, the Isles of Riaran, the Dis- 
trict of Seville, the Little Market Place of Segovia, the Olivera of 
Valencia, the Rondilla of Granada, the beach of Sanlucar, the Horse 
Fountain of Cordova, the Small Taverns of Toledo, and numerous 
other localities'^ where his nimble feet and light fingers had found 
much exercise. He had done many wrongs, cheated many widows, 
ruined many maidens, and swindled not a few minors until he had 
finally come to be known in almost all the courts and tribunals that 
are to be found in the whole of Spain. 

At last he had retired to his castle here, where he lived upon his 
own income and the property of others: and here it was that he 
received all knights-errant of whatever quality and condition, simply 


21. All tile places mentioned were reputed to be haunts of robbers and rogues. 
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out of the great affection that he bore them and that they might 
share with him their possessions in payment of his good will. Un- 
fortunately, in this castle there was no chapel where Don Quixote 
might keep watch over his arms, for the old chapel had been tom 
down to make way for a new one; but in case of necessity, he felt 
quite sure that such a vigil could be maintained anywhere, and for 
the present occasion the courtyard of the castle would do; and then 
in the morning, please God, the requisite ceremony could be per- 
formed and his guest be duly dubbed a knight, as much a knight as 
anyone ever was. 

He then inquired if Don Quixote had any money on his person, 
and the latter replied that he had not a cent, for in all the story- 
books he had never read of knights-errant carrying any. But the inn- 
keeper told him he was mistaken on this point: supposing the au- 
thors of those stories had not set down the faet in black and white, 
that was because they did not deem it necessary to speak of things 
as indispensable as money and a clean shirt, and one was not to 
assume for that reason that those knights-errant of whom the books 
were so full did not have any. He looked upon it as an absolute 
certainty that they all had well-stuffed purses, that they might be 
prepared for any emergency; and they also carried shirts and a little 
box of ointment for healing the wounds that they received. 

For when they had been wounded in combat on the plains and in 
desert places, there was not always someone at hand to treat them, 
unless they had some skilled enchanter foi a friend who then would 
succor them, bringing to them through air, upon a cloud, some 
damsel or dwarf bearing a vial of water of such virtue that one had 
but to taste a drop of it and at once his Wunds were healed and he 
was as sound as if he had never received any. 

But even if this was not the case, knights in times past saw to it 
that their squires were well provided with money and other neces- 
sities, such as lint and ointment for healing purposes; and if they 
had no squires — which happened very rarely — they themselves car- 
ried these objects in a pair of saddlebags very cleverly attached to 
their horses' croups in such a manner as to be scarcely noticeable, 
as if they held something of greater importance than that, for 
among the knights-errant saddlebags as a rule were not favored. 
Accordingly, he would advise the novice before him, and inasmuch 
as the latter was soon to be his godson, he might even command 
him, that henceforth he should not go without money and a supply 
of those things that have been mentioned, as he would find that 
they came in useful at a time when he least expected it. 

Don Quixote promised to follow his host’s advice punctiliously; 
and so it was arranged that he should watch his armor in a large 
barnyard at one side of the inn. He gathered up all the pieces. 
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placed them in a horse trough that stood near the well, and, bracing 
his shield on his arm, took up his lance and with stately demeanor 
began pacing up and down in front of the trough even as night was 
closing in. 

The innkeeper informed his other guests of what was going on, of 
Don Quixote’s vigil and his expectation of being dubbed a knight; 
and, marveling greatly at so extraordinary a variety of madness, they 
all went out to see for themselves and stood there watching from a 
distance. For a while the knight-to-be, with tranquil mien, would 
merely walk up and down; then, leaning on his lance, he would 
pause to survey his armor, gazing fixedly at it for a considerable 
length of time. As has been said, it was night now, but the bright- 
ness of the moon, which well might rival that of Him who lent it, 
was such that everything the novice knight did was plainly visible 
to all. 

At this point one of the mule drivers who were stopping at the 
inn came out to water his drove, and in order to do this it was nec- 
essary to remove the armor from the trough. 

As he saw the man approaching, Don Quixote cried out to him, 
^‘O bold knight, whoever you may be, who thus would dare to lay 
hands upon the accouterments of the most valiant man of arms 
that ever girded on a sword, look well what you do and desist if you 
do not wish to pay with your life for your insolence!” 

The muleteer gave no heed to these words — it would have been 
better for his own sake had he done so — ^but, taking it up by the 
straps, tossed the armor some distance from him. When he beheld 
this, Don Quixote rolled his eyes heavenward and with his thoughts 
apparently upon his Dulcinea exclaimed, “Succor, O lady mine, this 
vassal heart in this my first encounter; let not your favor and protec- 
tion fail me in the peril in which for the first time I now find my- 
self.” 

With these and other similar words, he loosed his buckler, 
grasped his lance in both his hands, and let the mule driver have 
sUch a blow on the head that the man fell to the ground stunned; 
and had it been followed by another one, he would have had no 
need of a surgeon to treat him. Having done this, Don Quixote 
gathered up his armor and resumed his pacing up and down with 
the same calm manner as before. Not long afterward, without know- 
ing what had happened — for the first muleteer was still lying there 
unconscious — another came out with the same intention of water- 
ing his mules, and he too was about to remove the armor from the 
trough when the knight, without saying a word or asking favor of 
anyone, onoe more adjusted his buckler and raised his lance, and if 
he did not break the second mule driver’s head to bits, he made 
more than three pieces of it by dividing it into quarters. At the 
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sound of the fracas everybody in the inn came running out, among 
them the innkeeper; whereupon Don Quixote again lifted his buck- 
ler and laid his hand on his sword. 

*'0 lady of beauty,” he said, ‘‘strength and vigor of this fainting 
heart of mine! Now is the time to turn the eyes of your greatness 
upon this captive knight of yours who must face so formidable an 
adventure.” 

By this time he had worked himself up to such a pitch of anger 
that if all the mule drivers in the world had attacked him he would 
not have taken one step backward. The comrades of the wounded 
men, seeing the plight those two were in, now began showering 
stones on Don Quixote, who shielded himself as best he could with 
his buckler, although he did not dare stir from the trough for fear 
of leaving his armor unprotected. The landlord, meanwhile, kept 
calling for them to stop, for he had told them that this was a mad- 
man who would be sure to go free even though he killed them all. 
The knight was shouting louder than ever, calling them knaves and 
traitors. As for the lord of the castle, who allowed knights-errant to 
be treated in this fashion, he was a lowborn villain, and if he, Don 
Quixote, had but received the order of knighthood, he would make 
him pay for his treachery. 

“As for you others, vile and filthy rabble, I take no account of 
you; you may stone me or come forward and attack me all you like; 
you shall see what the reward of your fcdly and insolence will be.” 

He spoke so vigorously and was so undaunted in bearing as to 
strike terror in those who would assail him; and for this reason, and 
owing also to the persuasions of the inliedpcr» they ceased stoning 
him. He then permitted them to carry away the wounded, and went 
back to watching his armor with the saui$e tranquil, unconcerned 
air that he had previously displayed. v* I 

The landlord was none too well pleaaed with these mad pranks 
on the part of his guest and determined to confer upon him that 
accursed order of knighthood before something else happened. 
Going up to him, he begged Don Quixote's pardon for the insolence 
which, without his knowledge, had been shown the knight by those 
of low degree. They, however, had been well punished for their 
impudence. As he had said, there was no chapel in this castle, but 
for that which remained to be done there was no need of any. Ac- 
cording to what he had read of the ceremonial of the order, there 
was nothing to this business of being dubbed a knight except a slap 
on the neck and one across the shoulder, and that could be per- 
formed in the middle of a field as well as anywhere else. All that 
was required was. for the knight-to-be to keep watch over his armor 
for a couple of hours, and Don Quixote had been at it more than 
four. The latter believed all this and annoi^njC^d that he was ready 
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to obey and get the matter over with as speedily as possible. Once 
dubbed a knight, if he were attacked one more time, he did not 
think that he would leave a single person in the castle alive, save 
such as he might command be spared, at the bidding of his host 
and out of respect to him. 

Thus warned, and fearful that it might occur, the castellan 
brought out the book in which he had jotted down the hay and 
barley for which the mule drivers owed him, and, accompanied by 
a lad bearing the butt of a candle and the two aforesaid damsels, 
he came up to where Don Quixote stood and commanded him to 
kneel. Reading from the account book — as if he had been saying a 
prayer — he raised his hand and, with the knight’s own sword, gave 
him a good thwack upon the neck and another lusty one upon the 
shoulder, muttering all the while between his teeth. He then di- 
rected one of the ladies to gird on Don Quixote’s sword, which she 
did with much gravity and composure; for it was all they could do 
to keep from laughing at every point of the ceremony, but the 
thought of the knight's prowess which they had already witnessed 
was sufficient to restrain their mirth. 

'*May God give your Grace much good fortune," said the worthy 
lady as she attached the blade, ‘'and prosper you in battle." 

Don Quixote thereupon inquired her name, for he desired to 
know to whom it was he was indebted for the favor he had just 
received, that he might share with her some of the honor which his 
strong right arm was sure to bring him. She replied very humbly 
that her name was Tolosa and that she was the daughter of a shoe- 
maker, a native of Toledo who lived in the stalls of Sancho 
Bienaya.22 Xo this the knight replied that she would do him a very 
great favor if from then on she would call herself Dona Tolosa, and 
she promised to do so. The other girl then helped him on with his 
spurs, and practically the same conversation was repeated. When 
asked her name, she stated that it was La Molinera and added that 
she was the daughter of a respectable miller of Antequera. Don 
Quixote likewise requested her to assume the “don" and become 
Dona Molinera and offered to render her further services and favors. 

These unheard-of ceremonies having been dispatched in great 
haste, Don Quixote could scarcely wait to be astride his horse and 
sally forth on his quest for adventures. Saddling and mounting 
Rocinante, he embraced his host, thanking him for the favor of 
having dubbed him a knight and saying such strange things that it 
would be quite impossible to record them here. The innkeeper, who 
was only too glad to be rid of him, answered with a speech that was 
no less flowery, though somewhat shorter, and he did not so much 
as ask him for the price of a lodging, so glad was he to see him go. 

12. an old square in Toledo. 
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CHAPTER 4 

Of what happened to our knight when he sallied forth from the 

inn. 

Day was dawning when Don Quixote left the inn, so well satis- 
fied with himself, so gay, so exhilarated, that the very girths of his 
steed all but burst with joy. But remembering the advice which his 
host had given him concerning the stock of necessary provisions 
that he should carry with him, especially money and shirts, he de- 
cided to turn back home and supply himself with whatever he 
needed, and with a squire as well; he had in mind a farmer who 
was a neighbor of his, a poor man and the father of a family but 
very well suited to fulfill the duties to squire to a man of arms. 
With this thought in mind he guided Rocinantc toward the village 
once more, and that animal, realizing that he was homeward bound, 
began stepping out at so lively a gait that it seemed as if his feet 
barely touched the ground. 

The knight had not gone far when from a hedge on his right 
hand he heard the sound of faint moans as of someone in distress. 

‘Thanks be to Heaven,'' he at once exclaimed, “for the favor it 
lias shown me by providing me so soon with an opportunity to 
fulfill the obligations that I owe to my profession, a chance to pluck 
the fruit of my worthy desires. Those, undoubtedly, are the cries 
of someone in distress, who stands in need of my favor and as- 
sistance." 

Turning Rocinante's head, he rode back to the place from which 
the cries appeared to be coming. Entering the wood, he had gone 
but a few paces when he saw a mare attached to an oak, while 
bound to another tree was a lad of fifteen or thereabouts, naked 
from the waist up. It was he who was uttering the cries, and not 
without reason, for there in front of him was a lusty farmer with a 
girdle who was giving him many lashes, each one accompanied by 
a reproof and a command, “Hold your tongue and keep your eyes 
open"; and the lad was saying, “I won't do it again, sir; by God's 
Passion, I won't do it again. I promise you that after this I'll take 
better care of the flock." 

When he saw what was going on, Don Quixote was very angry, 
“Discourteous knight," he said, “it ill becomes you to strike one 
who is powerless to defend himself. Mount your steed and take 
your lance in hand" — for there was a lance leaning against the oak 
to which the mare was tied — “and I will show you what a coward 
you are." 

The farmer, seeing before him this figure all clad in armor and 
brandishing a lance, decided that he was as good as done for. “Sir 
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Knight/' he said, speaking very mildly, ''this lad that I am punish- 
ing here is my servant; he tends a flock of sheep which I have in 
these parts and he is so careless that every day one of them shows 
up missing. And when I punish him for his carelessness or his 
roguery, he says it is just because I am a miser and do not want to 
pay him the wages that I owe him, but I swear to God and upon 
my soul that he lies." 

"It is you who lie, base lout," said Don Quixote, "and in my 
presence; and by the sun that gives us light, I am minded to run 
you through with this lance. Pay him and say no more about it, or 
else, by the God who rules us, I will make an end of you and an- 
nihilate you here and now. Release him at once.'' 

The farmer hung his head and without a word untied his servant. 
Don Quixote then asked the boy how much his master owed him. 
For nine months' work, the lad told him, at seven reales the month. 
The knight did a little reckoning and found that this came to sixty- 
three reales; whereupon he ordered the farmer to pay over the 
money immediately, as he valued his life. The cowardly bumpkin 
replied that, facing death as he was and by the oath that he had 
sworn — he had not sworn any oath as yet — it did not amount to 
as much as that; for there were three pairs of shoes which he had 
given the lad that were to be deducted and taken into account, and 
a real for two blood-lettings when his servant was ill. 

"That," said Don Quixote, "is all very well; but let the shoes and 
the blood-lettings go for the undeserved lashings which you have 
given him; if he has worn out the leather of the shoes that you paid 
for, you have taken the hide off his body, and if the barber^^ let a 
little blood for him when he was sick, you have done the same when 
he was well; and so far as that goes, he owes you nothing." 

"But the trouble is, Sir Knight, that I have no money with me. 
Come along home with me, Andres, and I will pay you real for 
real."** 

"I go home with him!" cried the lad. "Never in the world! No, 
sir, I would not even think of it; for once he has me alone he'll flay 
me like a St. Bartholomew." 

"He will do nothing of the sort," said Don Quixote. "It is suffi- 
cient for me to command, and he out of respect will obey. Since 
he has sworn to me by the order of knighthood which he has re- 
ceived, I shall let him go free and I will guarantee that you will be 
paid." 

"But look, your Grace," the lad remonstrated, "my master is no 
knight; he has never received any order of knighthood whatsoever. 
He is Juan Haldudo, a rich man and a resident of Quintanar." 

23. Barbers were also surgeons. 24. See footnote 13. 
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*^That makes little difference/^ declared Don Quixote, ''for there 
may well be knights among the Haldudos, all the more so in view 
of the fact that every man is the son of his works/’ 

"That is true enough,’' said Andr6s, "but this master of mine — 
of what works is he the son, seeing that he refuses me the pay for 
my sweat and labor?” 

"I do not refuse you, brother Andres,” said the farmer. "Do me 
the favor of coming with me, and I swear to you by all the orders 
of knighthood that there are in this world to pay you, as I have said, 
real for real, and perfumed at that.” 

"You can dispense with the perfume,” said Don Quixote; "just 
give him the reales and I shall be satisfied. And see to it that you 
keep your oath, or by the one that I myself have sworn I shall re- 
turn to seek you out and chastise you, and I shall find you though 
you be as well hidden as a lizard. In case you would like to know 
who it is that is giving you this command in order that you may 
feel the more obliged to comply with it, I may tell you that I am 
the valorous Don Quixote dc la Mancha, righter of wrongs and in- 
justices; and so, God be with you, and do not fail to do as you have 
promised, under that penalty that I have pronounced.” 

As he said this, he put spurs to Rodnante and was off. The 
farmer watched him go, and when he saw that Don Quixote was 
out of the wood and out of sight, he turned to his servant, Andres. 

"Come here, my son,” he said. "I want to pay you what I owe 
you as that righter of wrongs has commanded me.” 

"Take my word for it,” replied AndirAl, "your Grace would do 
wdl to observe the command of that goid knight — may he live a 
thousand years; for as he is valorous and la righteous judge, if you 
don’t pay me then, by Roque,*"’ he will Ootnc back and do just what 
he said!” 

"And I will give you my w'ord as w^ell/’ ^aid the farmer; "but see- 
ing that I am so fond of you, I wish to increase the debt, that I 
may owe you all the more.” And with this he seized the lad’s arm 
and bound him to the tree again and flogged him within an inch 
of his life, "There, Master Andres, you may call on that righter of 
wrongs if you like and you will see whether or not he rights this 
one. I do not think I have quite finished with you yet, for I have a 
good mind to flay you alive as you feared.” 

Finally, however, he unbound him and told him he might go 
look for that judge of his to carry out the sentence that had been 
pronounced. Andres left, rather down in the mouth, swearing that 
he would indeed go look for the brave Don Quixote de la Mancha; 
he would relate to him everything that had happened, point by 

25. The enrigin of the oath is unknown. 
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point, and the farmer would have to pay for it seven times over. 
But for all that, he went away weeping, and his master stood laugh- 
ing at him. 

Such was the manner in which the valorous knight righted this 
particular wrong. Don Quixote was quite content with the way 
everything had turned out; it seemed to him that he had made a 
very fortunate and noble beginning with his deeds of chivalry, and 
he was very well satisfied with himself as he jogged along in the 
direction of his native village, talking to himself in a low voice all 
the while. 

"‘Well may'st thou call thyself fortunate today, above all other 
women on earth, O fairest of the fair, Diilcinca del Toboso! Seeing 
that it has fallen to thy lot to hold subject and submissive to thine 
every wish and pleasure so valiant and renowned a knight as Don 
Quixote dc la Mancha is and shall be, who, as everyone knows, 
yesterday received the order of knighthood and this day has righted 
the greatest wrong and grievance that injustice ever conceived or 
cruelty ever perpetrated, by snatching the lash from the hand of the 
merciless foeman who was so unreasonably flogging that tender 
child.'^ 

At this point he came to a road that forked off in four directions, 
and at once be thought of those crossroads where knights-errant 
would pause to consider which path they should take. By way of 
imitating them, he halted there for a while; and when he had given 
the subject much thought, he slackened Rocinante's rein and let 
the hack follow its inclination. The animars first impulse was to 
make straight for its own stable. After they had gone a couple of 
miles or so Don Quixote caught sight of what appeared to be a 
great throng of people, who, as was afterward learned, were certain 
merchants of Toledo on their way to purchase silk at Murcia. There 
were six of them altogether with their sunshades, accompanied by 
four attendants on horseback and three mule drivers on foot. 

No sooner had he sighted them than Don Quixote imagined that 
he was on the brink of some fresh adventure. He was eager to imi- 
tate those passages at arms of which he had read in his books, and 
here, so it seemed to him, was one made to order. And so, with bold 
and knightly bearing, he settled himself firmly in the stirrups, 
couched his lance, covered himself with his shield, and took up a 
position in the middle of the road, where he paused to wait for 
those other knights-errant (for such he took them to be) to come 
up to him. When they were near enough to see and hear plainly, 
Don Quixote raised his voice and made a haughty gesture. 

“Let everyone,” he cried, “stand where he is, unless everyone will 
confess that there is not in all the world a more beauteous damsel 
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than the Empress of La Mancha, the peerless Dulcinea del To- 
boso/' 

Upon hearing these words and beholding the weird figure who 
uttered them, the merchants stopped short. From the knight's ap- 
pearance and his speech they knew at once that they had to deal 
with a madman; but they were curious to know what was meant by 
that confession that was demanded of them, and one of their num- 
ber who was somewhat of a jester and a very clever fellow raised 
his voice. 

‘‘Sir Knight," he said, “we do not know who this beauteous lady 
is of whom you speak. Show her to us, and if she is as beautiful as 
you say, then we will right willingly and without any compulsion 
confess the truth as you have asked of us." 

“If I were to show her to you," replied Don Quixote, ''what 
merit would there be in your confessing a truth so self-evident? Tlie 
important thing is for you, without seeing her, to believe, confess, 
affirm, swear, and defend that truth. Otherwise, monstrous and ar- 
rogant creatures that you are, you shall do battle with me. Come on, 
then, one by one, as the order of knighthood prescribes; or all of 
you together, if you will have it so, as is the sorry custom of those 
of your breed. Come on, and I will await you here, for I am con- 
fident that my cause is just." 

“Sir Knight," responded the merchant, "I beg your Grace, in the 
name of all tlic princes here present, in order that we may not have 
upon our consciences the burden of confessing a thing which we 
have never seen nor heard, and one, moreover, so prejudicial to the 
empresses and queens of Alcarria and Estremadura,-® that your 
Grace will show us some portrait of thisjfdy, even though it be no 
larger than a grain of wheat, for by thf thread one comes to the 
ball of yarn; and with this wc shall retrain satisfied and assured, 
and your Grace will likewise be content jand satisfied. The truth is, 
I believe that we arc already so much of your way of thinking that 
though it should show her to be blind of one eye and distilling 
vermilion and brimstone from the other, nevertheless, to please 
your Grace, we would say in her behalf all that you desire." 

“She distills nothing of the sort, infamous rabble!" shouted Don 
Quixote, for his wrath was kindling now. “I tell you, she docs not 
distill what you say at all, but amber and civet wrapped in cotton;-^ 
and she is neither one-eyed nor hunchbacked but straighter than a 
spindle that comes from Guadarrama. You shall pay for the great 
blasphemy which you have uttered against such a beauty as is my 
lady!" 

26. ironical, since both were known 27. a musky substance used as per< 
as particularly backward regions. fume, imported from Africa in cotton 

packings. 
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Saying this, he came on with lowered lance against the one who 
had spoken, charging with such wrath and fury that if fortune had 
not caused Rocinante to stumble and fall in mid^career, things 
would have gone badly with the merchant and he would have paid 
for his insolent gibe. As it was, Don Quixote went rolling over the 
plain for some little distance, and when he tried to get to his feet, 
found that he was unable to do so, being too encumbered with his 
lance, shield, spurs, helmet, and the weight of that ancient suit of 
armor. 

“Do not flee, cowardly ones,” he cried even as he struggled to 
rise. ''Stay, cravens, for it is not my fault but that of my steed that 
I am stretched out here.” 

One of the muleteers, who must have been an ill-natured lad, 
upon hearing the poor fallen knight speak so arrogantly, could not 
refrain from giving him an answer in the ribs. Going up to him, he 
took the knight's lance and broke it into bits, and then with a com- 
panion proceeded to belabor him so mercilessly that in spite of his 
armor they milled him like a hopper of wheat. The merchants called 
to them not to lay on so hard, saying that was enough and they 
should desist, but the mule driver, by this time had warmed up to 
the sport and would not stop until he had vented his wrath, and, 
snatching up the broken pieces of the lance, he began hurling them 
at the wretched victim as he lay there on the ground. And through 
all this tempest of sticks that rained upon him Don Quixote never 
once closed his mouth nor ceased threatening Heaven and earth 
and these ruffians, for such he took them to be, who were thus mis- 
handling him. 

Finally the lad grew tired, and the merchants went their way with 
a good story to tell about the poor fellow who had had such a 
cudgeling. Finding himself alone, the knight endeavored to see if 
he could rise; but if this was a feat that he could not accomplish 
when he was sound and whole, how was he to achieve it when he 
had been thrashed and pounded to a pulp? Yet nonetheless he con- 
sidered himself fortunate; for as he saw it, misfortunes such as this 
were common to knights-errant, and he put all the blame upon his 
horse; and if he was unable to rise, that was because his body was 
so bruised and battered all over. 

CHAPTER 5 

In which is continued the narrative of the misfortune that befell 

our knight 

Seeing, then, that he was indeed unable to stir, he decided to fall 
back upon a favorite remedy of his, which was to think of some 
passage or other in his books; and as it happened, the one that he 
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in his madness now recalled was the story of Baldwin and ihe 
Marquis of Mantua, when Carloto left the former wounded upon 
the inountainside,2« a tale that is known to children, not unknown 
to young men, celebrated and believed in by the old, and, for all 
of that, not any truer than the miracles of Mohammed. Moreover, 
it impressed him as being especially suited to the straits in which 
he found himself; and, accordingly, with a great show of feeling, he 
began rolling and tossing on the ground as he feebly gasped out the 
lines which the wounded knight of the wood is supposed to . have 
uttered: 


•'Where art thou, lady mine. 

That thou dost not grieve for my woe? 

Either thou art disloyal. 

Or my grief thou dost not know.^ 

He went on reciting the old ballad until he came to the following 
verses: 

•'O noble Marquis of Mantua, 

My uncle and liege lord true!'* 

He had reached this point when down the road came a farmer of 
the same village, a neighbor of his, who had been to the mill with 
a load of wheat. Seeing a man lying there stretched out like that, he 
went up to him and inquired who he was and what was the trouble 
that caused him to utter such mourntol complaints. Thinking that 
this must undoubtedly be his uncle, the Marquis of Mantua, Don 
Quixote did not answer but went on 'wfith his recitation of the bal- 
lad, giving an account of the Marqui'lmisfortunes and the amours 
of his wife and the emperor's son, exactly as the ballad has it. 

The farmer was astounded at heati»g all these absurdities, and 
after removing the knight's visor whikli' had been battered to pieces 
by the blows it had received, the good man bathed the victim's face, 
only to discover, once the dust was off, that he knew him very well. 

'‘Senor Quijana," he said (for such must have been Don Quixote's 
real name when he was in his right senses and before he had given 
up the life of a quiet country gentleman to become a knight-errant) , 
*'who is responsible for your Grace's being in such a plight as this?" 

But the knight merely went on with his ballad in response to all 
the questions asked of him. Perceiving that it was impossible to ob- 
tain any information from him, the farmer as best he could relieved 
him of his breastplate and backpiece to see if he had any wounds, 
but there was no blood and no mark of any sort. He then tried to 
lift him from the ground, and with a great deal of effort finally 

28. The allusion is to an old ballad loto) wounding Baldwin, nephew of the 
about Charlemagne's son Chariot (Car- Marquis of Mantua. 
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managed to get him astride the ass, which appeared to be the easier 
mount for him. Gathering up the armor, including even the splin- 
ters from the lance, he made a bundle and tied it on Rocinante's 
back, and, taking the horse by the reins and the ass by the halter, 
he started out for the village. He was worried in his mind at hearing 
all the foolish things that Don Quixote said, and that individual 
himself was far from being at ease. Unable by reason of his bruises 
and his soreness to sit upright on the donkey, our knight-errant 
kept sighing to Heaven, which led the farmer to ask him once more 
what it was that ailed him. 

It must have been the devil himself who caused him to remem- 
ber those tales that seemed to fit his own case; for at this point he 
forgot all about Baldwin and recalled Abindarraez, and how the 
governor of Antequera, Rodrigo dc Narvaez, had taken him prisoner 
and carried him off Captive to his castle. Accordingly, when the 
countryman turned to inquire how he was and what was troubling 
him, Don Quixote replied with the very same words and phrases 
that the captive Abindarraez used in answering Rodrigo, just as he 
had read in the story Diana of Jorge de Montemayor,^® where it is 
all written down, applying them very aptly to the present circum- 
stances as the farmer went along cursing his luck for having to listen 
to such a lot of nonsense. Realizing that his neighbor was quite 
mad, he made haste to reach the village that he might not have to 
be annoyed any longer by Don Quixote's tiresome harangue. 

**Sehor Don Rodrigo de Narvaez,” the knight was saying, “I may 
inform your Grace that this beautiful Jarifa of whom I speak is not 
the lovely Dulcinea del Toboso, in whose behalf I have done, am 
doing, and shall do the most famous deeds of chivalry that ever have 
been or will be seen in all the world.” 

‘'But, sir,” replied the farmer, “sinner that I am, cannot your 
Grace see that I am not Don Rodrigo de Narvaez nor the Marquis 
of Mantua, but Pedro Alonso, your neighbor? And your Grace is 
neither Baldwin nor Abindarraez but a respectable gentleman by 
tlie name of Senor Quijana.” 

“I know who I am,” said Don Quixote, “and who I may be, if 
I choose: not only those I have mentioned but all the Twelve Peers 
of France and the Nine Worthies'^^ as well; for the exploits of all 
of them together, or separately, cannot compare with mine.” 

With such talk as this they reached their destination just as night 
was falling; but the farmer decided to wait until it was a little darker 

29. The reference is to the tale of on) were warriors all equal in rank 

the love of Abindarrdez, a captive Moor, forming a sort of guard of honor around 

for the beautiful Jarifa (mentioned In Charlemagne. The Nine Worthies, in 

the following paragraph), contained In a tradition originating in France, wero 

the second edition of Diana, the pas- nine famous figures, three biblical, three 

toral romance by Jorge de Montemayor. classical, and three Christian (David, 

30. In the French medieval epics the Hector, Alexander, Charlemagne, and so 

Twdve Peers (Roland, Olivier, and so on). 
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in order that the badly battered gentleman might not be seen ar- 
riving in such a condition and mounted on an ass. When he thought 
the proper time had come, they entered the village and proceeded 
to Don Quixote's house, where they found everything in confusion. 
The curate and the barber were there, for they were great friends 
of the knight, and the housekeeper was speaking to them. 

“Sefior Licentiate Pero P^rez," she was saying, for that was the 
manner in which she addressed the curate, “what does your Grace 
think could have happened to my master? Three days now, and not 
a word of him, nor the hack, nor the buckler, nor the lance, nor the 
suit of armor. Ah, poor me! I am as certain as I am that I was born 
to die that it is those cursed books of chivalry he is always reading 
that have turned his head; for now that I recall, I have often heard 
him muttering to himself that he must become a knight-errant and 
go through the world in search of adventures. May such books as 
those be consigned to Satan and Barabbas,®^ for they have sent to 
perdition the finest mind in all La Mancha.” 

The niece was of the same opinion. “I may tell you, Senor Master 
Nicholas,” she said, for that was the barber's name, “that many 
times my uncle would sit reading those impious tales of misadven- 
ture for two whole days and nights at a stretch; and when he was 
through, he would toss the book aside, lay his hand on his sword, 
and begin slashing at the walls. When he was completely exhausted, 
he would tell us that he had just killed four giants as big as castle 
towers, while the sweat that poured off him was blood from the 
wounds that he had received in battle.^ He would then drink a big 
jug of cold water, after which he would be very calm and peaceful, 
saying that the water was the most precious liquid which the wise 
Esquife, a great magician and his frieiid, had brought to him. But 
I blame myself for everything. I shoiAi have advised your Worships 
of my uncle's nonsensical actions so that you could have done some- 
thing about it by burning those damnable books of his before things 
came to such a pass; for he has many that ought to be burned as if 
they were heretics.” 

“I agree with you,” said the curate, “and before tomorrow's sun 
has set there shall be a public auto de fe, and those works shall be 
condemned to the flames that they may not lead some other who 
reads them to follow the example of my good friend.” 

Don Quixote and the farmer overheard all this, and it was then 
that the latter came to understand the nature of his neighbor's 
affliction. 

“Open the door, your Worships,” the good man cried. “Open for 
Sir Baldwin and the Marquis of Mantua, who comes badly 

31. the thief whose release, rather Passover custom, was ready to have one 
than that of Jesus Christ, the crowd prisoner set free, 
requested when Pilate, conforming to 
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wounded, and for Senor Abindarraez the Moor whom the valiant 
Rodrigo de Narvdez, governor of Antequera, brings captive/' 

At the sound of his voice they all ran out, recognizing at once 
friend, master, and uncle, who as yet was unable to get down off 
the donkey's back. They all ran up to embrace him. 

‘‘Wait, all of you," said Don Quixote, “for I am sorely wounded 
through fault of my steed. Bear me to my couch and summon, if it 
be possible, the wise Urganda to treat and care for my wounds." 

“Therel" exclaimed the housekeeper. “Plague take it! Did not my 
heart tell me right as to which foot my master limped on? To bed 
with your Grace at once, and we will take care of you without send- 
ing for that Urganda of yours. A curse, I say, and a hundred other 
curses, on those books of chivalry that have brought your Grace to 
this." 

And so they carried him off to bed, but when they went to look 
for his wounds, they found none at all. He told them it was all the 
result of a great fall he had taken with Rocinante, his horse, while 
engaged in combating ten giants, the hugest and most insolent that 
were ever heard of in all the world. 

“Tut, tut," said the curate. “So there are giants in the dance 
now, are there? Then, by the sign of the cross, Til have them burned 
before nightfall tomorrow." 

They had a thousand questions to put to Don Quixote, but his 
only answer was that they should give him something to eat and let 
him sleep, for that was the most important thing of all; so they 
humored him in this. The curate then interrogated the farmer at 
great length concerning the conversation he had had with his neigh- 
bor. The peasant told him everything, all the absurd things their 
friend had said when he found him lying there and afterward on 
the way home, all of which made the licentiate more anxious than 
ever to do what he did the following day,®* when he summoned 
Master Nicholas and went with him to Don Quixote's house. 

[Fighting the Windmills] 

CHAPTER 7 

Of the second sally of our good knight, Don Quixote de la Mancha. 

. . . After that he remained at home very tranquilly for a couple 
of weeks, without giving sign of any desire to repeat his former mad- 
ness. During that time he had the most pleasant conversations with 
his two old friends, the curate and the barber, on the point he 
had raised to the effect that what the world needed most was 
knights-errant and a revival of chivalry. The curate would occasioaially 
contradict him and again would give in, for it was only by means 

32. What he and the barber did was to burn most of Don Quixote’s library. 
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of this artifice that he could carry on a conversation with him at 
all. 

In the meanwhile Don Quixote was bringing his powers of per- 
suasion to bear upon a farmer who lived near by, a good man — 
if this title may be applied to one who is poor — ^but with very few 
wits in his head. The short of it is, by pleas and promises, he got 
the hapless rustic to agree to ride forth with him and serve him as 
his squire. Among other things, Don Quixote told him that he 
ought to be more than willing to go, because no telling what ad- 
venture might occur which would win them an island, and then he 
(the farmer) would be left to be the governor of it. As a result 
of these and other similar assurances, Sancho Panza forsook his 
wife and children and consented to take upon himself the duties 
of squire to his neighbor. 

Next, Don Quixote set out to raise some money, and by selling 
this thing and pawning that and getting the worst of the bargain 
always, he finally scraped together a reasonable amount. He also 
asked a friend of his for the loan of a buckler and patched up his 
broken helmet as well as he could. He advised his squire, Sancho, 
of the day and hour when they were to take the road and told him 
to see to laying in a supply of those things that were most necessary, 
and, above all, not to forget the saddlebags. Sancho replied that he 
would see to all this and added that he i^as also thinking of taking 
along with him a very good ass that he had, as he was not much 
used to going on foot. i 

With regard to the ass, Don Quixote shad to do a little thinking, 
trying to recall if any knight-errant fhid ever had a squire thus 
asininely mounted. He could not think Ibf any, but nevertheless he 
decided to take Sancho with the intental^n of providing him with a 
nobler steed as soon as occasion offerefly he had but to appropriate 
the horse of the first discourteous knig^l he met. Having furnished 
himself with shirts and all the other things that the innkeeper had 
recommended, he and Panza rode forth one night unseen by any- 
one and without taking leave of wife and children, housekeeper 
or niece. They went so far that by the time morning came they 
were safe from discover}’ had a hunt been started for them. 

Mounted on his ass, Sancho Panza rode along like a patriarch, 
with saddlebags and flask, his mind set upon becoming governor 
of that island that his master had pronlised him. Don Quixote 
determined to take the same route and road over the Campo de 
Monticl that he had followed on his first jourhey; but he was not 
so uncomfortable this time, for it was early morning and the sun's 
rays fell upon them slantingly and accordingly did not tire them 
too much. 

''Look, Sir Knight-errant,'' said Sancho^ ''your Grace should not 
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forget that island you promised me; for no matter how big it is, 
ril be able to govern it right enough/' 

would have you know, friend Sancho Panza,'' replied Don 
Quixote, “that among the knights-errant of old it was a very com- 
mon custom to make their squires governors of the islands or the 
kingdoms that they won, and I am resolved that in my case so 
pleasing a usage shall not fall into desuetude. I even mean to go 
them one better; for they very often, perhaps most of the time, 
waited until their squires were old men who had had their fill of 
serving their masters during bad days and worse nights, whereupon 
they would give them the title of count, or marquis at most, of 
some valley or province more or less. But if you live and I live, it 
well may be that within a week I shall win some kingdom with 
others dependent upon it, and it will be the easiest thing in the 
world to crown you king of one of them. You need not marvel at 
this, for all sorts of unforeseen things happen to knights like me, 
and I may readily be able to give you even more than I have 
promised.” 

‘'In that case,” said Sancho Panza, “if by one of those miracles of 
which your Grace was speaking I should become king, I would 
certainly send for Juana Gutierrez, my old lady, to come and be 
my queen, and the young ones could be infantes.” 

“ITiere is no doubt about it,” Don Quixote assured him. 

“Well, I doubt it,” said Sancho, “for 1 think that even if God 
were to rain kingdoms upon the earth, no crown would sit well on 
the head of Mari Gutierrez, for I am telling you, sir, as a queen 
she is not worth two maravedis. She would do better as a countess, 
God help her.” 

“Leave everything to God, Sancho,” said Don Quixote, “and he 
will give you whatever is most fitting; but I trust you will not be 
so pusillanimous as to be content with anything less than the title of 
viceroy.” 

“'Fhat I will not,” said Sancho Panza, “especially seeing that I 
have in your Grace so illustrious a master who can give me all that 
is suitable to me and all that I can manage.” 

CHAPTER 8 

Of the good fortune which the valorous Don Quixote had in the 

terrifying and never-before-imagined adventure of the windmills, 

along with other events that deserve to be suitably recorded. 

At this point they caught sight of thirty or forty windmills which 
were standing on the plain there, and no sooner had Don Quixote 
laid eyes upon them than he turned to his squire and said, “Fortune 
33. Sancho’s wife; she is called Juana Gutierrez a few lines earlier. 
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IS guiding our affairs better than we could have wished; for you 
sec there before you, friend Sancho Panza, some thirty or more 
lawless giants with whom I mean to do battle. I shall deprive them 
of their lives, and with the spoils from this encounter we shall be- 
gin to enrich ourselves; for this is righteous warfare, and it is a 
great service to God to remove so accursed a breed from the face 
of the earth/' 

“What giants?" said Sancho Panza. 

“Those that you see there," replied his master, “those with the 
long arms some of which are as much as two leagues in length." 

“But look, your Grace, those are not giants but windmills, and 
what appear to be arms arc their wings which, when whirled in tlie 
breeze, cause the millstone to go." 

“It is plain to be seen," said Don Quixote, “that you have had 
little experience in this matter of adventures. If you are afraid, go 
off to one side and say your prayers while I am engaging them in 
ficree, unequal eombat." 

Saying this, he gave spurs to his steed Roeinante, without paying 
any heed to Sancho’s warning that these were truly windmills and 
not giants that he was riding forth to attack. Nor even when he was 
close upon them did he pereeive what they really were, but shouted 
at the top of his lungs, “Do not seek to flee, cowards and vile 
creatures that you are, for it is but a single knight with whom you 
have to deal!" 

At that moment a little wind came up and the big wings began 
turning. 

“Though you flourish as many arms as? did the giant Briareus,"^* 
said Don Quixote when he perceived this, “you still shall have to 
answer to me." , 

He thereupon commended himself wifli all his heart to his lady 
Dulcinca, beseeching her to succor him in this peril; and, being 
well covered with his shield and with hi^ lance at rest, he bore down 
upon them at a full gallop and fell upon the first mill that stood 
in his way, giving a thrust at the wing, which was whirling at such 
a sj?eed that his lance was broken into bits and both horse and 
horseman went rolling over the plain, very much battered indeed. 
Sancho upon his donkey came hurrying to his master's assistance 
as fast as he could, but when he reached the spot, the knight was 
unable to move, so great was the shock with which he and Roeinante 
had hit the ground. 

“God help usl" exclaimed Sancho, “did I not tell your Grace to 
look well, that those were nothing but windmills, a fact which no 
one could fail to see unless he had other mills of the same sort in his 
head?" 


34. mythological giant with a hundred arms. 
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' ""Bc 'qtifot, friend Sancho/’ said Don Quixote. '*Such arc the for- 
tunes of war, which more flian any other are subject to constant 
change. What is more, when I come to think of it, I am sure that 
this must be the work of that magician Frestdn, the one who robbed 
me of my study and my books, and who has thus changed the 
giants into windmills in order to deprive me of the glory of over- 
coming them, so great is the enmity that he bears me; but in the 
end his evil arts shall not prevail against this trusty sword of mine.'' 

“'May God's will be done,'' was Sancho Panza's response. And 
with the aid of his squire the knight was once more mounted on 
Rocinanlse; who stood there with one shoulder half out of joint. 
And so; speaking of the adventure that had just befallen them, they 
continued along the Puerto Lapice highway; for there, Don Quixote 
said, they could not fail to find many and varied adventures, this 
being a much traveled thoroughfare. . . . 

[Fighting the Sheep] 

CHAPTER 1 8 

In which is set fort the conversation that Sancho Panza had with 
his master, Don Quixote, along with other adventures deserving 
of record. 

. . . Don Quixote caught sight down the road of a large cloud 
of dust that was drawing nearer. 

'‘Tliis, O Sancho,'' he said, turning to his squire, ‘'is the day 
when you shall see the boon that fate has in store for me; this, I 
repeat, is the day when, as well as on any other, shall be displayed 
the valor of my good right arm. On this day I shall perform deeds 
that will be written down in the book of fame for all centuries to 
come. Do you see that dust cloud rising there, Sancho? That is 
the dust stirred up by a vast army marching in this direction and 
composed of many nations." 

'‘At that rate," said Sancho, "there must be two of them, for 
there is another one just like it on the other side." 

Don Quixote turned to look and saw that this was so. He was 
overjoyed by the thought that these were indeed two armies about 
to meet and clash in the middle of the broad plain; for at every 
hour and every moment his imagination was filled with battles, 
enchantments, nonsensical adventures, tales of love, amorous chal- 
lenges, and the like, such as he had read of in the books of chivalry, 
and every word he uttered, every thought that crossed his mind, 
every act be performed, had to do with such things as these. The 
dust clouds he had sighted were raised by two larges droves of sheep 

35. Don Quixote had promptly at- formed by the curate and the barber, to 
tributed the ruin of his library, per- magical intervention. 



Don Quixote, Part !! * 997 

coming along tiie toad m opposite directions, rtrhich bj; reason of 
tbe dust were not visible until they were close at hand, but Don 
Quixote insisted so earnestly that they were armies tliat Sancho 
cameito believe it. 

'‘Sir;” he said, ‘‘what are we to do?” 

‘‘What. are we to do?” echoed his master. “Favor and aid the 
weak and needy. I would inform you, Sancho, that the one coming 
toward us is led and commanded by the great emperor Alifanfardn, 
lord of the great isle of Trapobana. This other one at my back is that 
of his enemy, the king of the Garamantas, Pentapolin of the 
Rolled-up Sleeve, for he always goes into battle with his right arm 
bare.” 

“But why are they such enemies?” Sancho asked. 

“Because,” said Don Quixote, “this Alifanfardn is a terrible pagan 
and in love with Pentapolin’s daughter, who is a very beautiful and 
gracious lady and a Christian, for which reason her father does not 
wish to give her to the pagan king unless the latter first abjures 
the law of the false prophet, Mohammed, and adopts the faith that 
is Pentapolin’s own.” 

“Then, by my beard,” said Sancho, “if Pentapolin isn’t right, and 
I am going to aid him all I can.” 

“In that,” said Don Quixote, “you will only be doing your duty; 
for to engage in battles "of this sort you need not have been dubbed 
a knight.” 

“I can understand that,” said Sandic, “but where are we going 
to put this ass so that we will be certain of finding him after the 
fray is over? As for going into battle <» such a mount, 1 do not 
think that has been done up to now.’h j 

“That is true enough,” said Don Qn^ote. “What you had best 
do with him is to turn him loose and fun the risk of losing him; 
for after we emerge the victors we shfU have so many horses that 
even Rocinante will be in danger of being exchanged for another. 
But listen closely to what I am about to tell you, for I wish to give 
you an account of the principal knights that are accompanying these 
two armies; and in order that you may be the better able to see and 
take note of them, let us retire to that hillock over there which will 
afford us a very good view.” 

They then stationed themselves upon a slight elevation from 
which they would have been able to see very well the two droves 
of sheep that Don Quixote took to be, armies if it had not been for 
the blinding clouds of dust. In spite of this, however, the worthy 
gentleman contrived to behold in his imagination what he did 
not sec and what did not exist in reality. 

Raising his voice, he went on to explain, “That knight in the 
gilded armor that you see there, bearing upon his shield a crowned 
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lion crouched at the feet of a damsel, is the valiant Laurcalco,. lord 
of the Silver Bridge; the other with the golden flowers on his armor, 
and on his shield three crowns argent on an azure field, is the dread 
Micocolembo, grand duke of Quirocia. And that one on Micoco- 
lembo's right hand, with the limbs of a giant, is the ever undaunted 
Brandabarbarin de Boliche, lord of the three Arabias. He goes 
armored in a serpent's skin and has for shield a door which, so 
report has it, is one of those from the temple that Samson pulled 
down, that time when he avenged himself on his enemies with 
his own death. 

"'But turn your eyes in this direction, and you will behold at the 
head of the other army the ever victorious, never vanquished 
Timonel de Carcajona, prince of New Biscay, who comes with 
quartered arms — ^azure, vert, argent, and or — and who has upon 
his shield a cat or on a field tawny, with the inscription Miau, which 
is the beginning of his lady's name; for she, so it is said, is the 
peerless Miulina, daughter of Alfenqudn, duke of Algarve. And that 
one over there, who weights down and presses the loins of that 
powerful charger, in a suit of snow-white armor with a white shield 
that bears no device whatever — he is a novice knight of the French 
nation, called Pierres Papin, lord of the baronies of Utrique. As for 
him you see digging his iron spurs into the flanks of that fleet-footed 
zebra courser and whose arms are vairs azure, he is the mighty duke 
of Nervia, Espartafilardo of the Wood, who has for device upon his 
shield an asparagus plant with a motto in Castilian that sa>'s 
*Rastrea mi suerte* 

In this manner he went on naming any number of imaginary 
knights on either side, describing on the spur of the moment their 
arms, colors, devices, and mottoes; for he was completely carried 
away by his imagination and by this unheard-of madness that had 
laid hold of him. 

Without pausing, he went on, "This squadron in front of us is 
composed of men of various nations. There are those who drink 
the sweet waters of the famous Xanthus; woodsmen who tread the 
Massilian plain; those that sift the fine gold nuggets of Arabia Felix; 
those that are so fortunate as to dwell on the banks of the clear- 
running Tliermodon, famed for their coolness; those who in many 
and diverse ways drain the golden Pactolus; Numidians, whose word 
is never to be trusted; Persians, with their famous bows and arrows; 
Medes and Parthians, who fight as they flee; Scythians, as cruel as 
they are fair of skin; Ethiopians, with their pierced lips; and an 
infinite number of other nationalities whose visages I see and recog- 
nize although I cannot recall their names. 

36. probably a pun on rastrear: the Fortune’s track” or **My Fortune 
meaning of the motto may be either ”On creeps.” 
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•^n this other squadron come those that drink from the crystal 
currents of the olive-bearing Betis; those that smooth and polish 
their faces with the liquid of the ever rich and gilded Tagus; those 
that enjoy the beneficial waten of the divine Genii; those that roam 
the Tartessian plains with their abundant pasturage; those that 
disport themselves in the Elysian meadows of Jerez; the men of La 
Mancha, rich and crowned with golden ears of corn; others clad in 
iron garments, ancient relics of the Gothic race; those that bathe in 
the Pisuerga, noted for the mildness of its current; those that feed 
their herds in the wide-spreading pasture lands along the banks of the 
winding Guadiana, celebrated for its underground course;®^ those 
that shiver from the cold of the wooded Pyrenees or dwell amid the 
white peaks of the lofty Apennines — in short, all those whom Europe 
holds within its girth.^ 

So help me God! How many provinces, how many nations did 
he not mention by name, giving to each one with marvelous readiness 
its proper attributes; for he was wholly absorbed and filled to the 
brim with what he had read in those lying books of his! Sancho 
Panza hung on his words, saying nothing, merely turning his head 
from time to time to have a look at those knights and giants that 
his master was pointing out to him; but he was unable to discover 
any of them. 

'*Sir,” he said, '"may I go to the devil if I see a single man, giant, 
or knight of all those that your Grace is talking about. Who knows? 
Maybe it is another spell, like last night”®* 

'‘How can you say that?^^ replied Don Quixote. “Can you not hear 
the neighing of the horses, the sound of tfumpets, the roll of drums?'' 

“I hear nothing,” said Sancho, “except the bleating of sheep.” 

And this, of course, was the truth? for the flocks were drawing 
near. 

“Tlic trouble is, Sancho,” said Don Quixote, “you are so afraid 
that you cannot see or hear properl5^ for one of the effects of fear 
is to disturb the senses and cause things to appear other than what 
they are. If you arc so craven as all that, go off to one side and leave 
me alone, and I without your help will assure the victory to that side 
to which I lend my aid.” 

Saying this, he put spurs to Rocinante and, with his lance at rest, 
darted down the hillside like a flash of lightning. 

As he did so, Sancho called after him, “Come back, your Grace, 
Senor Don Quixote; I vow to God those are sheep that you arc 
charging. Come back! O wretched father that bore me! What mad- 
ness is this? Look you, there are no giants, nor knights, nor cats, 
nor shields either quartered or whole, nor vairs azure or bedeviled. 

37, The Guadiana does run under- 38. The inn where they had spent the 
ground part of the way through La previous night had been pronounced by 
Mancha. t^on Quixote an enchanted castle. 
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What is this you are doing, O sinner that I am in God's sight?*^ 

But all this did not cause Don Quixote to turn back. Instead, he 
rode on, crying out at the top of his voice, “Ho, knights, those of 
you who follow and fight under the banners of the valiant Pen- 
tapolin of the Rolled-up Sleeves; follow me, all of you, and you 
shall see how easily I give you revenge on your enemy, Alifanfar6n 
of Trapobana.” 

With these words he charged into the middle of the flock of 
sheep and began spearing at them with as much courage and bold* 
ness as if they had been his mortal enemies. The shepherds and 
herdsmen who were with the animals called to him to stop; but 
seeing it was no use, they unloosed their slings and saluted his ears 
with stones as big as your first. 

Don Quixote paid no attention to the missiles and, dashing about 
here and there, kept crying, “Where are you, haughty Alifanfardn? 
Come out to me; for here is a solitary knight who desires in single 
combat to test your strength and deprive you of your life, as a 
punishment for that which you have done to the valorous Pentapolin 
Garamanta.” 

At that instant a pebble from the brook struck him in the side 
and buried a couple of ribs in his body. Believing himself dead or 
badly wounded, and remembering his potion, he took out his vial, 
placed it to his mouth, and began to swallow the balm; but before 
he had had what he thought was enough, there came another al- 
mond, which struck him in the hand, crushing the tin vial and 
carrying away with it a couple of grinders from his mouth, as well 
as badly mashing two of his fingers. As a result of these blows the 
poor knight tumbled from his horse. Believing that they had killed 
him, the shepherds hastily collected their flock and, picking up the 
dead beasts, of which there were more than seven, they went off 
down the road without more ado. 

Sancho all this time was standing on the slope observing the insane 
things that his master was doing; and as he plucked savagely at 
his beard he cursed the hour and minute when luck had brought 
them together. But when he saw him lying there on the ground and 
perceived that the shepherds were gone, he went down the hill and 
came up to him, finding him in very bad shape though not un- 
conscious. 

“Didn't I tell you, Senor Don Quixote," he said, “that you should 
come back, that those were not armies you were charging but flocks 
of sheep?" 

“This," said Don Quixote, “is the work of that thieving magician, 
my enemy, who thus counterfeits things and causes them to dis- 
appear. You must know, Sancho, that it is very easy for them to 
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make us assume any appearance that they choose; and so it is that 
malign one who persecutes me, envious of the glory he saw me 
about to achieve in this battle, changed the squadrons of the foe 
into flocks of sheep. If you do not believe me, I beseech you on my 
life to do one thing for me, that you may be undeceived and 
discover for yourself that what I say is true. Mount your ass and 
follow them quietly, and when you have gone a short way from 
here, you will see them become their former selves once more; they 
will no longer be sheep but men exactly as I described them to you 
in the first place. But do not go now, for I need your kind assistance; 
come over here and have a look and tell me how many grinders are 
missing, for it feels as if I did not have a single one left.” 

l^*To Rig/it Wrongs and Come to the Aid 
of the WretM^] 

CHAPTER 22 

Of how Don Quixote freed many unfortunate ones who, much 

against their will, were being taken where they did not wish to go, 

Cid Hamete Benengcli, the Arabic and Manchegan®® author, in 
the course of this most grave, high-sounding, minute, delightful, 
and imaginative history,*® informs us that, following the remarks 
that were exchanged between Don Quixote de la Mancha and Sanebo 
Paiiza, his squire, . . . the knight looked up and saw coming 
toward them down the road which tbty were following a dozen 
or so men on foot, strung together by tfc^ir necks like beads on an 
iron chain and all of them wearing handcuffs. They were accom- 
panied by two men on horseback and t<W3fon foot, the former carry- 
ing wheel-lock muskets while the other ^|vfo were armed with swords 
and javelins. i 

"'That,” said Sancho as soon as he saw Ahem, “is a chain of galley 
slaves, people on their way to the galleyfe where by order of the king 
they arc forced to labor.” 

“What do you mean by "forced?” asked Don Quixote. ‘"Is it 
possible that the king uses force on anyone?” 

"T did not say that,” replied Sanclio. "‘What I did say was that 
these are folks who have been condemned for their crimes to forced 
labor in the galleys for his Majesty the King.” 

“The short of it is,” said the knight, “whichever way you put it, 
these people are being taken there by force and not of their own 
free will.” 

“That is the way it is,” said Sancho. 

39. of La Mancha. Cervantes pretends that he is taking his 

40. In the tradition of the romances, story from an earlier chronicle. 
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‘'Well, in that case,'^ said his master, “now is the time for me to 
fulfill the duties of my calling, which is to right wrongs and come 
to the aid of the wretched.” 

“But take note, your Grace,” said Sancho, “that justice, that is 
to say, the king himself, is not using any force upon, or doing any 
wrong to, people like these, but is merely punishing them for the 
crimes they have committed,” 

Tlie chain of galley slaves had come up to them by this time, 
whereupon Don Quixote very courteously requested the guards to 
inform him of the reason or reasons why they were conducting these 
people in such a manner as this. One of the men on horseback then 
replied that the men were prisoners who had been condemned by 
his Majesty to serve in the galleys, whither they were bound, and 
that was all there was to be said about it and all that he, Don 
Quixote, need know. 

“Nevertheless,” said the latter, “I should like to inquire of each 
one of them, individually, the cause of his misfortune.” And he went 
on speaking so very politely in an effort to persuade them to tell him 
what he wanted to know that the other mounted guard finally said, 
“Although we have here the record and certificate of sentence of 
each one of these wretches, we have not the time to get them out 
and read them to you; and so your Grace may come over and ask 
the prisoners themselves, and they will tell you if they choose, and 
you may be sure that they will, for these fellows take a delight in 
their knavish exploits and in boasting of them afterward.” 

With this permission, even though he would have done so if it 
had not been granted him, Don Quixote went up to the chain of 
prisoners and asked the first whom he encountered what sins had 
brought him to so sorry a plight. The man replied that it was for 
being a lover that he found himself in that line. 

'Tor that and nothing more?” said Don Quixote. “And do they, 
then, send lovers to the galleys? If so, I should have been rowing 
there long ago.” 

“But it was not the kind of love that your Grace has in mind,” 
the prisoner went on. “I loved a wash basket full of white linen so 
well and hugged it so tightly that, if they had not taken it away 
from me by foree, I would never of my own choice have let go of it 
to this very minute. I was caught in the act, there was no need to 
torture me, the case was soon disposed of, and they supplied me 
with a hundred lashes across the shoulders and, in addition, a three- 
year stretch in the gurapas, and that's all there is to tell.” 

“What are gurapas?** asked Don Quixote. 

**Gurapas are the galleys,” replied the prisoner. He was a lad of 
around twenty-four and stated that he was a native of Piedrahita. 

The knight then put the same question to a second man, who 
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appeared to be very downcast and melancholy and did not have a 
word to say. The first man answered for him. 

"‘This one, sir/' he said, “is going as a canary — mean, as a 
musician and singer."' 

“How is that?" Don Quixote wanted to know. “Do musicians and 
singers go to the galleys too?" 

“Yes, sir; and there is nothing worse than singing when you're 
in trouble.” 

''On the contrary,” said Don Quixote, "I have heard it said that 
he who sings frightens away his sorrows." 

“It is just the opposite,” said the prisoner; "for he who sings once 
weeps all his life long." 

“I do not understand,” said the knight. 

One of the guards then explained. “Sir Knight, with this non 
sancta*^ tribe, to sing when you're in trouble means to confess 
under torture. This singer was put to the torture and confessed his 
crime, which was that of being a cuatrero, or cattle thief, and as a 
result of his confession he was condemned to six years in the galleys 
in addition to two hundred lashes which he took on his shoulders; 
and so it is he is always downcast and moody, for the other thieves, 
those back where he came from and the ones here, mistreat, snub, 
ridicule, and despise him for having confessed and for not having 
had the courage to deny his guilt. They are in the habit of saying 
that the word no has the same number of letters as the word and 
that a culprit is in luck when his life or death depends on his own 
tongue and not that of witnesses or upon evidence; and, in my 
opinion, they are not very far wrong.” 

"And I,” said Don Quixote, "feel tht same way about it.” He 
then went on to a third prisoner and repeated his question. 

The fellow answered at once, quite tmconcernedly. 'Tm going to 
my ladies, the gurapas^ for five years, for the lack of five ducats." 

'‘I would gladly give twenty,” said Don Quixote, "to get you out 
of this." 

“That,” said the prisoner, “reminds me of the man in the middle 
of the ocean who has money and is dying of hunger because there 
is no place to buy what he needs. I say this for the reason that if 
I had had, at the right time, those twenty ducats your Grace is now 
offering me, I'd have greased the notary's quill and freshened up the 
attorney's wit with them, and I'd now be living in the middle of 
Zocodover Square in Toledo instead of being here on this highway 
coupled like a greyhound. But God is great; patience, and that's 
enough of it.” 

Don Quixote went on to a fourth prisoner, a venerable-looking 
old fellow with a white beard that fell over his bosom. When asked 

42. yes. 


41. unholy. 
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how he came to be there, this one began weeping and made no reply, 
but a fifth comrade spoke up in his behalf. 

*‘This worthy man/' he said, on his way to the galleys after 
having made the usual rounds clad in a robe of state and on horse-: 
back."*® 

*'That means, I take it,^' said Sancho, ‘Hhat he has been put to 
shame in public.'* 

‘That is it," said the prisoner, “and the offense for which he is 
being punished is that of having been an ear broker, or, better, a 
body broker. By that I mean to say, in short, that the gentleman 
is a pimp, and besides, he has his points as a sorcerer." 

“If that point had not been thrown in," said Don Quixote, “he 
would not deserve, for merely being a pimp, to have to row in the 
galleys, but rather should be the general and give orders there. For 
the office of pimp is not an indifferent one; it is a function to be 
performed by persons of discretion and is most necessary in a well- 
ordered state; it is a profession that should be followed only by 
the wellborn, and there should, moreover, be a superviser or ex- 
aminer as in the case of other offices, and the number of practitioners 
should be fixed by law as is done with brokers on the exchange. In 
that way many evils would be averted that arise when this office is 
filled and this calling practiced by stupid folk and those with little 
sense, such as silly women and pages oi mountebanks with few years 
and less experience to their credit, who, on the most pressing oc- 
casions, when it is necessary to use one's wits, let the crumbs freeze 
between their hand and their mouth** and do not know which is 
their right hand and which is the left. 

“I would go on and give reasons why it is fitting to choose care- 
fully those who are to fulfill so necessary a state function, but this 
is not the place for it. One of these days I will speak of the matter 
to someone who is able to do something about it. I will say here only 
that the pain I felt at seeing those white hairs and this venerable 
countenance in such a plight, and all for his having been a pimp, 
has been offset for me by the additional information you have 
given me, to the effect that he is a sorcerer as well; for I am con- 
vinced that there are no sorcerers in the world who can move and 
compel the will, as some simple-minded persons think, but that our 
will is free and no herb or charm can force it.*® All that certain 
foolish women and cunning tricksters do is to compound a few 
mixtures and poisons with which they deprive men of their senses 
while pretending that they have the power to make them loved, 

43. after having been flogged in pub- . charms and love potions though often 

lie, with all the ceremony that accom- elsewhere, in his own vision of himself 

panied that punishment. as a knight-errant, he accepts enchant- 

44. are too startled to act. ments and spells as part of his world 

45. Here Don Quixote despises of fantasy. 
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although, as I have just said, one cannot affect another's will in that 
manner.” 

‘"That is so,” said the worthy old man; ""but the truth is, sir, I am 
not guilty on the sorcery charge. As for being a pimp, that is some- 
thing I cannot deny. I never thought there was any harm in it, 
however, my only desire being that everyone should enjoy himself 
and live in peace and quiet, without any quarrels or troubles. But 
these good intentions on my part cannot prevent me from going 
where I do not want to go, to a place from which I do not expect 
to return; for my years are heavy upon me and an affection of the 
urine that I have will not give me a moment's rest.” 

With this, he began weeping once more, and Sancho was so 
touched by it that he took a four-real piece from his bosom and gave 
it to him as an act of charity. 

Don Quixote then went on and asked another what his offense 
was. The fellow answered him, not with less, but with much more, 
briskness than the preceding one had shown. 

‘"I am here,” he said, “for the reason that I carried a joke too far 
with a couple of cousins-german of mine and a couple of others who 
were not mine, and I ended by jesting with all of them to such an 
extent that the devil himself would never be able to straighten out 
the relationship. Tliey proved everything on me, there was no one 
to show me favor, I had no money, I came near swinging for it, they 
sentenced me to the galleys for six years, and I accepted the sentence 
as the punishment that was due me. I ant young yet, and if I live 
long enough, everything will come out |I1 right. If, Sir Knight, 
your Grace has anything with which to aAl these poor creatures that 
you see before you, God will reward ymirin Heaven, and we here 
on earth will make it a point to ask our prayers to grant 

you long life and good health, as long ailid as good as your amiable 
presence deserves.” 

This man was dressed as a student, and one of the guards told 
Don Quixote that he was a great talker and a very fine Latinist. 

Back of these came a man around thirty years of age and of very 
good appearance, except that when he looked at you his eyes were 
seen to be a little crossed. He was shackled in a different manner 
from the others, for he dragged behind a chain so huge that it was 
wrapped all around his body, with two rings at the throat, one of 
which was attached to the chain while the other was fastened to 
what is known as a keep-friend or friend's foot, from which two 
irons hung down to his waist, ending in handcuffs secured by a heavy 
padlock in such a manner that he could neither raise his hands to 
his mouth nor lower his head to reach his hands. 

When Don Quixote asked why this man was so much more 
heavily chained than the others, the guard replied that it was be- 
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cause he had more crimes against him than all the others put to- 
gether, and he was so bold and cunning that, even though they 
had him chained like this, they were by no means sure of him but 
feared that he might escape from them. 

“What crimes could he have committed, asked the knight, “if 
he has merited a punishment no greater than that of ‘being sent to 
the galleys?'' 

“He is being sent there for ten years," replied the guard, “and 
that is equivalent to civil death. I need tell you no more than that 
this good man is the famous Gin6s de Pasamonte, otherwise known 
as Gincsillo de Parapilla." 

“Senor Commissary,” spoke up the prisoner at this point, “go 
easy there and let us not be so free with names and surnames. My 
just name is Gin^s and not Ginesillo; and Pasamonte, not Parapilla 
as you make it out to be, is my family name. Let each one mind 
his own affairs and he will have his hands full." 

“Speak a little more respectfully, you big thief, you," said the 
commissary, “unless you want me to make you be quiet in a way 
you won't like." 

“Man goes as God pleases, that is plain to be seen," replied the 
galley slave, “but someday someone will know whether my name is 
Ginesillo de Parapilla or not." 

“But, you liar, isn't that what they call you?" 

“Yes," said Gin6s, “they do call me that; but I'll put a stop to it, 
or else I'll skin their you-know-what. And you, sir, if you have any- 
thing to give us, give it and may God go with you, for I am tired 
of all this prying into other people's lives. If you want to know 
anything about my life, know that I am Gines de Pasamonte whose 
life story has been written down by these fingers that you see here." 

“He speaks the truth," said the commissary, “for he has himself 
written his story, as big as you please, and has left the book in 
the prison, having pawned it for two hundred reales." 

“And I mean to redeem it," said Gines, “even if it costs me two 
hundred ducats." 

“Is it as good as that?" inquired Don Quixote. 

“It is so good," replied Gines, “that it will cast into the shade 
Lazarillo de Tormes^^ and all others of that sort that have been or 
will be written. What I would tell you is that it deals with facts, 
and facts so interesting and amusing that no lies could equal them." 

“And what is the title of the book?" asked Don Quixote. 

**The Life of Ginis de Pasamonte 

“Is it finished?" 

“How could it be finished," said Gin6s, “when my life is not 

46. a picaresque or rogue novel, published anonymously about the middle of the 
fifteenth century. 
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finished as yet? What I have written thus far is an account of what 
happened to me from the time I was bom up to the last time that 
they sent me to the galleys.** 

*Then you have been there before?" 

“In the service of God and the king I was there four years, and I 
know what the bisciut and the cowhide are like. I don*t mind going 
scry much, for there I will have a chance to finish my book. I still 
have many things to say, and in the Spanish galleys I shall have all 
the leisure that I need, though I don't need much, since I know by 
heart what it is I want to write/* 

“You seem to be a clever fellow," said Don Quixote. 

“And an unfortunate one/' said Gin6s; “for misfortunes always 
pursue men of genius." 

“They pursue rogues," said the commissary. 

“I have told you to go easy, Sehor Commissary," said Pasamonte, 
“for their Lordships did not give you that staff in order that you 
might mistreat us poor devils with it, but they intended that you 
should guide and conduct us in accordance with his Majesty's com- 
mand. Otherwise, by the life of — But enough. It may be that 
someday the stains made in the inn will come out in the wash. 
Meanwhile, let everyone hold his tongue, behave well, and speak 
better, and let us be on our way. We've had enough of this foolish- 
ness.** 

At this point the commissary raised his staff as if to let Pasamonte 
have it in answer to his threats, but Don Quixote placed himself 
between them and begged the officer not t to abuse the man; for it 
was not to be wondered at if one who had his hands so bound should 
be a trifle free with his tongue. With this^ he turned and addressed 
them all. 

“From all that you have told me, my, dearest brothers," he said, 
“one thing stands out clearly for me, and that is the fact that, even 
though it is a punishment for offenses which you have committed, 
the penalty you are about to pay is not greatly to your liking and 
you are going to the galleys very much against your own will and 
desire. It may be that the lack of spirit which one of you displayed 
under torture, the lack of money on the part of another, the lack 
of influential friends, or, finally, warped judgment on the part of 
the magistrate, was the thing that led to your downfall; and, as a 
result, justice was not done you. All of which presents itself to my 
mind in such a fashion that I am at this moment engaged in trying 
to persuade and even force myself to show you what the purpose 
was for which Heaven sent me into this world, why it was it led me 
to adopt the calling of knighthood which I profess and take the 
knightly vow to favor the needy and aid those who are oppressed 
by the powerful. 
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‘"However, knowing as I do that it is not the part of prudenOe to 
do by foul .means what can be accomplished by fair ones, I propose 
to ask these gentlemen, your guards, and the commissary to be so 
good as to unshackle you arid permit you to go in peace. There will 
be no dearth of others to serve his Majesty under more propitious 
circumstances; and it does not appear to me to be just to make slaves 
of those whom God created as free men. What is more, gentlemen 
of the guard, these poor fellows have committed no oflEense against 
you* Up there, each of us will have to answer for his own sins; for 
God in Heaven will not fail to punish the evil and reward the good; 
and it is not good for self-respecting men to be executioners of 
their fellow-nicn in something that does not concern them. And 
so, I ask this of you, gently and quietly, in order that, if you comply 
with my request, I shall have reason to thank you; and if you do 
not do so of your own accord, then this lance and this sword and 
the valor of my arm shall compel you to do it by force.” 

“A fine lot of foolishnessr* exclaimed the commissary. "'So he 
comes out at last with this nonsensel He would have us let the 
prisoners of the king go free, as if we had any authority to do so 
or he any right to command it! Be on your way, sir, at once; 
straighten that basin that you have on your head, and do not go 
looking for three feet on a cat.”^^ 

"Tou,” replied Don Quixote, ""are the cat and the rat and the 
rascal!"' And, saying this, he charged the commissary so quickly 
that the latter had no chance to defend himself but fell to the ground 
badly wounded by the lance blow. The other guards were astounded 
by this unexpected occurrence; but, recovering their self-possession, 
those on horseback drew their swords, those on foot leveled their 
javelins, and all bore down on Don Quixote, who stood waiting for 
them very calmly. Things undoubtedly would have gone badly for 
him if the galley slaves, seeing an opportunity to gain their freedom, 
had not succeeded in breaking the chain that linked them together. 
Such was the confusion that the guards, now running to fall upon 
the prisoners and now attacking Don Quixote, who in turn w'as 
attacking them, accomplished nothing that was of any use. 

Sancho for his part aided Gines de Pasamonte to free himself, 
and that individual was the first to drop his chains and leap out 
onto the field, where, attacking the fallen commissary, he took away 
that officer's sword and musket; and as he stood there, aiming first 
at one and then at another, though without firing, the plain was 
soon cleared of guards, for they had taken to their heels, fleeing at 
once Pasamonte's weapon and the stones which the galley slaves, 

47. looking for the impossible (“five feet” in the more usual form of the prov 
erb). 
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freed now, were hurling at them. Sancho, meanwhile, was very much 
disturbed over this unfortunate event, as he felt sure that the fugi- 
tives would report the matter to the Holy Brotherhood;^® which, to 
the ringing of the alarm bell, would come out to search for the guilty 
parties. He said as much to his master, telling him that they should 
leave at once and go into hiding in the near-by mountains. 

‘‘That is all very well,'' said Don Quixote, “but I know what had 
best be done now.*' He then summoned all the prisoners, who, 
running riot, had by this time despoiled the commissary of every- 
thing that he had, down to his skin, and as they gathered around 
to hear what he had to say, he addressed them as follows: 

“It is fitting that those who are wellborn should give thanks for 
the benefits they have received, and one of the sins with which God 
is most offended is that of ingratitude. I say this, gentlemen, for the 
reason that you have seen and had manifest proof of what you owe to 
me; and now that you are free of the yoke which I have removed 
from about your necks, it is my will and desire that you should set 
out and proceed to the city of El Toboso and there present your- 
selves before the lady Dulcinea del Toboso and say to her that her 
champion, the Knight of the Mournful Countenance, has sent you; 
and then you will relate to her, point by point, the whole of this 
famous adventure which has won you your longed-for freedom. Hav- 
ing done that, you may go where you like, and may good luck go 
with you." 

To this Ginds de Pasamonte replied ^ili behalf of all of them, ‘Tt 
is absolutely impossible, your Grace, oUtlliberator, for us to do what 
you have commanded. We cannot go ^IVn the highway all together 
but must separate and go singly, eadhHn his own direction, en- 
deavoring to hide ourselves in the bergj^efe of the earth in order not 
to be found by the Holy Brotherhood; ^wlllich undoubtedly will come 
out to search for us. What your Grac# Can do, and it is right that 
you should do so, is to change this service and toll that you require 
of us in connection with the lady DulcinCa del Toboso into a certain 
number of Credos and Hail Marys which we will say for your Grace's 
intention, as this is something that can be accomplished by day or 
night, fleeing or resting, in peace or in war. To imagine, on the 
other hand, that we are going to return to the fleshpots of Egypt, 
by which I mean, take up our chains again by setting out along the 
highway for El Toboso, is to believe that it is night now instead 
of ten o’clock in the morning and is to ask of us something that is 
the same as asking pears of the elm tree." 

“Then by all that's holy!" exclaimed Don Quixote, whose wrath 

48. a tribunal instituted by Ferdi- fifteenth century to punish highway 
nand and Isabella at the end of the robberies. 
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was now aroused, "you, Don Son of a Whore, Don Ginesillo dc 
Parapilla, or whatever your name is, you shall go alone, your tail 
between your legs and the whole chain on your back." 

Pasamonte, who was by no means a long-suffering individual, was 
by this time convinced that Don Quixote was not quite right in 
the head, seeing that he had been guilty of such a folly as that of 
desiring to free them; and so, when he heard himself insulted in this 
manner, he merely gave the wink to his companions and, going off to 
one side, began raining so many stones upon the knight that the 
latter was wholly unable to protect himself with his buckler, while 
poor Rocinante paid no more attention to the spur than if he had 
been made of brass. As for Sancho, he took refuge behind his donkey 
as a protection against the cloud and shower of rocks that was fall- 
ing on both of them, but Don Quixote was not able to shield himself 
so well, and there is no telling how many struck his body, with such 
force as to unhorse and bring him to the ground. 

No sooner had he fallen than the student was upon him. Seizing 
the basin from the knight’s head, he struck him three or four blows 
with it across the shoulders and banged it against the ground an 
equal number of times until it was fairly shattered to bits. They 
then stripped Don Quixote of the doublet which he wore over his 
armor, and would have taken his hose as well, if his greaves had not 
prevented them from doing so, and made off with Sancho’s great- 
coat, leaving him naked; after which, dividing the rest of the battle 
spoils amongst themselves, each of them went his own way, being 
a good deal more concerned with eluding the dreaded Holy Brother- 
hood than they were with burdening themselves with a chain or 
going to present themselves before the lady Dulcinca del Toboso. 

They were left alone now-— the ass and Rocinante, Sancho and 
Don Quixote: the ass, crestfallen and pensive, wagging its ears now 
and then, being under the impression that the hurricane of stones 
that had raged about them was not yet over; Rocinante, stretched 
alongside his master, for the hack also had been felled by a stone; 
Sancho, naked and fearful of the Holy Brotherhood; and Don 
Quixote, making wry faces at seeing himself so mishandled by those 
to whom he had done so much good. 
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Don Quixote, Part II 

["Pwt into a Book^] 

CHAPTER 3 

Of the laughable conversation that took place between Don Quixote, 
Sancho Panza, and the bachelor Sanson Carrasco. 


Don Quixote remained in a thoughtful mood as he waited for 
the bachelor Carrasco,^® from whom he hoped to hear the news as 
to how he had been put into a book, as Sancho had said. He could 
not bring himself to believe that any such history existed, since the 
blood of the enemies he had slain was not yet dry on the blade of 
his sword; and here they were trying to tell him that his high deeds 
of chivalry were already circulating in printed form. But, for that 
matter, he imagined that some sage, either friend or enemy, must 
have seen to the printing of them through the art of magic. If the 
chronicler was a friend, he must have undertaken the task in order 
to magnify and exalt Don Quixote's exploits above the most notable 
ones achieved by knights-errant of old. If an enemy, his purpose 
would have been to make them out as nothing at all, by debasing 
them below the meanest acts ever recorded of any mean squire, 
llie only thing was, the knight reflected, the exploits of squires 
never were set down in writing. If it was true that such a history 
existed, being about a knight-errant, then it must be eloquent and 
lofty in tone, a splendid and distinguished piece of work and 
veracious in its details. 

This consoled him somewhat, although he was a bit put out at the 
thought that the author was a Moor, if the appellation *‘Cid'' was to 
be taken as an indication,*® and from tlie Moors you could never 
hope for any word of truth, seeing that they are all of them cheats, 
forgers, and schemers. He feared lest his love should not have been 
treated with becoming modesty but rather in a way that would re- 
flect upon the virtue of his lady Dulcinea del Toboso. He hoped that 
his fidelity had been made clear, and the respect he had always 
shown her, and that something had been said as to how he had 
spurned queens, empresses, and damsels of every rank while keeping 
a rein upon those impulses that are natural to a man. He was still 


49. the bachelor of arts Sanson Car- 
rasco, an important new character who 
appears at the beginning of Part II 
and will play a considerable r61e in the 
story with his attempts at “curing” the 
Don (see our two final selections, “Last 
Duel” and “Homecoming and Death”). 
Just now he has been telling Sancho 
about a book relating the adventures 


of Don Quixote and his squire, by 
which the two have been made famous; 
the book is, of course, Don Quixote, 
Part I. 

50. The allusion is to Cid Hamete 
Benengeli (see footnote 40 and the 
corresponding passage in the text) ; the 
word cid, “chief,” is of Arabic deriva- 
tion. 
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wrapped up in these and many other similar thoughts when Sancho 
returned with Carrasco. 

Don Quixote received the bachelor very amiably. The latter, 
although his name was Sans6n, or Samson, was not very big so far 
as bodily size went, but he was a great joker, with a sallow complexion 
and a ready wit. He was going on twenty-four and had a round face, 
a snub nose, and a large mouth, all of which showed him to be of 
a mischievous disposition and fond of jests and witticisms. This be- 
came apparent when, as soon as he saw Don Quixote, he fell upon 
his knees and addressed the knight as follows: 

mighty Don Quixote de la Mancha, give me your hands; 
for by the habit of St. Peter that I wear^^i — though I have received 
but the first four orders — your Grace is one of the most famous 
knights-enant that ever have been or ever will be anywhere on this 
earth. Blessings upon Cid Hamete Benengeli who wrote down the 
history of your great achievements, and upon that curious-minded 
one who was at pains to have it translated from the Arabic into our 
Castilian vulgate for the universal entertainment of the people.'' 

Don Quixote bade him rise. 'Ts it true, then," he asked, '‘that 
there is a book about me and that it was some Moorish sage who 
composed it?" 

"By way of showing you how true it is," replied Sans6n, "I may 
tell you that it is my belief that there are in existence today more 
than twelve thousand copies of that history. If you do not believe 
me, you have but to make inquiries in Portugal, Barcelona, and 
Valencia, where editions have been brought out, and there is even 
a report to the effect that one edition was printed at Antwerp. 
In short, I feel certain that there will soon not be a nation that does 
not know it or a language into which it has not been translated." 

"One of the things," remarked Don Quixote, "that should give 
most satisfaction to a virtuous and eminent man is to see his good 
name spread abroad during his own lifetime, by means of the print- 
ing press, through translations into the languages of the various 
peoples. I have said ‘good name,' for if he has any other kind, his 
fate is worse than death." 

"If it is a matter of good name and good reputation," said the 
bachelor, "your Grace bears off the palm from all the knights-errant 
in the world; for the Moor in his tongue and the Christian in his 
have most vividly depicted your Grace's gallantry, your courage in 
facing dangers, your patience in adversity and suffering, whether 
the suffering be due to wounds or to misfortunes of another sort, 
and your virtue and continence in love, in connection with that 
platonic relationship that exists between your Grace and my lady 
Dona Dulcinea de! Toboso.'' 

SJ. the dress of one of the minor clerical orders. 
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At this point Sancho spoke up. “Never in my life,” he said, “have 
I heard my lady Dulcinea called 'Dona/ but only 'la Senora Dulcinea 
del Toboso'; so on that point, already, the history is wrong.” 

"That is not important/' said Carrasco. 

"No, certainly not,” Don Quixote agreed. "But tell me, Senor 
Bachelor, what adventures of mine as set down in this book have 
made the deepest impression?” 

"As to that,” the bachelor answered, "opinions differ, for it is a 
matter of individual taste. There arc some who arc very fond of the 
adventure of the windmills — those windmills which to your Grace 
appeared to be so many Briareuses and giants. Others like the episode 
at the fulling mill. One relishes the story of the two armies which 
took on the appearance of droves of sheep, while another fancies 
the tale of the dead man whom they were taking to Segovia for 
burial. One will assert that the freeing of the galley slaves is the 
best of all, and yet another will maintain that nothing can come 
up to the Benedictine giants and the encounter with the valiant 
Biscayan.” 

Again Sancho interrupted him. "Tell me, Senor Bachelor,” he 
said, "does the book say anything about the adventure with the 
Yanguesans, that time our good Rocinante took it into his head to 
go looking for tidbits in the sea?” 

'The sage,” replied Sans6n, "has left nothing in the inkwell. He 
has told everything and to the point, even to the capers which the 
worthy Sancho cut as they tossed him in, the blanket.” 

"I cut no capers in the blanket,” objected Sancho, "but I did in 
the air, and more than I liked.” I 

"I imagine,” said Don Quixote, "thjitf there is no history in the 
world, dealing with humankind, that doe$ hot have its ups and downs, 
and this is particularly true of those t}nit*havc to do with deeds of 
chivalry, for they can never be filled with happy incidents alone.” 

"Nevertheless,” the bachelor went dri, "there are some who have 
read the book who say that they would have been glad if the authors 
had forgotten a few of the innumerable cudgelings which Senor 
Don Quixote received in the course of his various encounters.” 

"But that is where the truth of the story comes in,” Sancho pro- 
tested. 

"For all of that,” observed Don Quixote^ "they might well have 
said nothing about them; for there is no need of recording those 
events that do not alter the veracity of the chronicle, when they 
tend only to lessen the reader's respect for the hero. You may be 
sure that Aeneas was not as pious as Vergil would have us believe, 
nor was Ulj^ses as wise as Homer depicts him.” 

"That is true enough,” replied Sans6n, "but it is one thing to 
write as a poet and another as a historian* The formesr may narrate 
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or sing of things not as they were but as they should have been; 
the latter must describe them not as they should have been but as 
they were, without adding to or detracting from the truth in any 
degree whatsoever/’ 

''Well/’ said Sancho, "if this Moorish gentleman is bent upon 
telling the truth, I have no doubt that among my master’s thrashings 
my own will be found; for they never took the measure of his Grace’s 
shoulders without measuring my whole body. But I don’t wonder at 
that; for as my master himself says, when there’s an ache in the 
head the members have to share it.” 

‘Tou are a sly fox, Sancho,” said Don Quixote. “My word, but 
you can remember things well enough when you choose to do so!” 

“Even if I wanted to forget the whacks they gave me,” Sancho 
answered him, “the welts on my ribs wouldn’t let me, for they are 
still fresh.” 

“Be quiet, Sancho,” his master admonished him, “and do not 
interrupt the bachelor. I beg him to go on and tell me what is said 
of me in this book.” 

"And what it says about me, too,” put in Sancho, "for I have 
heard that I am one of the main presonages in it — ” 

*TersonageSy not presonages, Sancho my friend,” said Sanson. 

“So we have another one who catches you up on everything you 
say,” was Sancho’s retort. ‘‘If we go on at this rate, we’ll never be 
through in a lifetime.” 

"May God put a curse on my life,” the bachelor told him, “if 
you are not the second most important person in the story; and 
there are some who would rather listen to you talk than to anyone 
else in the book. It is true, there are those who say that you are 
too gullible in believing it to be the truth that you could become 
the governor of that island that was offered you by Senor Don 
Quixote, here present.” 

"There is still sun on the top of the wall,” said Don Quixote, "and 
when Sancho is a little older, with the experience that the years 
bring, he will be wiser and better fitted to be a governor than he 
is at the present time.” 

"By God, master,” said Sancho, "the island that I couldn’t govern 
right now I’d never be able to govern if I lived to be as old as 
Methuselah. The trouble is, I don’t know where that island we are 
talking about is located; it is not due to any lack of noddle on my 
part.” 

"Leave it to God, Sancho,” was Don Quixote’s advice, “and 
everything will come out all right, perhaps even better than you 
think; for not a leaf on the tree stirs except by His will.” 

"Yes,” said Sans6n, "if it be God’s will, Sancho will not lack a 
thousand islands to govern, not to speak of one island alone.” 
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have seen governors around here/' said Sancho, ‘'that are not 
to be compared to the sole of my shoe, and yet they call them ‘your 
Lordship' and serve them on sflver plate.” 

“Those are not the same kind of governors,” Sanson informed 
him. “Their task is a good deal easier. The ones that govern islands 
must at least know grammar.” 

“I could make out well enough with the gram*' replied Sancho, 
“but with the mar I want nothing to do, for I don't understand it 
at all. But leaving this business of the governorship in God's hands 
— ^for He will send me wherever I can best serve Him — I will tell 
you, Senor Bachelor Sanson Carrasco, that I am very much pleased 
that the author of the history should have spoken of me in such a 
way as does not offend me; for, upon the word of a faithful squire, if 
he had said anything about me that was not becoming to an old 
Christian, the deaf would have heard of it.” 

“That would be to work miracles,” said Sans6n. 

“Miracles or no miracles,” was the answer, “let everyone take care 
as to what he says or writes about people and not be setting down the 
first thing that pops into his head.” 

“One of the faults that is found with the book,” continued the 
bachelor, “is that the author has inserted in it a story entitled The 
One Who Was Too Curious for Ilis Own Good, It is not that the 
story in itself is a bad one or badly written; it is simply that it is out 
of place there, having nothing to do with the story of his Grace, 
Senor Don Quixote.”®- 

“I will bet you,” said Sancho, “that th^ son of a dog has mixed 
the cabbages with the baskets.”®^ i 

“And I will say right now,” declared Don Quixote, “that the 
author of this book was not a sage but some ignorant prattler who at 
haphazard and without any method set about the writing of it, 
being content to let things turn out as they might. In the same 
manner, Orbaneja,®^ the painter of Ubeda, when asked what he 
was painting would reply, ‘Whatever it turns out to be.' Sometimes 
it would be a cock, in which case he would have to write alongside 
it, in Gothic letters, ‘This is a cock.' And so it must be with my 
story, which will need a commentary to make it understandable.” 

“No,” replied Sanson, “that it will not; for it is so clearly written 
that none can fail to understand it. Little children leaf through it, 
young people read it, adults appreciate it, and the aged sing its 
praises. In short, it is so thumbed and read and so well known to 
persons of every walk in life that no sooner do folks see some skinny 

S2. The story, a tragic talc about a S3, has jumbled together things of 
jealousy-ridden husband, occupies sev- different kinds. 

eral chapters of Part I. Here, as 54. This painter is known only 
elsewhere in this chapter, Cervantes through the present allusion in Don 
echoes criticism currently aimed at his Quixote. 
book. 
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nag than they at once cry> There goes Rodnante!^ Those that Tike 
it best of all are the pages; for there is no lord's antechamber where 
a Don Quixote is not to be found. If one lays it down, another will 
pick it up; one will pounce upon it, and another will beg for it. It 
affords the pleasantest and least harmful reading of any book that 
has been published up to now. In the whole of it there is not to be 
found an indecent word or a thought that is other than Catholic.” 

‘To write in any other manner/' observed Don Quixote, “would 
be to write lies and not the truth. Those historians who make use 
of falsehoods ought to be burned like the makers of counterfeit 
money. I do not know what could have led the author to introduce 
stories and episodes that are foreign to the subject matter when he 
had so much to write about in describing my adventures. He must 
undoubtedly, have been inspired by the old saying, ‘With straw or 
with hay . . For, in truth, all he had to do was to record my 
thoughts, my sighs, my tears, my lofty purposes, and my under- 
takings, and he would have had a volume bigger or at least as big 
as that which the works of El Tostado®® would make. To sum the 
matter up, Senor Bachelor, it is my opinion that, in composing 
histories or books of any sort, a great deal of judgment and ripe 
understanding is called for. To say and write witty and amusing 
things is the mark of great genius. The cleverest character in a 
comedy is the clown, since he who would make himself out to be 
a simpleton cannot be one. History is a near-sacred thing, for it 
must be true, and where the truth is, there is God. And yet there arc 
those who compose books and toss them out into the world as if 
they were no more than fritters." 

“There is no book so bad," opined the bachelor, “that there is 
not some good in it." 

“Doubtless that is so," replied Don Quixote, “but it very often 
happens that those who have won in advance a great and well- 
deserved reputation for their writings, lose it in whole or in part 
when they give their works to the printer." 

“The reason for it," said Sans6n, “is that, printed works being 
read at leisure, their faults are the more readily apparent, and the 
greater the reputation of the author the more closely are they 
scrutinized. Men famous for their genius, great poets, illustrious 
historians, are almost always envied by those who take a special 
delight in criticizing the writings of others without having produced 
anything of their own." 

“That is not to be wondered at," said Don Quixote, “for there 
are many theologians who are not good enough for the pulpit but 

55. The proverb concludes either “the 56. Alonso de Madrigal, bishop of 
mattress is filled'’ or fill my belly.” Avila, a prolific author of devotional 

works. 
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who are very good indeed when it comes to detecting the faults or 
excesses of those who preach/^ 

^'All of this is very true, Scnor Don Quixote,*' replied Carrasco, 
‘Tjut, all the same, I could wish that these self-appointed censors 
were a bit more forbearing and less hypercritical; I wish they would 
pay a little less attention to the spots on the bright sun of the work 
that occasions their fault-finding. For if aliquando boms dormitat 
Homerus,^^ let them consider how much of his time he spent awake, 
shedding the light of his genius with a minimum of shade. It well 
may be that what to them seems a flaw is but one of those moles 
which sometimes add to the beauty of a face. In any event, I insist 
that he who has a book printed runs a very great risk, inasmuch as 
it is an utter impossibility to write it in such a manner that it will 
please all who read it." 

‘•This book about me must have pleased very few," remarked 
Don Quixote. 

‘‘Quite the contrary," said Sans6n, “for just as stultorum infinitus 
e$t numerus,^^ so the number of those who have enjoyed this his- 
tory is likewise infinite. Some, to be sure, have complained of the 
author's forgetfulness, seeing that he neglected to make it plain 
who the thief was who stole Sancho's gray;®*^ for it is not stated there, 
but merely implied, that the ass was stolen; and, a little further on, 
we find the knight mounted on the same beast, although it has not 
made its reappearance in the story. Thejr also say that the author 
forgot to tell us what Sancho did with thejse hundred crowns that he 
found in the valise on the Sierra Morena;^s nothing more is said of 
them and there arc many who would ISfcd to know how he disposed 
of the money or how he spent it. This i|^ one of the serious omis- 
sions to be found in the work." 

To this Sancho replied, “I, Senor SSli^n, do not feel like giving 
any account or accounting just now; for 1 feci a little weak in my 
stomach, and if I don't do something about it by taking a few 
swigs of the old stuff, I’ll be sitting on St. Lucy's thorn.®® I have 
some of it at home, and my old woman is waiting for me. After I've 
had my dinner, I'll come back and answer any questions your Grace 
or anybody else wants to ask me, whether it's about the loss of the 
ass or the spending of the hundred erdwns." 

And without waiting for a reply or saying another word, he went 
on home. Don Quixote urged the bachelor to stay and take potluck 
with him, and Sans6n accepted the invitation and remained. In 
addition to the knight's ordinary fare, they had a couple of pigeons, 
and at table their talk was of chivalry and feats of arms. 

57. *‘Good Homer sometimes nods (Ecclesiasticus 1:15.) 

too.” (Horace, Art of Poetry ^ 1. 359.) 59. in Part I, Chapter 23. 

58. 'Infinite is the number of fools.” 60. I shall be weak and exhausted. 
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[**For I Well Know the Meaning of Valor**] 

CHAPTER 17 

Wherein Don Quixote^s unimaginable courage reaches its highest 

point, together with the adventure of the lions and its happy 

ending. 

The history relates that, when Don Quixote ealled to Saneho to 
bring him his helmet,®^ the squire was busy buying some eurds from 
the shepherds and, flustered by his master’s great haste, did not 
know what to do with them or how to earry them. Having already 
paid for the curds, he did not care to lose them, and so he decided 
to put them into the headpiece, and, acting upon this happy in- 
spiration, he returned to see what was wanted of him. 

“Give me that helmet,” said the knight; “for either I know little 
about adventures or here is one where I am going to need my 
armor.” 

Upon hearing this, the gentleman in the green-colored greatcoat®^ 
looked around in all directions but could see nothing except the 
cart that was approaching them, decked out with two or three flags 
which indicated that the vehicle in question must be conveying his 
Majesty’s property. He remarked as much to Don Quixote, but the 
latter paid no attention, for he was always convinced that whatever 
happened to him meant adventures and more adventures. 

“Forewarned is forearmed,” he said. “I lose nothing by being 
prepared, knowing as I do that I have enemies both visible and 
invisible and cannot tell when or where or in what form they will 
attack me.” 

Turning to Saneho, he asked for his helmet again, and as there 
was no time to shake out the curds, the squire had to hand it to 
him as it was. Don Quixote took it and, without noticing what was 
in it, hastily clapped it on his head; and forthwith, as a result of the 
pressure on the curds, the whey began running down all over his 
face and beard, at which he was very much startled. 

“What is this, Saneho?” he cried. “I think my head must be 
softening or my brains melting, or else I am sweating from head to 
foot. If sweat it be, I assure you it is not from fear, though I can 
well believe that the adventure which now awaits me is a terrible 
one indeed. Give me something with which to wipe my face, if you 
have anything, for this perspiration is so abundant that it blinds 
me. 

Saneho said nothing but gave him a cloth and at the same time 

61 . Don Quixote has been deep in some shepherds, 
talk with '‘a prudent gentleman of La 62 . Don Diego de Miranda, whom 
Mancha” met on the road, Don Diego Don Quixote later dubs the Knight of 
de Miranda. Saneho has left the two for the Green-colored Greatcoat. 

1 moment to go and buy milk from 
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gave thanks to God that his master had not discovered what the 
trouble was. Don Quixote wiped his face and then took off his 
helmet to see what it was that made his head feel so cool. Catching 
sight of that watery white mass, he lifted it to his nose and 
smelled it. 

‘‘By the life of my lady Dulcinea del Toboso!’' he exclaimed. 
“Those arc curds that you have put there, you treacherous, brazen, 
ill-manncrcd squire!'' 

To this Sancho replied, very calmly and with a straight face, “If 
they are curds, give them to me, your Grace, so that I can eat them. 
But no, let the devil cat them, for he must be the one who did it. 
Do you think I would be so bold as to soil your Grace’s helmet? 
Upon my word, master, by the understanding that God has given 
me, I, too, must have enchanters who are persecuting me as your 
Grace's creature and one of his members, and they are the ones 
who put that filthy mess there to make you lose your patience and 
your temper and cause you to whack my ribs as you are in the habit 
of doing. Well, this time, I must say, they have missed the mark; 
for I trust my master's good sense to tell him that I have neither 
curds nor milk nor anything of the kind, and if I did have, I'd put 
it in my stomach and not in that helmet." 

“That may very well be," said Don Quixote. 

Don Diego was observing all this and was more astonished than 
c\'cr, cspcciallv when, after he had wiped his head, face, beard, and 
helmet, Don Quixote once more donned the piece of armor and, 
settling himself in the stirrups, proceeded *o adjust his sword and 
fix his lance. 

“Come what may, here I stand, ready to take on Satan himself 
in person!" shouted the knight. 

The cart with the flags had come up to them by this time, accom- 
panied only by a driver riding one of the mules and a man seated 
up in front. 

“Where arc you going, brothers?" Don Quixote called out as he 
placed himself in the path of the cart. “What conveyance is this, 
what do you carry in it, and what is the meaning of those flags?" 

“The cart is mine," replied the driver, “and in it are two fierce 
lions in cages which the governor of Oran is sending to court as a 
present for his Majesty. The flags arc those of our lord the King, as 
a sign that his property goes here." 

“And are the lions large?" inquired Don Quixote. 

It was the man sitting at the door of the cage who answered him. 
“The largest," he said, “that ever were sent from Africa to Spain. 
I am the lionkeeper and I have brought back others, but never any 
like these. They are male and female. The male is in this first cage, 
the female in the one behind. They are hungry right now, for they 
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have had nothing to cat today; and so we'd be obliged if your Grace 
would get out of the way, for we must hasten on to the place where 
we are to feed them." 

“Lion whelps against me?" said Don Quixote with a slight smile. 
“Lion whelps against me? And at such an hour? Then, by God, 
those gentlemen who sent them shall see whether I am the man to 
be frightened by lions. Get down, my good fellow, and since you 
are the lionkceper, open the cages and turn those beasts out for me; 
and in the middle of this plain I will teach them who Don Quixote 
dc la Manclia is, notwithstanding and in spite of the enchanters who 
are responsible for their being here." 

“So," said the gentleman to himself as he heard this, “our 
worthy knight has revealed himself. It must indeed be true that the 
curds have softened his skull and mellowed his brains." 

At this point Sancho approached him. “For God's sake, sir," he 
said, “do something to keep my master from fighting those lions. For 
if he does, they're going to tear us all to bits." 

“Is your master, then, so insane," the gentleman asked, “that 
you fear and believe he means to tackle those fierce animals?" 

“It is not that he is insane," replied Sancho, “but, rather, fool- 
hardy." 

“Very well," said the gentleman, “I will put a stop to it." And 
going up to Don Quixote, who was still urging the lionkeeper to 
open the cages, he"" said, “Sir Knight, knights-errant should under- 
take only those adventures that afford some hope of a successful 
outcome, not those that arc utterly hopeless to begin with; for 
valor when it turns to temerity has in it more of madness than of 
bravery. Moreover, these lions have no thought of attacking your 
Grace but arc a present to his Majesty, and it would not be well to 
detain them or interfere with their journey." 

“My dear sir," answered Don Quixote, “you had best go mind 
your tame partridge and that bold ferret of yours and let each one 
attend to his own business. This is my affair, and I know whether 
these gentlemen, the lions, have come to attack me or not." He 
then turned to the lionkeeper. “I swear, Sir Rascal, if you do not 
open those cages at once. I'll pin you to the cart with this lance!" 

Perceiving how determined the armed phantom was, the driver 
now spoke up. “Good sir," he said, “will your Grace please be so 
kind as to let me unhitch the mules and take them to a safe place 
before you turn those lions loose? For if they kill them for me, I am 
ruined for life, since the mules and cart are all the property I own." 

“O man of little faith!" said Don Quixote. “Get down and un- 
hitch your mules if you like, but you will soon see that it was quite 
unnecessary and that you might have spared yourself the trouble." 

The driver did so, in great haste, as the lionkeeper began shout- 
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want you all to witness that I am being compelled against my 
will to open the cages and turn the lions out, and I further warn 
this gentleman that he will be responsible for all the harm and 
damage the beasts may do, plus my wages and my fees. You other 
gentlemen take cover before I open the doors; I am sure they will 
not do any harm to me.'' 

Once more Don Diego sought to persuade his companion not to 
commit such an act of madness, as it was tempting God to under' 
take anything so foolish as that; but Don Quixote's only answer was 
that he knew what he was doing. And when the gentleman in green 
insisted that he was sure the knight was laboring under a delusion 
and ought to consider the matter well, the latter cut him short. 

''Well, then, sir," he said, “if your Grace docs not care to be a 
spectator at what you believe is going to turn out to be a tragedy, 
all you have to do is to spur your flea-bitten marc and seek safety." 

Hearing this, Sancho with tears in his eyes again begged him to 
give up the undertaking, in comparison with which the adventure 
of the windmills and the dreadful one at the fulling mills — indeed, 
all the exploits his master had ever in the course of his life under- 
taken — were but bread and cakes. 

“Look, sir," Sancho went on, “there is no enchantment here 
nor anything of the sort. Through the bars and chinks of that cage 
I have seen a real lion’s claw, and judging by the size of it, the lion 
that it belongs to is bigger than a mountain." 

“Fear, at any rate," said Don Quhsole, “will make him look 
bigger to you than half the world. RetiiSp, Sancho, and leave me, 
and if 1 die here, you know our ancient pact: you are to repair to 
Duleinea — 1 say no more." , 

To this he added other remarks thnt jtook away any hope they 
had that he might not go through with^his insane plan. The gentle- 
man in the grcen-colorcd greatcoat was of a mind to resist him but 
saw that he was no match for the knight in the matter of arms. 
Then, too, it did not seem to him the part of wisdom to fight it out 
with a madman; for Don Quixote now impressed him as being quite 
mad in every way. Accordingly, while the knight was repeating his 
threats to the lionkccper, Don Diego spurred his marc, Sancho his 
gray, and the driver his mules, all of them seeking to put as great 
a distance as possible between themselves and the cart before the 
lions broke loose. 

Sancho already was bewailing his master's death, which he was 
convinced was bound to come from the lions’ claws, and at the 
same time he cursed his fate and called it an unlucky hour in which 
he had taken it into his head to serve such a one. But despite his 
tears and lamentations, he did not leave off thrashing his gray in 
an effort to leave the cart behind them. Wlicn the lionkccper saw 
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that those who had fled were a good distance away, he once more 
entreated and warned Don Quixote as he had warned and entreated 
him before, but the answer he received was that he might save his 
breath as it would do him no good and he had best hurry and 
obey. In the space of time that it took the keeper to open the first 
cage, Don Quixote considered the question as to whether it would 
be well to give battle on foot or on horseback. He finally decided 
that he would do better on foot, as he feared that Rocinantc would 
become frightened at sight of tlie lions; and so, leaping down from 
his horse, he fixed his lancc, braced his buckler, and drew his sword, 
and then advanced with marvelous daring and great resoluteness 
until he stood directly in front of the cart, meanwhile commending 
himself to God with all his heart and then to his lady Dulcinea. 

Upon reaching this point, the reader should know, the author of 
our veracious history indulges in the following exclamatory passage: 

*'0 great-souled Don Quixote de la Mancha, thou whose courage 
is beyond all praise, mirror wherein all the valiant of the world may 
behold themselves, a new and second Don Manuel de Le6n,*® once 
the glory and the honor of Spanish knighthood! With what words 
shall I relate thy terrifying exploit, how render it credible to the 
ages that are to come? Wliat eulogies do not belong to thee of 
right, even though they consist of hyperbole piled upon hyperbole? 
On foot and singlehandcd, intrepid and with greathearted valor, 
armed but with a sword, and not one of the keen-edged Little 
Dog®* make, and with a shield that was not of gleaming and pol- 
ished steel, thou didst stand and wait for the two fiercest lions that 
ever the African forests bred! Thy deeds shall be thy praise, O 
valorous Manchegan; I leave them to speak for tliee, since words 
fail me with which to extol them." 

Here the author leaves off his exclamations and resumes the 
thread of the story. 

Seeing Don Quixote posed there before him and perceiving that, 
unless he wished to incur the bold knight's indignation there was 
nothing for him to do but release the male lion, the keeper now 
opened the first cage, and it could be seen at once how extraor- 
dinarily big and horribly ugly the beast was. The first thing the 
recumbent animal did was to turn round, put out a claw, and 
stretch himself all over. Then he opened his mouth and yawned 
very slowly, after which he put out a tongue that was nearly two 
palms in length and with it licked the dust out of his eyes and 
washed his face. Having done this, he stuck his head outside the 
cage and gazed about him in all directions. His eyes were now like 

S3. Don Manuel Ponce de Le6n, a liabella. 
paragon ol gallantry and courtesy, be- 64. the trademark of a famous ar- 
longing to the time of Ferdinand and merer of Toledo and Saragossa. 
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live coals and his appearance and demeanor were such as to strike 
terror in temerity itself. But Don Quixote merely stared at him 
attentively, waiting for him to descend from the cart so that they 
could come to grips, for the knight was determined to hack the 
brute to pieces, such was the extent of his unheard-of madness. 

The lion, however, proved to be courteous rather than arrogant 
and was in no mood for childish bravado. After having gazed first 
in one direction and then in another, as has been said, he turned his 
back and presented his hind parts to Don Quixote and then very 
calmly and peaceably lay down and stretched himself out once 
more in his cage. At this, Don Quixote ordered the keeper to stir 
him up with a stick in order to irritate him and drive him out 
‘That I will not do,” the keeper replied, “for if I stir him, I wiD 
be the first one he will tear to bits. Be satisfied with what you have 
already accomplished, Sir Knight, which leaves nothing more to be 
said on the score of valor, and do not go tempting your fortune a 
second time. The door was open and the lion could have gone out 
if he had chosen; since he has not done so up to now, that means 
he will stay where he is all day long. Your Grace's stoutheartedness 
has been well established; for no brave fighter, as I see it, is obliged 
to do more than challenge his enemy and wait for him in the field; 
his adversaiy, if he docs not come, is the one who is disgraced and 
the one who awaits him gains the crown of victory.” 

“That is the truth,” said Don Quixote. “Shut the door, my friend, 
and bear me witness as best you can with regard to what you have 
seen me do here. I would have you certify: that you opened the door 
for the lion, that I waited for him and he did not come out, that 
I continued to wait and still he stayed there, and finally went back 
and lay down. I am under no further bbligation. Away with en- 
chantments, and God uphold the right, the truth, and true chiv- 
alry! So close the door, as I have told you, while I signal to the 
fugitives in order that they who were Hot present may hear of this 
exploit from your lips.” 

The keeper did as he was commanded, and Don Quixote, taking 
the cloth with which he had dried his face after the rain of curds, 
fastened it to the point of his lance and began summoning the 
runaways, who, all in a body with the gentleman in green bringing 
up the rear, were still fleeing and turning around to look back at 
every step. Sancho was the first to see the white cloth. 

“May they slay me,” he said, “if my master hasn't conquered 
those fierce beasts, for he's calling to us.” 

They all stopped and made sure that the one who was doing the 
signaling was indeed Don Quixote, and then, losing some of their 
fear, they little by little made their way back to a point where they 
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could distinctly hear what the knight was saying. At last they re- 
turned to the cart, and as they drew near Don Quixote spoke to the 
driver. 

“You may come back, brother, hitch your mules, and continue 
your journey. And you, Sancho, may give each of them two gold 
crowns to recompense them for the delay they have suffered on my 
account.'' 

‘That I will, right enough,'* said Sancho. “But what has become 
of the lions? Are they dead or alive?" 

The keeper thereupon, in leisurely fashion and in full detail, pro- 
ceeded to tell them how the encounter had ended, taking pains to 
stress to the best of his ability the valor displayed by Don Quixote, 
at sight of whom the lion had been so cowed that he was unwilling 
to leave liis cage, though the door had been left open quite a while. 
The fellow went on to state that the knight had wanted him to stir 
the lion up and force him out, but had finally been convinced that 
this would be tempting God and so, much to his displeasure and 
against his will, had permitted the door to be closed. 

“What do you think of that, Sanclio?" asked Don Quixote. “Are 
there any spells that can withstand true gallantry? The enchanters 
may take my luck away, but to deprive me of my strength and 
courage is an impossibility." 

Sancho then bestowed the crowns, the driver hitched his mules, 
and the lionkceper kissed Don Quixote's hands for the favor re- 
ceived, promising that, when he reached the court, he would relate 
this brave exploit to the king himself. 

“In that case," replied Don Quixote, “if his Majesty by any 
chance should inquire who it was that performed it, you are to say 
that it was the Knight of the Lions; for that is the name by which 
I wish to be known from now on, thus changing, exchanging, alter- 
ing, and converting the one I have previously borne, that of Knight 
of the Mournful Countenance; in which respect I am but following 
the old custom of knights-errant, who changed their names when- 
ever they liked or found it convenient to do so." 

With this, the cart continued on its way, and Don Quixote, 
Sancho, and the gentleman in the green-colored greatcoat likewise 
resumed their journey. During all this time Don Diego de Miranda 
had not uttered a word but was wholly taken up with observing what 
Don Quixote did and listening to what he had to say. The knight 
impressed him as being a crazy sane man and an insane one on 
the verge of sanity. The gentleman did not happen to be familiar 
with the first part of our history, but if he had read it he would 
have ceased to wonder at such talk and conduct, for he would then 
have known what kind of madness this was. Remaining as he did 
in ignorance of his companion's malady, he took him now for a 
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sensible individual and now for a madman, since what Don Quixote 
said was coherent, elegantly phrased, and to the point, whereas his 
actions were nonsensical, foolhardy, and downright silly. What 
greater madness could there be, Don Diego asked himself, than to 
don a helmet filled with curds and then persuade oneself that en- 
chanters were softening one’s cranium? What could be more rashly 
absurd than to wish to fight lions by sheer strength alone? He was 
roused from these thoughts, this inward soliloquy, by the sound of 
Don Quixote’s voice. 

Undoubtedly, Sefior Don Diego dc Miranda, your Grace must 
take me for a fool and a madman, am I not right? And it would be 
small wonder if such were the case, seeing that my deeds give 
evidence of nothing else. But, nevertheless, I would advise your 
Grace that I am neither so mad nor so lacking in wit as I must 
appear to you to be. A gaily caparisoned knight giving a fortunate 
lance thrust to a fierce bull in the middle of a great square makes a 
pleasing appearanee in the eyes of his king. I’he same is true of a 
knight clad in shining armor as he paces the lists in front of the 
ladies in some joyous tournament. It is true of all those knights 
wlio, by means of military exercises or what appear to be such, divert 
and entertain and, if one may say so, honor the courts of princes. 
But the best showing of all is made by a knight-errant who, travers- 
ing deserts and solitudes, erossroads, forests, and mountains, goes 
seeking dangerous adventures with the intention of bringing them 
to a happy and suecessful eonclusion, and solely for the purpose of 
winning a glorious and enduring renown- | 

‘"More impressive, I repeat, is the knight^rrant succoring a widow 
in some unpopulated place than a courtly man of arms making 
love to a damsel in the city. All knights have their special callings: 
let the courtier wait upon the ladies and lend luster by his liveries 
to his sovereign’s palace; let him nourish impoverished gentlemen 
with the splendid fare of his table; let him give tourneys and show 
himself truly great, generous, and magnificent and a good Christian 
above all, thus fulfilling his particular obligations. But the knight- 
errant’s case is different. 

*'Let the latter seek out the nooks and corners of the world; let 
him enter into the most intricate of labyrinths; let him attempt the 
impossible at every step; let him endure on desolate highlands the 
burning rays of the midsummer sun and in winter the harsh in- 
clemencies of wind and frost; let no lions inspire him with fear, 
no monsters frighten him, no dragons terrify him, for to seek them 
out, attack them, and conquer them all is his chief and legitimate 
occupation. Accordingly, I whose lot it is to be numbered among 
the knights-errant cannot fail to attempt anything that appears to 
me to fall within the scope of my duties, just as I attacked those 
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lions a while ago even though I knew it to be an exceedingly rash 
thing to do, for that was a matter that directly concerned me. 

*Tor I well know the meaning of valor: namely, a virtue that 
lies between the two extremes of cowardice on the one hand and 
temerity on the other. It is, nonetheless, better for the brave man 
to carry his bravery to the point of rashness than for him to sink 
into cowardice. Even as it is easier for the prodigal to become a 
generous man than it is for the miser, so is it easier for the fool- 
hardy to become truly brave than it is for the coward to attain 
valor. And in this matter of adventures, you may believe me, Senor 
Don Diego, it is better to lose by a card too many than a card too 
few, and ‘Such and such a knight is temerarious and overbold' 
sounds better to the ear than ‘That knight is timid and a coward.' " 

“I must assure you, Senor Don Quixote," replied Don Diego, 
“that everything your Grace has said and done will stand the test of 
reason; and it is my opinion that if the law's and ordinances of 
knight-errantry were to be lost, they would be found again in your 
Grace's bosom, which is their depository and storehouse. But it is 
growing late; let us hasten to my village and my home, where your 
Grace shall rest from your recent exertions; for if the body is not 
tired the spirit may be, and that sometimes results in bodily fatigue." 

“I accept your offer as a great favor and an honor, Senor Don 
Diego," was the knight's reply. And, by spurring their mounts more 
than they had up to then, they arrived at the village around two in 
the afternoon and came to the house that was occupied by Don 
Diego, whom Don Quixote had dubbed the Knight of the Green- 
colored Greatcoat. 


[Last Duel] 

CHAPTER 64 


Which treats of the adventure that caused Don Quixote the most 
sorrow of all those that have thus far befallen him. 


, . . One morning, as Don Quixote went for a ride along the 
beach,®* clad in full armor — for, as he was fond of saying, that was 
his only ornament, his only rest the fight, and, accordingly, he was 
never without it for a moment — ^lie saw approaching him a horse- 
man similarly arrayed from head to foot and with a brightly shining 
moon blazoned upon his shield. 

As soon as he had come within earshot the stranger cried out to 


45. Don Quixote and Sancho after 
numberless encounters and experiences 
(of which the most prominent have 
been the Don*! descent into the cave of 
Montesinos, and the residence at the 
castle of the playful ducal couple who 
give Sanebo the ^'governorship of an 


island** for ten days), are now in 
Barcelona. Famous as they are, they 
meet the viceroy and the nobles; their 
host is Don Antonio Moreno, “a gen- 
tleman of wealth and discernment who 
was fond of amusing himself in an 
innocent and kindly way.” 
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Don Quixote in a loud voice, illustrious knight, the never to be 
sufficiently praised Don Quixote de la Mancha, I am the Knight of 
the White Moon whose incomparable exploits you will perhaps 
recall. I come to contend with you and try the might of my arm, 
with the purpose of having you acknowledge and confess that my 
lady, whoever she may be, is beyond comparison more beautiful than 
your own Dulcinea del Toboso. If you will admit the truth of this 
fully and freely, you will escape death and I shall be spared the 
trouble of inflicting it upon you. On the other hand, if you choose 
to fight and I should overcome you, I ask no other satisfaction than 
that, laying down your arms and seeking no further adventures, you 
retire to your own village for the space of a year, during which 
time you are not to lay hand to sword but are to dwell peacefully 
and tranquilly, enjoying a beneficial rest that shall redound to the 
betterment of your worldly fortunes and the salvation of your soul. 
But if you arc the victor, then my head shall be at your disposal, 
my anus and steed shall be the spoils, and the fame of my exploits 
shall go to increase your own renown. Consider well which is the 
better course and let me have your answer at once, for today is all 
the time I have for the dispatching of this business.'' 

Don Quixote was amazed at the knight's arrogance as well as at 
the nature of the challenge, but it was with a calm and stem 
demeanor that he replied to him. 

‘^Knight of the White Moon," he said, “of whose exploits up to 
now I have never heard, I will venture to bike an oath that you have 
not once laid eyes upon the illustrious jDiilcinca; for I am quite 
certain that if you had beheld her you itould not be staking your 
all upon such an issue, since the sight of her would have convinced 
you that there never has been, and never can be, any beauty to 
compare with hers. I do not say that ybu lie, I simply say that you 
are mistaken; and so I accept your challenge with the conditions 
you have laid down, and at once, befdre this day you have fixed 
upon shall have ended. The only exception I make is with regard 
to the fame of your deeds being added to my renown, since I do 
not know what the character of your exploits has been and am quite 
content with my own, such as they are. Take, then, whichever side 
of the field you like, and I will take up my position, and may 
St. Peter bless what God may give." 

Now, as it happened, the Knight of the White Moon was seen by 
some of the townspeople, who informed the viceroy that he was 
there, talking to Don Quixote de la Mancha. Believing this to be 
a new adventure arranged by Don Antonio Moreno or some other 
gentleman of the place, the viceroy at once hastened down to the 
beach, accompanied by a large retinue, including Don Antonio, 
and they arrived just as Don Quixote was wheeling Rocinante to 
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measure off the necessary stretch of field. When the viceroy per- 
ceived that they were about to engage in combat, he at once intcr^ 
posed and inquired of them what it was that impelled them thus to 
do battle all of a sudden. 

The Knight of the White Moon replied that it was a matter of 
beauty and precedence and briefly repeated what he had said to 
Don Quixote, explaining the terms to which both parties had 
agreed. The viceroy then went up to Don Antonio and asked him 
if he knew any such knight as this or if it was some joke that they 
were playing, but the answer that he received left him more puzzled 
than ever; for Don Antonio did not know who the knight was, nor 
could he say as to whether this was a real encounter or not. The 
viceroy, accordingly, was doutbful about letting them proceed, but 
inasmuch as he could not bring himself to believe that it was any- 
thing more than a jest, he withdrew to one side, saying, “Sir Knights, 
if there is nothing for it but to confess®® or die, and if Sen or Don 
Quixote’s mind is made up and your Grace, the Knight of the 
White Moon, is even more firmly resolved, then fall to it in the 
name of God and may He bestow the victory.” 

The Knight of the White Moon thanked the viceroy most 
courteously and in well-chosen words for the permission which had 
been granted them, and Don Quixote did the same, whereupon the 
latter, commending himself with all his heart to Heaven and to 
his lady Dulcinea, as was his custom at the beginning of a fray, 
fell back a little farther down the field as he saw his adversary doing 
the same. And then, without blare of trumpet or other warlike 
instrument to give them the signal for the attack, both at the same 
instant wheeled their steeds about and returned for the charge. 
Being mounted upon the swifter horse, the Knight of the White 
Moon met Don Quixote two-thirds of the way and with such tre- 
mendous force that, without touching his opponent with his lance 
(which, it seemed, he deliberately held aloft) he brought both 
Rocinante and his rider to the ground in an exceedingly perilous 
fall. At once the victor leaped down and placed his lance at Don 
Quixote’s visor. 

“You arc vanquished, O knight! Nay, more, you are dead unless 
you make confession in accordance with the conditions governing 
our encounter.” 

Stunned and battered, Don Quixote did not so much as raise his 
visor but in a faint, wan voice, as if speaking from the grave, he said, 
“Dulcinea del Toboso is the most beautiful woman in the world 
and I the most unhappy knight upon the face of this earth. It is not 
right that my weakness should serve to defraud the truth. Drive 

66. admit one’s error. 
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home your lancc, O knight, and take my life since you already have 
deprived me of my honor.” 

‘‘Tliat I most certainly shall not do,” said the one of the White 
Moon. “Let the fame of my lady Dulcinea del Toboso's beauty live 
on undiminished. As for me, I shall be content if the great Don 
Quixote will retire to his village for a year or until such a time as 1 
may specify, as was agreed upon between us before joining battle.’" 

The viceroy, Don Antonio, and all the many others who were 
present heard this, and they also heard Don Quixote’s response, 
which was to the effect that, seeing nothing was asked of him that 
was prejudicial to Dulcinea, he would fulfill all the other condi- 
tions like a true and punctilious knight. The one of the White 
Moon thereupon turned and with a bow to the viceroy rode back 
to the city at a mild canter. The viceroy promptly dispatched Don 
Antonio to follow him and make every effort to find out who he 
was; and, in the meanwhile, they lifted Don Quixote up and un- 
covered his face, which held no sign of color and was bathed in 
perspiration. Rocinantc, however, was in so sorry a state that he was 
unable to stir for the present. 

Brokenhearted over the turn that events had taken, Sancho did 
not know what to say or do. It seemed to him that all this was some- 
thing that was happening in a dream and that everything was the 
result of magic. lie saw his master surrender, heard him consent not 
to take up arms again for a year to come as the light of his glorious 
exploits faded into darkness. At the same time his own hopes, based 
upon the fresh promises that had beei]( made him, were whirled 
away like smoke before the wind. He Reared that Rocinantc was 
maimed for life, his master’s bones, permanently dislocated — it 
would ha\x’ been a bit of luck if his m^ness also had been jolted 
out of him.**^ \ 

Finally, in a hand litter which the viceroy had them bring, they 
bore the knight back to town. The viceroy himself then returned, 
for he was very anxious to ascertain who the Knight of the White 
Moon was who had left Don Quixote in so lamentable a condition. 

CHAPTER 65 

Wherein is revealed who the Knight of the White Moon was. 

The Knight of the White Moon was followed not only by Don 
Antonio Moreno, but by a throng of small boys as well, who kept 
after him until the doors of one of the city’s hostelrics had closed 
behind him. A squire came out to meet him and remove his armor, 

67. The original has an untrans- “out of joint” (“dislocated”) and also 
latable pun on deslocado, which means “cured of madness” (from /nco, “mad”). 
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for which purpose the victor proceeded to shut himself up in a 
lower room, in the company of Don Antonio, who had also en- 
tered the inn and whose bread would not bake until he had learned 
the knight's identity. Perceiving that the gentleman had no inten- 
tion of leaving him, he of the White Moon then spoke. 

*‘Sir," he said, '"I am well aware that you have come to find out 
who I am; and, seeing that there is no denying you the information 
that you seek, while my servant here is removing my armor I will 
tell you the exact truth of the matter. I would have you know, sir, 
that I am the bachelor Sanson Carrasco from the same village as 
Don Quixote de la Mancha, whose madness and absurdities inspire 
pity in all of us who know him and in none more than me. And so, 
being convinced that his salvation lay in his returning home for a 
period of rest in his own house, I formed a plan for bringing him 
back. 

‘'It was three months ago that I took to the road as a knight- 
errant, calling myself the Knight of the Mirrors, with the object of 
fighting and overcoming him without doing him any harm, intend- 
ing first to lay down the condition that the vanquished was to yield 
to the victor's will. What I meant to ask of him — for I looked upon 
him as conquered from the start — ^was that he should return to his 
village and not leave it for a whole year, in the course of which time 
he might be cured. Fate, however, ordained things otherwise; for 
he was the one who conquered me and overthrew me from my 
horse, and thus my plan came to naught. He continued on his 
wanderings, and I went home, defeated, humiliated, and bruised 
from my fall, which was quite a dangerous one. But I did not for 
this reason give up the idea of hunting him up once more and 
vanquishing him as you have seen me do today. 

"Since he is the soul of honor when it comes to observing the 
ordinances of knight-errantry, there is not the slightest doubt that 
he will keep the promise he has given me and fulfill his obligations. 
And that, sir, is all that I need to tell you concerning what has hap- 
pened. I beg you not to disclose my secret or reveal my identity to 
Don Quixote, in order that my well-intentioned scheme may be 
carried out and a man of excellent judgment be brought back to 
his senses — for a sensible man he would be, once rid of the follies 
of chivalry.'' 

"My dear sir," exclaimed Don Antonio, "may God forgive you 
for the wrong you have done the world by seeking to deprive it of 
its most charming madman! Do you not see that the benefit accom- 
plished by restoring Don Quixote to his senses can never equal the 
pleasure which others derive from his vagaries? But it is my opinion 
that all the trouble to which the Senor Bachelor has put himself 
will not suffice to cure a man who is so hopelessly insane; and if it 
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were not uncharitable, I would say let Don Quixote never be cured, 
since with his return to health wc lose not only his own drolleries 
but also those of his squire, Sancho Panza, for either of tlie two is 
capable of turning melancholy itself into joy and merriment. Never- 
theless, I will keep silent and tell him nothing, that I may see 
whether or not I am right in my suspicion that Sehor Carrasco's 
efforts will prove to have been of no avail." 

The bachelor replied that, all in all, things looked very favorable 
and he hoped for a fortunate outcome. With this, he took his leave 
of Don Antonio, after offering to render him any service that he 
could; and, having had his armor tied up and placed upon a mule’s 
back, he rode out of the city that same day on the same horse on 
which he had gone into battle, returning to his native province with- 
out anything happening to him that is w'orthy of being set down 
in this veracious chronicle. 

[Hoinecojning and Death] 

CHAPTER 73 

Of the omens that Don Quixote encountered upon entering his 

village^ with other incidents that embellish and lend credence to 

this great history. 

As they entered the village, Cid Hametc informs us, Don 
Quixote caught sight of two lads on the communal threshing floor 
w'ho were engaged in a dispute. 

‘'Don’t let it worry you, Pcriquillo," one of them was saying to 
the other; “you’ll never lay eyes on it agfin as long as you live.” 

Hearing this, Don Quixote turned to Sancho. ‘Did you mark 
what that boy said, my friend?” he asked. “ ‘You’ll never lay eyes 
on it^^ again . . .* ” 

“Well,” replied Sancho, “what difference docs it make what he 
said?” 

“What difference?” said Don Quixote. “Don’t you see that, 
applied to the one 1 love, it means I shall never again see Dulcinea.” 

Sancho was about to answer him when his attention was dis- 
tracted by a hare that came flying across the fields pursued by a 
large number of hunters with their greyhounds. The frightened 
animal took refuge by huddling down beneath the donkey, where- 
upon Sancho reached out his hand and caught it and presented it 
to his master. 

''Malum signum, malum signum*'^^ the knight was muttering to 
himself. “A hare flees, the hounds pursue it, Dulcinea appears not." 

68. the same as “her’' in the ence concerning Dulcinea. 
original, since the reference is to a 69. a bad sign. Meeting a hare is 
cricket cage, denoted in Spanish by a considered an ill omen, 
feminine noun; hence the Don’s infer- 
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**lt is very strange to hear your Grace talk like that/* said Sancho. 
‘‘Let us suppose that this hare is Diilcinea del Toboso and the 
hounds pursuing it are those wicked enchanters that transforaied 
her into a peasant lass; she flees, I catch her and turn her over to 
your Grace, you hold her in your arms and caress her. Is that a bad 
sign? What ill omen can you find in it?** 

The two lads who had been quarreling now came up to have a 
look at the hare, and Sancho asked them what their dispute was 
about. To this the one who had uttered the words “You*ll ne^^er 
lay eyes on it again as long as you live,** replied that he had taken a 
cricket cage from the other boy and had no intention of returning 
it ever. Sancho then brought out from his pocket four curatos and 
gave them to the lad in exchange for the cage, which he placed 
in Don Quixote's hands. 

“There, master," he said, “these omens are broken and destroyed, 
and to my way of thinking, even though I may be a dunce, they 
have no more to do with what is going to happen to us than the 
clouds of yesteryear. If I am not mistaken, I have heard our curate 
say that sensible persons of the Christian faith should pay no heed 
to such foolish things, and you yourself in the past have given me 
to understand that all those Christians who are guided by omens 
arc fools. But there is no need to waste a lot of words on the sub- 
ject; come, let us go on and enter our village.** 

The hunters at this point came up and asked for the hare, and 
Don Quixote gave it to them. Continuing on their way, the return- 
ing pair encountered the curate and the bachelor Carrasco, who 
were strolling in a small meadow on the outskirts of the town as 
they read their breviaries. And here it should be mentioned that 
Sancho Panza, by way of sumptcr cloth, had thrown over his gray 
and the bundle of armor it bore the flame-covered buckram robe in 
which they had dressed the squire at the duke's castle, on the night 
that witnessed Altisidora's"® resurrection; and he had also fitted 
the miter over the donkey's head, the result being the weirdest 
transformation and the most bizarrely appareled ass that ever were 
seen in this world. The curate and the bachelor recognized the pair 
at once and came forward to receive them with open arms. Don 
Quixote dismounted and gave them both a warm embrace; mean- 
while, the small boys (boys are like lynxes in that nothing escapes 
them ) , having spied the ass's miter, ran up for a closer view. 

“Come, lads," they cried, “and see Sancho Panza's ass trigged out 
finer than Mingo, and Don Quixote's beast is skinnier than ever!" 

Finally, surrounded by the urchins and accompanied by the 

70. Altisidora was a girl in the 71. The allusion is to the opening 
duke’s castle where Quixote and Sancho lines ol a hfteenth-centuiy satire, 
were guests for a time; she dramatically Mingo Revulgo, 
pretended to be in love with the Don. 



Don Quixote, Part 11 • 1033 

curate and the bachelor, they entered the village and made their 
way to Don Quixote's house, where they found the housekeeper and 
the niece standing in the doorway, for the news of their return had 
preceded them. Teresa Panza, Sancho's wife, had also heard of it, 
and, half naked and disheveled, dragging her daughter Sanchica by 
the hand, she hastened to greet her husband and was disappointed 
when she saw him, for he did not look to her as well fitted out as a 
governor ought to be. 

‘'IIow docs it come, my husband," she said, ‘'that you return like 
this, tramping and footsore? You look more like a vagabond than 
you do like a governor." 

“Be quiet, Teresa," Saneho admonished her, “for very often there 
arc stakes wdicre there is no bacon. Come on home with me and 
you will hear marvels. I am bringing money wdth me, which is the 
thing that matters, money earned by my own efforts and without 
harm to anyone." 

“You just bring along the money, my good husband," said 
Teresa, “and whether you got it here or there, or by whatever 
means, you will not be introducing any new custom into the world." 

Sanchica then embraced her father and asked him if he had 
brought her anything, for she had been looking forward to his com- 
ing as to the showers in May. And so, with his wife holding him by 
the hand while his daughter kept one arm about his waist and at the 
same time led the gray, Saneho went home, leaving Don Quixote 
under his own roof in the company of i|iece and housekeeper, the 
curate and the barber. ' | 

Without regard to time or season, thb knight at once drew his 
guests to one side and in a few words iirfamicd them of how he had 
been overcome in battle and had given his promise not to leave 
his village for a year, a promise that li« meant to observe most 
scrupulously, without violating it in the slightest degree, as every 
knight-errant was obliged to do by the laws of chivalry. He accord- 
ingly meant to spend that year as a shepherd,^^ j-ig amid the 
solitude of the fields, where he might give free rein to his amorous 
fancies as he practiced the virtues of the pastoral life; and he further 
begged them, if they were not too greatly occupied and more urgent 
matters did not prevent their doing so, to consent to be his com- 
panions. He would purchase a flock sufficiently large to justify their 
calling themselves shepherds; and, moreover, he would have them 
know, the most important thing of all had been taken care of, for he 
had hit upon names that would suit them marvelously well. When 

72. Since the knight-errant’s life has following paragraphs the author, es- 
been forbidden him by his defeat, Don pecially through the bachelor Carrasco, 

Quixote for a time plans to live ac- refers humorously to some of the 

cording to another and no less “literary” conventions of pastoral literature, 
code, that of the pastoral. In the 
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the curate asked him what these names were, Don Quixote replied 
that he himself would be known as ''the shepherd Quixotiz/' the 
bachelor as ‘'the shepherd Carrascon/' the curate as "the shepherd 
Curiambro/' and Sanclio Panza as "the shepherd Pancino/' 

Both his listeners were dismayed at the new form which his mad- 
ness had assumed. However, in order that he might not go faring 
forth from the village on another of his expeditions (for they hoped 
that in the course of the year he would be cured ) , they decided to 
fall in with his new plan and approve it as being a wise one, and 
they even agreed to be his companions in the calling he proposed 
to adopt. 

"What's more," remarked Sanson Carrasco, "I am a very famous 
poet, as everyone knows, and at every turn I will be composing pas- 
toral or courtly verses or whatever may come to mind, by way of a 
diversion for us as we wander in those lonely places; but what is 
most necessary of all, my dear sirs, is that each one of us should 
choose the name of the shepherd lass to whom he means to dedicate 
his songs, so that we may not leave a tree, however hard its bark 
may be, where their names arc not inscribed and engraved as is 
the custom with lovelorn shepherds." 

"That is exactly what we should do," replied Don Quixote, "al- 
though, for my part, I am relieved of the necessity of looking for 
an imaginary shepherdess, seeing that I have the peerless Dulcinca 
del Toboso, glory of these brooksidc regions, adornment of tliese 
meadows, beauty's mainstay, cream of the Graces — in short, one to 
whom all praise is well becoming howev^cr hyperbolical it may be." 

"That is right," said the curate, "but we will seek out some shep- 
herd maids that are easily handled, who if they do not square with 
us will fit in the corners." 

"And," added Sanson Carrasco, "if we run out of names we will 
give them those that we find printed in books the world over: such 
as Filida, Amarilis, Diana, Florida, Galatea, and Bclisarda; for since 
these are for sale in the market place, we can buy them and make 
them our own. If my lady, or, rather, my shepherdess, should by 
chance be called Ana, I will celebrate her charms under the name 
of Anarda; if she is Francisca, she will become Franccnia; if Lucia, 
Luscinda; for it all amounts to the same thing. And Sancho Panza, 
if he enters this confraternity, may compose verses to his wife, 
Teresa Panza, under the name of Teresaina." 

Don Quixote had to laugh at this, and the curate then went on 
to heap extravagant praise upon him for his noble resolution which 
did him so much credit, and once again he offered to keep the 
knight company whenever he could spare the time from the duties 
of his office. With this, they took their leave of him, advising and 



Don Quixote, Part II • 1035 

beseeching him to take care of his health and to cat plentifully of 
the proper food. 

As fate would have it, the niece and the housekeeper had over- 
heard the conversation of the three men, and as soon as the visitors 
had left they both descended upon Don Quixote. 

‘What is the meaning of this, my uncle? Here we were thinking 
your Grace had come home to lead a quiet and respectable life, and 
do you mean to tell us you arc going to get yourself involved in fresh 
complications — 

Young shepherd, thou who comest here, 

Young shepherd, thou who goest there . . 

For, to tell the truth, the barley is too hard now to make shepherds' 
pipes of it."‘^ 

“And how," said the housekeeper, “is your Grace going to stand 
the midday heat m summer, the winter cold, the howling of the 
wolves out there in the fields? You certainly cannot endure it. That 
is an occupation for robust men, cut out and bred for such a calling 
almost from their swaddling clothes. Setting one evil over against 
another, it is better to be a knight-errant than a shepherd. Look, sir, 
take my advice, for I am not stuffed with bread and wine when I 
give it to you but am fasting and am going on fifty years of age: 
stay at home, attend to your affairs, go often to confession, be 
charitable to the poor, and let it be upon my soul if any harm comes 
to >ou as a result of it." ; 

“Be quiet, dauglitcrs," said Don Quixote. “I know very well 
what I must do. 'Fake me up to bed, for I do not feel very well; and 
you may be sure of one thing: whether:! am a knight-errant now 
or a shepherd to be, I never will fail to look after your needs as you 
will sec when the time comes." 

And good daughters that they unquestionably were, the house- 
keeper and tlic niece helped him up to bed, where they gave him 
something to cat and made him as comfortable as they could. 

CHAPTER 74 

Of how Don Quixote fell sick, of the will that he made, and of the 

manner of his death. 

Inasmuch as nothing that is human is eternal but is ever declin- 
ing from its beginning to its close, this being especially true of the 
lives of men, and since Don Quixote was not endowed by Heaven 
with the privilege of staying the downward course of things, his own 
end came when he was least expecting it. Whether it was owing to 
73. from a ballad. 74. a proverb. 
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melancholy occasioned by the defeat he had suffered, or was, 
simply, the will of Heaven which had so ordained it, he was taken 
with a fever that kept him in bed for a week, during which time 
his friends, the curate, the bachelor, and the barber, visited him fre- 
quently, while Sancho Panza, his faithful squire, never left his bed- 
side. 

Believing that the knight’s condition was due to sorrow over his 
downfall and disappointment at not having been able to accomplish 
the disenchantment and liberation of Dulcinea, Sancho and the 
others endeavored to cheer him up in every possible way. The bache- 
lor urged him to take heart and get up from bed that he might 
begin his pastoral life, adding that he himself had already composed 
an eclogue that would cast in the shade all that Sannazaro^® had 
ever written, and had purchased with his own money from a herds- 
man of Quintanar two fine dogs to guard the flock, one of them 
named Barcino and the other Butron. All this, however, did not 
serve to relieve Don Quixote’s sadness; whereupon his friends called 
in the doctor, who took his pulse and was not very well satisfied with 
it. In any case, the physician told them, they should attend to the 
health of his soul as that of his body was in grave danger. 

Don Quixote received this news calmly enough, but not so his 
housekeeper, nicee, and squire, who began weeping bitterly, as if 
he were already lying dead in front of them. It was the doctor’s 
opinion that melancholy and depression were putting an end to his 
patient’s life. The knight then requested them to leave him alone as 
he wished to sleep a little, and they complied. He slept for more 
than six hours at a stretch, as the saying is, and so soundly that the 
housekeeper and niece thought he would never wake. 

At last he did, however, and at once cried out in a loud voice, 
‘^Blessed be Almighty God who has given me so many blessings! 
Truly His mercy is boundless and is not limited or restrained by 
the sins of men.” 

The niece listened carefully to what her uncle said, and it seemed 
to her that he was speaking more rationally than was his wont, at 
least during his illness. 

"'Sir,” she said to him, “what does your Grace mean? Has some- 
thing occurred that we know nothing about? What is this talk of 
mercy and sins?” 

“The mercy that I speak of,” replied Don Quixote, “is that which 
God is showing me at this moment — in spite of my sins, as I have 
said. My mind now is clear, unencumbered by those misty shadows 
of ignorance that were cast over it by my bitter and continual 
reading of those hateful books of chivalry. I sec through all the 

75. the Italian poet Jacopo San- is one of the milestones in the pastoral 
nazaro (14S6?-1S30), whose Arcadia tradition. 
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nonsense and fraud contained in them, and my only regret is that 
my disillusionment has come so late, leaving me no time to make 
any sort of amends by reading those that are the light of the soul. 
I find myself, niece, at the point of death, and I would die in such 
a way as not to leave the impression of a life so bad that I shall be 
remembered as a madman; for even though I have been one, I do 
not wish to confirm it on my deathbed. And so, my dear, call in 
my good friends: the curate, the bachelor Sans6n Carrasco, and 
Master Nicholas the barber; for I want to confess my sins and make 
my last will and testament.'" 

The niece, however, was relieved of this errand, for the three of 
them came in just then. 

have good news for you, kind sirs," said Don Quixote the 
moment he saw them. “I am no longer Don Quixote dc la Mancha 
but Alonso Quijano, whose mode of life won for him the name of 
'Good.' I am the enemy of Amadis of Gaul and all his innumerable 
j)rogeny; for those profane stories dealing with knight-errantry are 
odious to me, and I realize how foolish I was and the danger I 
courted in reading them; but I am in my right senses now and I 
abominate them." 

Hearing this, they all three were convinced that some new kind 
of madness must have laid hold of him. 

"Why, Senor Don Quixote!" exclaimed Sansdn. "What makes 
you talk like that, just when we hav'e recseived news that my lady 
Dulcinea is disenchanted?^® And just when we are on the verge 
of becoming shepherds so that we may spend the rest of our lives 
in singing like a lot of princes, why does jfour Grace choose to turn 
hennit? Say no more, in Heaven's name, but be sensible and forget 
these idle talcs." / i 

"Tales of that kind," said Don Quijiote, "have been the truth 
for me in the past, and to my detriment,: but with Heaven's aid I 
trust to turn them to my profit now that I am dying. For I feel, 
gentlemen, that death is very near; so, leave all jesting aside and 
bring me a confessor for my sins and a notary to draw up niy will. 
In such straits as these a man cannot trifle with his soul. Accord- 
ingly, while the Senor Curate is hearing my confession, let the 
notary be summoned." 

Amazed at his words, they gazed at one another in some per- 
plexity, yet they could not but believe him. One of the signs that 
led them to think he was dying was this quick return from madness 
to sanity and all the additional things he had to say, so well rea- 
soned and well put and so becoming in a Christian that none of 
them could any longer doubt that he was in full possession of his 

76. Sfincfao had imagined for the sake enchanters, but ended up by believing 
of his master that Dulcinea had been bis own invention, 
transformed into a country wench by 
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faculties. Sending the others out of the room, the curate stayed 
behind to confess him, and before long the bachelor returned with 
the notary and Sancho Panza, who had been informed of his mas- 
ter's condition, and who, finding the housekeeper and the niece 
in tears, began weeping with them. When the confession was over, 
the curate came out. 

“It is true enough,'' he said, “that Alonso Quijano the Good is 
dying, and it is also true that he is a sane man. It would be well 
for us to go in now while he makes his will." 

At this news the housekeeper, niece, and the good squire Sancho 
Panza were so overcome with emotion that the tears burst forth 
from their eyes and their bosoms heaved with sobs; for, as has been 
stated more than once, whether Don Quixote was plain Alonso 
Quijano the Good or Don Quixote dc la Mancha, he was always 
of a kindly and pleasant disposition and for this reason was beloved 
not only by the members of his household but by all who knew him. 

The notary had entered along with the others, and as soon as the 
preamble had been attended to and the dying man had commended 
his soul to his Maker with all those Christian formalities that arc 
called for in such a case, they came to the matter of bequests, with 
Don Quixote dictating as follows: 

“ITEM. With regard to Sancho Panza, whom, in my madness, I 
appointed to be my squire, and who has in his possession a certain 
sum of money belonging to me: inasmucli as there has been a 
standing account between us, of debits and credits, it is my will that 
he shall not be asked to give any accounting whatsoever of this sum, 
but if any be left over after he has had payment for what I owe him, 
tlie balance, which will amount to very little, shall be his, and much 
good may it do him. If when I was mad 1 was responsible for his 
being given the governorship of an island, now that I am of sound 
mind 1 would present him with a kingdom if it were in my power, 
for his simplicity of mind and loyal conduct merit no less.” 

At this point he turned to Sancho. “Forgive me, my friend,” he 
said, “for having caused you to appear as mad as I by leading you 
to fall into the same error, that of believing that there are still 
knights-errant in the world.” 

“Ah, master,” cried Sancho through his tears, “don't die, your 
Grace, but take my advice and go on living for many years to come; 
for the greatest madness that a man can be guilty of in this life is 
to die without good reason, without anyone's killing him, slain only 
by the hands of melancholy. Look you, don’t be lazy but get up from 
this bed and let u$ go out into the fields clad as shepherds as we 
agreed to do. Who knows but behind some bush we may come upon 
the lady Dulcinea, as disenchanted as you could wish. If it is be- 
cause of worry over your defeat that you are dying, put the blame 
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on me by sa 5 dng that the reason for your being overthrown was that 
I had not properly fastened Rocinantc's girth. For the matter of 
that, your Grace knows from reading your books of chivalry that 
it is a common thing for certain knights to overthrow others, and 
he who is vanquished today will be the victor tomorrow.'' 

^That is right," said Sans6n, “the worthy Sancho speaks the 
truth." 

“Not so fast, gentlemen," said Don Quixote. “In last year's nests 
there are no birds this year. I was mad and now I am sane; I was 
Don Quixote dc la Mancha, and now I am, as I have said, Alonso 
Quijano the Good. May my repentance and the truth I now speak 
restore to me the place I once held in your esteem. And now, let 
the notary proceed: 

“ITEM. I bequeath my entire estate, without reservation, to my 
niece Antonia Quijana, here present, after the necessary deductions 
shall have been made from the most available portion of it to satisfy 
the bequests that I have stipulated. The first payment shall be to 
my housekeeper for the wages due her, with twenty ducats over to 
buy her a dress. And I hereby appoint the Senor Curate and the 
Sen or Bachelor Sans6n Carrasco to be my executors. 

“ITEM. It is my will that if my niece Antonia Quijana should 
see fit to marry, it shall be to a man who does not know what books 
of chivalry arc; and if it shall be established that he is acquainted 
with such books and my nicce still insists on marrying him, then she 
shall lose all that I have bequeathed her and my executors shall 
apply her portion to works of charity as tl^ey may see fit. 

“ITEM. I entreat the aforementioned gentlemen, my executors, 
if by good fortune they should come to 'know the author who is 
said to have composed a history now gdipg the rounds under the 
title of Second Part of the Exploits of Don Quixote de la Mancha, 
to beg his forgiveness in my behalf, as ^fncstly as they can, since 
it was I who unthinkingly led him to s6t down so many and such 
great absurdities as arc to be found in it; for I leave this life with 
a feeling of remorse at having provided him with the occasion for 
putting them into writing." 

The will ended here, and Don Quixote, stretching himself at 
length in the bed, fainted away. They all were alarmed at this and 
hastened to aid him. The same thing happened very frequently in 
the course of the three days of life that remained to him after he 
had made his will. The household was in a state of excitement, but 
with it all the nicce continued to eat her meals, the housekeeper had 
her drink, and Sancho Panza w^as in good spirits; for this business 
of inheriting property effaces or mitigates the sorrow which the 
heir ought to feel and causes him to forget. 

Death came at last for Don Quixote, after he had received all 
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the sacraments and once more, with many forceful arguments, had 
expressed his abomination of books of chivalry. The notary who 
was present remarked that in none of those books had he read ot 
any knight-enant dying in his own bed so peacefully and in so 
Christian a manner. And thus, amid the tears and lamentations of 
those present, he gave up the ghost; that is to say, he died. Per- 
ceiving that their friend was no more, the curate asked the notary 
to be a witness to the fact that Alonso Quijano the Good, com- 
monly known as Don Quixote, was truly dead, this being necessary 
in order that some author other than Cid Hamete Benengeli mi^t 
not have the opportunity of falsely resurrecting him and writing 
endless histories of his exploits. 

Such was the end of the Ingenious Gentleman of La Mancha, 
whose birthplace Cid Hamete was unwilling to designate exactly 
in order that all the towns and villages of La Mancha might con- 
tend among themselves for the right to adopt him and claim him 
as their own, just as the seven cities of Greece did in the case of 
Homer. The lamentations of Sancho and those of Don Quixote’s 
niece and his housekeeper, as well as the original epitaphs that 
were composed for his tomb, will not be recorded here, but men- 
tion may be made of the verses by Sanson Carrasco: 

Here lies a gentleman bold 
Who was so very brave 
He went to lengths untold. 

And on the brink of the grave 
Death had on him no hold. 

By the world he set small store— 

He frightened it to the core — 

Yet somehow, by Fate’s plan. 

Though he’d lived a crazy man. 

When he died he was sane once more. 
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SCENE — Denmark. 

Act 1 

SCENE 1 — Elsinore, A platform ^before the castle. 

[FRANCISCO at his post. Enter to ^im bernardo.] 
BERNARDO. Who's thcrc? 

FRANCISCO. Nay, answer me: stand, and unfold yourself. 
BERNARDO. Long livc thc king! 

FRANCISCO. Bernardo? 

BERNARDO. He. 

FRANCISCO. You conic most earefully upon your hour. 
BERNARDO. 'Tis now struek twelve; get thee to bed, Francisco. 
FRANCISCO. For this relief much thanks: 'tis bitter cold, 

And I am sick at heart. 

BERNARDO. Havc you had quiet guard? 

FRANCISCO. Not a mouse stirring. 

BERNARDO. Well, good night. 

If you do meet Horatio and Marccllus, 

The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste. 


* Usually dated 1601. 

9. sick at heart: depressed. 


13. rivals: partners. 
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FRANCISCO. I think I hear them: Stand, hoi Who is there? 

[Enter horatio and marcellus.] 

HORATIO. Friends to this ground. 

MARCELLUS. And liegemen to the Dane. 15 

FRANCISCO. Give you good night. 

MARCELLUS. O, farewcll, honest soldier: 

Who hath relieved you? 

FRANCISCO. Bernardo hath my place. 

Give you good night. [Exit,] 

MARCELLUS. Holla! Bcmardo! 

BERNARDO. Say, 

What, is Horatio there? 

HORATIO. A piece of him. 

BERNARDO. Wclcomc, Horatio; welcome, good Marcellus. » 

MARCELLUS. What, has this thing appear’d again to-night? 
BERNARDO. I liavc sccn nothing. 

MARCELLUS. Hoiatio savs 'tis but our fantasy, 

And will not let belief take hold of him 

Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us: 25 

Therefore I have entreated him along 
With us to watch the minutes of this night, 

That if again this apparition come, 

He may aiDprovc our eyes and speak to it. 

HORATIO. Tush, tush, ’twill not appear. 

BERNARDO. Sit dowii a while; 30 

And let us once again assail your ears, 

That are so fortified against our story. 

What we have two nights sccn. 

HORATIO. Well, sit vve down, 

And let us hear Bernardo speak of this. 

BERNARDO. Last iiight of all, 35 

When yond same star that’s westward from the pole 
Had made his course to illume that part of heaven 
Where now it burns, Marcellus and myself. 

The bell then beating one, — 

[Enter ghost.] 

MARCELLUS. Pcacc, break thee off; look, where it comes again! 40 
BERNARDO. In tlic saiTic figurc, like the king that’s dead. 
MARCELLUS. Thou ait a scholar; speak to it, Horatio. 

BERNARDO. Looks it not like the king? mark it, Horatio. 

HORATIO. Most like: it harrows me with fear and wonder, 

15 . ike Dane: the king of Denmark. again. 

29 . approve our eyes: confirm what 42 . Thou art a scholar: and there- 
we saw. fore, the implication is, you know how 

31 - 33 . assail your ears , . . seen: to handle this, 
try to convince you by telling the story 
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BERNARDO. It would be spoke to. 

MARCELLUS. Qucstion it, Horatio. 4S 

HORATIO. What arc thou, that usurp'st this time of night, 

Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which the majesty of buried Denmark 
Did sometimes march? by heaven I charge thee, speak! 
MARCELLUS. It is offcndcd. 

BERNARDO. Scc, it stalks away! so 

HORATIO. Stay! speak, speak! I charge thee, speak! 

[Exit GHOST.] 

MARCELLUS. Tis goiie, and will not answer. 

BERNARDO. How HOW, Iloratio! you tremble and look pale: 

Is not this something more than fantasy? 

What think you on’t? ss 

HORATIO. Before my God, I might not this believe 
Witliout the sensible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 

MARCELLUS. Is it not like the king? 

HORATIO. As thou art to thyself: 

Such was the very armor he had on 6o 

When he the ambitious Norv^'ay combated; 

So frov^'u’d he once, when, in an angry parlc, 

He smote the sledded Polacks on the ice. 

'Tis strange. 

MARCELLUS. Thus twicc bcforc, and jump at this dead hour, 65 
With martial stalk hath he gone by otir watch. 
iioRA'iio. In what particular thought to Work I know not; 

But, in the gross and scope of my opinion, 

'riiis bodes some strange eruption to our state. 

MARCELLUS. Good uow, sit down, and tell me, he that knows, 70 
Why this same strict and most obsemnt watch 
So nightly toils the subject of the lattd. 

And why such daily cast of brazen cannon, 

And foreign mart for implements of war; 

Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore task 7s 

Docs not divide the Sunday from the week; 

What might be toward, that this sweaty haste 
Doth make the night joint-laborer with the day: 


Who is’t that can inform me? 

HORATIO. 

48. Denmark: the king of Denmark. 

49. sometimes: formerly. 

61. Norway: the king of Norway 
(the elder Fortinbras). 

62. parle: parley. 

63. sledded: who travel in sledges. 
65. jump: just. 


That can I; 

68. in the gross , . . opinion: tak- 
ing a general view. 

72. toils the subject: makes the 
people (the subjects) toil. 

74. mart: traffic. 

75. impress of shipwrights: forcing 
of ship carpenters into service. 

77. toward: impending. 
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At least the whisper goes so. Our last king, 8o 

Whose image even but now appear'd to us, 

Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 

Thereto prick’d on by a most emulate pride. 

Dared to the combat; in which our valiant Hamlet— 

For so this side of our known world esteem’d him— 8s 

Did slay this Fortinbras; who by a seal’d compact 
Well ratified by law and heraldry. 

Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands 
Which he stood seized of, to the conqueror: 

Against the which, a moiety competent 90 

Was gaged by our king; which had return'd 
To the inheritance of Fortinbras, 

Had lie been vanquisher; as, by the same covenant 
And carriage of the article design’d. 

His fell to Hamlet. Now, sir, young Fortinbras, 9s 

Of unimproved metal hot and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Shark’d up a list of lawless resolutes. 

For food and diet, to some enterprise 

’Fhat hath a stomach in’t: which is no other — 100 

As it doth well appear unto our state — 

But to recover of us, by strong hand 
And terms coinpulsator\% those foresaid lands 
So by his father lost: and this, I take it, 

Is the main motive of our preparations, 105 

The source of this our watch and the chief head 
Of this post-haste and romage in the land. 

BERNARDO. I think it be no other but e’en so: 

W’cll may it sort, that this portentous figure 

Comes armed through our watch, so like the king no 

That was and is the question of these wars. 

HORATIO. A mote it is to trouble the mind’s eye. 

In the most high and palmy state of Rome, 

A little ere the mightiest Julius fell, 

Tlic graves stood teiiantlcss, and the sheeted dead ns 

Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets: 

As stars with trains of fire and dews of blood, 


83. emulate: emulous. 

87. Well ratified . . . heraldry: duly 
ratified and proclaimed through heralds. 

89. seized: possessed. 

90. moiety competent: adequate part. 

91. gaghd: pledged. 

94. edgfiage: purport. 

96. wAmprovkd: unused. 

97. skirts: outskirts, border regions. 


100. hath a stomach: calls for cour- 
age fcoinpaje, “guts”). 

101. state: government. 

106. head: origin, cause. 

107. romage: bustle. 

109. sort: happen. 

112. mote: small particle (as of 
dust). 
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Disasters in the sun; and the moist star, 

Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands, 

Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse; lao 

And even the like precursc of fierce events, 

As harbingers preceding still the fates 
And prologue to the omen coming on, 

Have heaven and earth together demonstrated 
Unto our cliinatures and countr}inen. ias 

[Re-enter ghost.] 

But soft, behold! lo, where it conics again! 
ril cross it, though it blast me. Stay, illusion! 

If thou hast any sound, or use of voice. 

Speak to me: 

If there be any good thing to be done, ua 

I’hat may to thee do case and grace to me. 

Speak to me: 

If thou art privy to thy countiy’s fate. 

Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid, 

O, speak! >3S 

Or if thou hast uphoarded in thy life 
Extorted treasure in the womb of earth. 

For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death, 

Speak of it: stay, and speak! [The cock crows.] Stop it, Marccllus. 
MARCELLOS. Shall I Strike at it with my partisan? i4<, 

HORATIO. Do, if it will not stand. 

BERNARDO. 'Tis hcrc! 

HORATIO. ’ ^ Tis here! 

MARCELLOS. Tis gone! ' ^ [Exit ghost.] 

Wc do it wrong, being so inajestical. 

To offer it the show of violence; 

T'or it is, as the air, invulnerable, 145 

And our vain blows malicious mockery. 

BERNARDO. It was about to speak, when the cock crew. 

HORATIO. And then it started like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard. 

The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn, 150 

Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat 
Awake the god of day, and at his warning, 

Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air. 


118. Disasters: ill omens, the moist 
star: the moon. 

119. Upon . . . stands: The moon 
regulates the sea tides. 

121. precurse: foreboding. 

122. harbingers: forerunners. 


123. omen: dire event portended by 
omen. 

125. cliinatures: regions. 

128-139. If thou , . . speak: Hora* 
tio, a scholar, knows how to address a 
ghost with the appropriate formulas. 

140. partisan: spear. 
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The extravagant and erring spirit hies 

To his confine: and of the truth herein iss 

'I'his present object made probation. 

MARCELLUS. It faded on the crowing of the cock. 

Some say that ever 'gainst that season comes 
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated, 

The bird of dawning singeth all night long: i6o 

And then, they say, no spirit dare stir abroad. 

The nights arc wholesome, then no planets strike, 

No fairy takes nor witch hath power to charm. 

So hallow'd and so gracious is the time. 

HORATIO. So have I heard and do in part believe it. 165 

But look, the morn, in russet mantle clad, 

Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastward hill: 

Break we our watch up; and by my advice, 

Let us impart what we have seen to-night 

Unto young Hamlet; for, upon my life, 170 

This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him: 

Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it. 

As needful in our loves, fitting our duty? 

MARCELLUS. Lct’s do’t, I pray; and I this morning know 
Where we shall find him most conveniently. 17s 

[Exeunt.] 

SCENE 2 — A room of state in the castle. 

[Flourish. Enter the king, ^ueen, hamlet, polonius. 

LAERTES, VOLTIMAND, CORNELIUS, LORDS, and ATTENDANIS.] 

KING. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's death 
The memory be green, and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief and our whole kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe. 

Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature 5 

That we with wisest sorrow think on him, 

Together with remembrance of ourselves. 

Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen, 

The imperial jointress to this w^arlikc state, 

Have we, as 'twere with a defeated joy, — 10 

With an auspicious and a dropping eye, 

With mirth in funeral and with dirge in marriage. 

In equal scale weighing delight and dole, — 


154. extravagant: wandering out of 
Its confines. 

156. made probation: gave proof. 
158. Against: just before. 

162. strike: exercise evil influence 
(compare, “moonstruck”). 

163. takes: bewitches. 


164. gracious: full of blessing. 

5. discretion: restraint (here, on 

grief). 

9. jointress: a widow who bas the 
life tenancy on an estate. 

13. dole: grief. 
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Taken to wife: nor have we herein barr'd 
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this affair along. For all, our thanks. 

Now follows, that you know, young Fortinbras, 

Holding a weak supposal of our worth, 

Or thinking by our late dear brother's death 
Our state to be disjoint and out of frame, 

Collcagu^d with this dream of his advantage. 

He hath not fail'd to pester us with message. 

Importing the surrender of those lands 
Lost by his father, with all bonds of law. 

To our most valiant brother. So much for him. 

Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting: 

Thus much the business is: wc have here writ 
To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras, — 

Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears 
Of this his nephew’s purpose, — to suppress 
His furtlicr gait herein; in that the levies. 

The lists and full proportions, are all made 
Out of his subject: and we here dispatch 
You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 
r’or bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 

Gi\'ing to you no further personal power 
To business with the king more than the scope 
Of those delated articles allow. 

I'arewdl, and let your haste commend your duty. 

coRNi.T.iTTs. 1 things will we show our duty. 
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VOL'JIMAND. 

KING. Wc doubt it nothing: heartily farewell. 

\Exeunt voltimand and Cornelius.] 

And now, Laertes, what's the news with you? 

You told us of some suit; what is’t, Laertes? 

You cannot speak of reason to the Dane, 

And lose your voice: what wouldst thou beg, Laertes, 
That shall not be my offer, not thy asking? 

The head is not more native to the heart. 

The hand more instrumental to the mouth. 

Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father. 

What wouldst thou have, Laertes? 

LAERTES. My dread lord, 

Your leave and favor to return to France, 


50 


14. barred: ignored. 

20. disjoint: disjointed, disorganized. 

21. ColUaguhd with this dream: 
combined with this fantastic notion. 

31. gait: proceeding. 


33. subject: subjects, people. 

38. delated: detailed. 

44. the Dane: the king of Den- 
mark. 

47. native to: naturally bound to. 



1048 • William Shakespeare 

From whence though willingly I Came to Denmark, 

To show my duty in your coronation, 

Yet now, I must confess, that duty done. 

My thoughts and wishes bend again toward France 55 

And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

KING. Have you your father’s leave? What says Polonius? 
poLONitTs. He hath, my lord, wrung from me my slow leave 
By laborsome petition, and at last 

Upon his will I seal’d my hard consent: 60 

I do beseech you, give him leave to go. 

KING. Take thy fair hour, Laertes; time be thine, 

And thy best graces spend it at thy will! 

But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son, — 

HAMLET. [Aside] A little more than kin, and less than kind. 6s 
KING. How is it that the clouds still hang on you? 

HAMLET. Not so, my lord; I am too much i’ the sun. 

QUEEN. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted color off. 

And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 

Do not for ever with thy vaildd lids 70 

Seek for thy noble father in the dust: 

Thou know’st 'tis common; all that Ihcs must die, 

Passing through nature to eternity. 

HAMLET. Aye, madam, it is common. 

QUEEN. If it be. 

Why seems it so particular with thee? 7s 

HAMLET. Seems, madam! nay, it is; I know not 'seems.' 

’Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother. 

Nor customary suits of solemn black, 

Nor windy suspiration of forced breath, 

No, nor the fruitful livcr in the eye, 80 

Nor the dejected havior of the visage, 

Together with all forms, moods, shapes of grief. 

That can denote me truly: these indeed seem, 

For they are actions that a man might play: 

But I have that within which passeth show; 85 

These but the trappings and the suits of woe. 

KING. ’Tis sweet and commendable in your nature, Hamlet, 

To give these mourning duties to your father: 

But, you must know, your father lost a father. 

That father lost, lost his, and the survivor bound 90 

In filial obligation for some term 

66-67. How . . . sun: The cue to much i’ the sun,” Hamlet is pun- 
Hamlet’s irony is given by the King’s ning on **son/' 

words “my cousin . , . my son” in 69. Denmark: the king of Denmark. 

1. 64. In his statement that clouds do 70. vailbd: downcast, 

not bang on him because he is “too 79. suspiration: breathing. 

81. havior: outer deportment. 
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To do obsequious sorrow: but to persevere 
In obstinate condolement is a course 
Of impious stubborness; 'tis unmanly grief: 

It shows a will most incorrect to heaven, 95 

A heart unfortified, a mind impatient, 

An understanding simple and unschool'd: 

For what we know must be and is as common 
As any the most vulgar thing to sense. 

Why should wc in our peevish opposition 100 

Take it to heart? Fie! 'tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault against the dead, a fault to nature. 

To reason most absurd, whose common theme 
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried, 

From the first corse till he that died to-day, 105 

'This must be so.' We pray you, throw to earth 
I’his iinprevailing woe, and think of us 
As of a father; for let the world take note, 

You arc the most immediate to our throne. 

And with no less nobility of love no 

Than that which dearest father bears his son 
Do I impart toward you. For your intent 
In going back to school in Wittenberg, 

It is most rctrogiade to our desire: 

And wc beseech you, Ixrnd you to remain ns 

J Icrc in the cheer and comfort of our eye, 

Our cliicfcst courtier, cousin and our son. 

QUEEN. Let not thy mother lose her prayers, Hamlet: 

I pray thcc, stay with us; go not to Wttenberg. 

HAMi.ET. I shall in all iny best obey you> madam. 

KING. Why, 'tis a lo\'ing and a fair reply^ .> 

Be as ourself in Denmark. Madam, cotiw; 

This gentle and unforced accord of Hamlet 
Sits smiling to my heart: in grace whereof. 

No jocund health that Denmark drinks to-day, ws 

But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell. 

And the king's rouse the heaven shall bruit again. 

Re-speaking earthly thunder. Come away. 

[Flourish. Exeunt all but hamlet.] 

HAMLET. O, that this too too sullied flesh would melt, 

Thaw and resolve itself into a dew! 130 

Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd 


92. obsequious: dutiful, especially 
concerning funeral rites (obsequies). 
95. incorrect: not subdued. 

107. unprevailing: useless. 

113. Wittenberg: the seat of a uni- 
versity; at the peak of fame in 


Shakespeare’s time on account of its 
connection with Luther. 

114. retrograde: opposed. 

12 7. rouse: carousal, revel, bruit: 
proclaim, echo. 
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His canon ’gainst self-slaughter! O God! God I 
How weary, stale, flat and unprofitable 
Seem to me all the uses of this world! 

Fie on’t! ah fie! ’tis an unwecded garden, 135 

That grows to seed; things rank and gross in nature 
Possess it merely. That it should come to this! 

But two months dead! nay, not so much, not two: 

So excellent a king; that was, to this, 

Hyperion to a satyr: so loving to my mother, i4f, 

That he might not beteem the winds of heaven 
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth! 

Must 1 remember? why, she would hang on him, 

As if increase of appetite had grown 

By what it fed on: and yet, within a month — 145 

Let me not think on’t — Frailty, thy name is woman! — 

A little month, or ere those shoes were old 
With which she follow’d my poor father’s body, 

Like Niobc, all tears: — why she, even she, — 

O God! a beast that wants discourse of reason 150 

Would have mourn’d longer, — ^married with my uncle. 

My father’s brother, but no more like my father 
I’han I to Hercules: within a month; 

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 

Had left the flushing in her galled eyes, iss 

She married. O, most wicked speed, to post 

With such dexterity to incestuous sheets! 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good: 

But break, my heart, for I must hold my tongue! 

[Enter horatio, marcellus, and bernardo.] 

HORA'iio. Hail to your lordship! 

HAMLET. 1 am glad to sec you well: 160 

Horatio, — or I do forget myself. 

HORATIO. I’hc same, my lord, and your poor servant ever. 

HAMLET. Sir, my good friend; I’ll change that name with you: 

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio? 

Marcellus? 155 

MARCELLUS. My good lord? 

HAMLET. I am very glad to see you. [1 0 bernardo] Good even, sir. 
But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg? 


132. canon: law. 

140. Hyperion: the sun-god. 

141. belecm: allow. 

149. Niobe: Her seven sons and 
seven daughters were slain by Apollo 
and Artemis, and sorrow changed her 
into a continually weeping stone. 


ISO. wants discourse of reason: lacks 
the reasoning faculty. 

ISS. gallH: inflamed. 

1S7. incestuous: According to prin- 
ciples which Hamlet accepts, marry- 
ing one’s brother’s widow is incest. 
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HORATIO. A truant disposition, good my lord. 

HAMLET. I would not hcai your enemy say so, 170 

Nor shall you do my ear that violence, 

To make it truster of your own report 
Against yourself: I know you are no truant. 

But what is your affair in Elsinore? 

Well teach you to drink deep ere you depart. 175 

HORATIO. My lord, I came to sec your father’s funeral. 

HAMLET. 1 pray thee, do not mock me, fellow-student; 

I think it was to see my mother’s wedding. 

HORATIO. Indeed, my lord, it follow’d hard upon. 

HAMLET. Thrift, thrift, Horatio! the funeral bakcd-mcats 180 

Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my dearest foe in heaven 
Or ever I had seen that day, Horatio! 

My father! — methinks 1 sec my father. 

HORATIO. O where, my lord? 

HAMLET. In my mind’s eye, Horatio. 185 

HORATIO. I saw him once; he was a goodly king. 

HAMLET. He was a man, take him for all in all, 

I shall not look upon his like again. 
iroRA'i’io. My lord, I think I saw him yesternight. 

HAMLE'r. Saw? who? 190 

iiORAiio. My lord, the king your father. 

HAMLE'r. Tlie king my father! 

HORATIO. Season your admiration for a while 
With an attent car, till 1 may deliver. 

Upon the witness of these gentlemen. 

This marvel to you. 

HAMLET. For God’s love, let me hear. 195 

HORATIO. Two nights together had these gentlemen, 

Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch, 

In the dead vast and middle of the night. 

Been thus encounter’d. A figure like your father, 

Armed at point exactly, cap-a-pe, 200 

Appears before them, and with solemn march 
Goes slow and stately by them: thrice he walk’d 
By their oppress’d and fcar-surprised eyes, 

Within his truncheon’s length; whilst they, distill’d 

Almost to jelly with the act of fear, 205 


169. A truant disposition: an idling 
mood. 

173. no truant: no idler. 

181. coldly: when cold, 

182. dearest: bitterest. “Hear” was 
used by the Elizabethans to denote 


intensity of feeling in either direction. 

192. Season your admiration: re- 
strain your astonishment. 

200. at point: completely, cap-a-pe: 
from head to foot. 
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Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful secrecy impart they did; 

And I with them the third night kept the watch: 

Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time. 

Form of the thing, each word made true and good, 

The apparition comes: I knew your father; 

These hands were not more like. 

HAMLET. But where was this? 

MARCEi.Lus. My lord, upon the platform where we watch'd. 
HAMLET. Did you not speak to it? 

HORATIO. My lord, I did. 

But answer made it none: yet once methoiight 
It lifted up its head and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak: 

But even then the morning cock crew loud, 

And at the sound it shrunk in haste away 
And vanish'd from our sight. 

HAMLET. 'Tis very strange. 

HORATIO. As I do live, my honor'd lord, 'tis true. 

And we did think it writ down in our duty 
To let you know of it. 

HAMLET. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles me. 

Hold you the watch to-night? 

MARCELLUS. ] i 

We do, mv lord. 

BERNARDO. 

HAMLET. Arm'd, say you? 

MARCELLUS. ] A 1 J 

y Arm d, my lord. 

BERNARDO. J ^ 

HAMLET. From top to toe? 

MARCELLUS. 1 ^ . 

y My lord, from head to foot. 

BERNARDO. J 

HAMLET, 'riien saw you not his face? 

HORATIO. O, yes, my lord; he wore his beaver up. a 

HAMLET. What, look'd he frowningly? 

HORATIO. A countenance more in .sorrow than in anger. 

HAMLET. Pale, or red? 
hora'ho. Nay, very pale. 

HAMLET. And fix'd his eyes upon you? 

HORATIO. Most constantly. 

HAMLET. I would I had been there. a 

HORATIO. It would have much amazed you. 

HAMLET. Ver\^ like, very like. Stay'd it long? 

HORATIO. While one with moderate haste might tell a hundred. 


230. beaver: visor. 


238. tell: count. 
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MARCELLtJS. I 

BERNARDO. | '“"gcr. 

HORATIO. Not when I saw’t. 

HAMLET. His beard was grizzled? no? 

HORATIO. It was, as I have seen it in his life, 

A sable silver'd. 

HAMLET. I will watch to-night; 

Perchance 'twill walk again. 

HORATIO. I warrant it will. 

HAMLET. If it assume my noble father's person, 

I'll speak to it, though hell itself should gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all. 

If you have hitherto conceal'd this sight, 

Let it be tenable in your silence still. 

And whatsoever else shall hap to-night, 

Give it an understanding, but no tongue: 

I will requite your loves. So fare you well: 

Upon the platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve. 

I'll visit you. 

ALL. Our duty to your honor. 

HAMLET. Your lovcs, as mine to you: farewell. 

|Exeii7if all but hamlet.] 

My father's spirit in arms! all is not well; 

I doubt some foul play: would the night were come! 

Till then sit still, my soul: foul deeds w31 rise. 

Though all the earth o’erwhelm them, tX) men’s eyes. 
[Exit.] 

SCENE 3 — room in Polonhis's house, 

[Enter laer j es and Ophelia.] 

LAERTES. My necessaries arc embark'd: latewell: 

And, sister, as the winds give benefit ; ' 

And convoy is assistant, do not sleep. 

But let me hear from you, 

OPHELIA. Do you doubt that? 

LAERTES. For Hamlct, and the trifling of his favor. 

Hold it a fashion, and a toy in blood, 

A violet in the youth of primy nature. 

Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting, 

The perfume and suppliance of a minute; 

No more. 

OPHELIA. No more but so? 

242. sable: black. 3. convoy: conveyance. 

248. Let it be tenable in your 6. a fashion: a passing mood. 

silence: consider it still a secret. 7. primy: early, young. 

256. doubt: suspect. 8. Forward: early. 
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LAERTES. Think it no more: lo 

For nature crescent does not grow alone 
In thews and bulk; but, as this temple waxes, 

The inward service of the mind and soul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now; 

And now no soil nor cautcl doth besmirch it, 

The virtue of his will: but you must fear, 

Ilis greatness weighed, his will is not his own; 

For he himself is subject to his birth: 

He may not, as unvalued persons do. 

Carve for himself, for on his choice depends 20 

The safety and health of this whole state, 

And therefore must his choice be circumscribed 
Unto the voice and yielding of that body 
Whereof he is the head. Then if he says he loves you. 

It fits your wisdom so far to believe it 25 

As he in his particular act and place 

May give his saying deed; which is no further 

Tlian the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 

Then weigh what loss your honor may sustain. 

If with too credent ear you list his songs, 30 

Or lose your heart, or your chaste treasure open 
To his iinmastcFd importunity. 

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister. 

And keep you in the rear of your affection, 

Out of the shot and danger of desire. 3s 

The chariest maid is prodigal enough. 

If she unmask her beauty to the moon: 

Virtue itself 'scapes not calumnious strokes: 

The canker galls the infants of the spring 

Too oft before their buttons be disclosed, 40 

And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 

Contagious blastments are most imminent. 

Be wary then; best safety lies in fear: 

Youth to itself rebels, though none else near. 

OPHELIA. I shall the effect of this good lesson keep, 4S 

As watchman to my heart. But, good my brother, 

Do not, as some ungracious pastors do. 

Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven. 

Whilst, like a pufFd and reckless libertine, 

11 . crescent: growing. 23. yielding: assent. 

12. this temple: the body. 28. main: powerful, goes withal: 

15. no soil nor cautel: no foul or goes along with, agrees. 

deceitful thoughts. 30. credent: credulous. 

17. His greatness weighed: when you 36. chariest: most thoughtful, 
consider his rank. 39. canker: caterpillar. 

20. Carve: choose. 
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Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads so 

And recks not his own rede. 

LAERTESo O, fear me not. 

I stay too long; but here my father comes. 

[Enter polonius.] 

A double blessing is a double grace; 

Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 

POLONIUS. Yet here, Laertes! Aboard, aboard, for shame! ss 

The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail, 

And you are stay’d for. There; my blessing with thee! 

And these few precepts in thy memory 

See thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor any unproportion’d thought his act. 6o 

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 

Those friends thou hast, and their adoption tried. 

Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel, 

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 

Of each ncw-hatch’d unfledged comrade. Beware 65 

Of entranee to a quarrel; but being in, 

Bear’t, that the opposed may beware of thee. 

Gi\'e every man thy ear, but few thy voice: 

Take each man’s censure, but reserve thy judgment. 

Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 70 

But not express’d in fancy; rich, not gaudy: 

For the apparel oft proclaims the man; 

And they in I'^rancc of the best rank antd station 
Arc of a most select and generous chief in that. 

Neither a borrower nor a lender be: ; 75 

For loan oft loses both itself and friend, ^ 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 

This above all: to thine own self be true. 

And it must follow, as the night the day. 

Thou caiist not then be false to any man. 80 

Farewell: my blessing season this in thee! 

LAERTES. Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord. 

POLONIUS. 'I'lic time invites you; go, your servants tend. 

LAERTES. Farewell, Ophelia, and remember well 
What I have said to you. 

OPHELIA. ’Tis in my memory look’d, 8s 

And you yourself shall keep the key of it. 


51. recks not his own rede: does not 
follow his own advice. 

59. character: engrave in your mem- 
ory. 

60. unproportion'd: unsuitable. 

64. dull thy palm: make the palm 
of your hand callous (by indiscrim- 


inate handshak in g ) . 

69. censure: opinion. 

74. chief: chiefly. 

77. husbandry: economy. 
81. season: ripen. 

83. tend: wait. 
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LAERTES. Farewell. [Exit.] 

poLONius. What is*t, Ophelia, he hath said to you? 

OPHELIA. So please you, something touehing the Lord Hamlet. 
POLONIUS. Marry, well bethought: 

'Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you, and you yourself 
Have of your audienec been most free and bounteous: 

If it be so — as so 'tis put on me. 

And that in way of caution — I must tell you. 

You do not understand yourself so clearly 
As it behoves my daughter and your honor. 

What is between you? give me up the truth. 

OPHELIA. He hath, my lord, of late made many tenders 
Of his affection to me, 

POLONIUS. Affection! pooh! you speak like a green girl. 

Unsifted in such perilous circumstance. 

Do you believe his tenders, as you call them? 

OPHELIA. I do not know, my lord, what I should think. 

POLONIUS. Marry, I’ll teach you: think yourself a baby, 

That you ha\'e ta’en these tenders for true pay. 

Which arc not sterling. Tender yourself more clearly; 

Or — not to crack the wind of the poor phrase, 

Running it thus — you’ll tender me a fool. 

OPHELIA. My lord, he hath importuned me with lo\c 
In honorable fashion. 

POLONIUS. Aye, fashion you may call it; go to, go to. 

OPHELIA. And hath given countenance to his speech, my lord. 

With almost all the holy vows of hea\L'n. 

POLONIUS. Aye, springes to catch woodcocks. I do know. 

When the blood burns, how prodigal the soul ns 

Lends the tongue vows: these blazes, daughter, 

Giving more light than heat, extinct in both. 

Even in their promise, as it is a-niaking, 

You must not take for fire. From this time 

Be something scanter of your maiden presence; xm 

Set your entreatments at a higher rate 

Than a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet, 

Believe so much in him, that he is young. 

And with a larger tether may he walk 

Than may be given you: in few', Ophelia, 125 

Do not believe his vows; for they arc brokers, 

98. tenders: offers. ter). 

101. Unsifted: untried. 112. countenance: authority. 

106. Tender yourself: regard your- 114. springes: snares, 
self. 121. entreatments: conversation, com- 

108. you*ll tender me a fool: you’ll pany. 
furnish me with a fool (a foolish daugh- 126. brokers: procurers, panders. 


90 
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Not of that dye which their investments show, 

But mere implorators of unholy suits, 

Breathing like sanctified and pious bawds. 

The better to beguile. This is for all: 

I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 

Have you so slander any moment leisure, 

As to give words or talk with the Lord Hamlet. 

Look to’t, 1 charge you: come youi ways. 

OPHELIA. I shall obey, my lord. , 3 ^ 

[Exeunt.] 


SCENE ^ — The platform. 

[Enter iiamlei’, iioratio, dud aearcellus.] 

HAMLET. The air bites shrcwdlv; it is verv cold. 

HORATIO. It is a nipping and an eager air. 

HAMLET. What hour now? 

HORATIO. I think it lacks of twelve. 

TVTARCELLus. No, it is struck. 

HORATIO. Indeed? I heard it not: it then draws near the season 
Wherein the spirit held his wont to w alk. 

[A flourish of trumpets, and ordnance shot off Mithin.] 
What doth tliis mean, my lord? 

HAMLET. I’hc king doth wake to-night, and takes his rouse, 
Keeps wassail, and the sw'aggering up-spring reels; 

And as he drains his draughts of Rhenish dowTi, 

I’hc kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. ^ 

iiORA'iio. Is it a euston? 

HAMLET. Aye, marry, is’t: 

But to my mind, though I am native here 
And to the manner born, it is a custoiiL 
More honor’d in the breach than the obscr\ ancc. 

This heavy-headed revel cast and west 
Makes us traduced and ta.x’d of other nations: 

They elepe us drunkards, and with swinish phrase 

Soil our addition; and indeed it takes 

From our achievements, though perform’d at height, 

The pith and marrow' of our attribute. 

So, oft it chances in particular men, 

That for some vicious mole of nature in them, 


127. investments: clothes. 

132. slander: use badly, moment: 
momentary. 

2. eager: sharp. 

9. up-spring: a wild dance. 

10. Rhenish: Rhine wine. 

12. The triumph of his pledge: his 
drinking exploits. 


18. tax*d: blamed. 

19. elepe: call. 

20. addition: title, reputation. 

21. perform'd at height: done in 
the best possible manner. 

22. attribute: reputation. 

24. mole of nature: natural blemish. 
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As, in their birth, — wherein they are not guilty, 25 

Sinee nature eannot ehoose his origin, — 

By the overgrowth of some eomplexion, 

Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason, 

Or by some habit that too mueh oVer-leavens 

The form of plausive manners, that these men,— 30 

Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defeet, 

Being nature’s livery, or fortune’s star, — 

Their virtues else — be they as pure as grace, 

As infinite as man may undergo — 

Shall in the general censure take corruption 3s 

From that particular fault: the dram of e\il 
Doth all the noble substance often dout 
To his own scandal. 

\Enter ghost.] 

HORATIO. Look, my lord it comes! 

HAMLET. Angels and ministers of grace defend us! 

Be thou a spirit of health or goblin damn’d, 40 

Bring with thee airs from heaven or blasts from hell, 

Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 

Thou comest in such a questionable shape 
That I will speak to thee: I’ll call thee Hamlet, 

King, father, royal Dane: O, answer me! 4S 

Let me not burst in ignorance; but tell 
Why thy canonized bones, hearsM in death. 

Have burst their cerements; why the sepulchre, 

Wherein we saw thee quietly inurn’d, 

Hath oped his ponderous and marble jaw^s, so 

To cast thee up again. What may this mean, 

That thou, dead corse, again, in complete steel, 

Revisit’st thus the glimpses of the moon. 

Making night hideous; and we fools of nature 

So horridly to shake our disposition ss 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls? 

Say, why is this? wherefore? what should we do? 

[ghost beckons hamlet.] 

HORATIO. It beckons you to go away with it. 

As if it some impartment did desire 


26. his: its. 

27. overgrowth of some complexion: 
excess in one side of their temperament. 

29. oVer-leavens: modifies. 

30. plausive: agreeable. 

32. nature's livery, or fortunes star: 
a nature-given trait or an accidental 
mark. 

33. Their virtues else: the rest of 
their qualities. 


36-37. the dram . . . often dout: 
our text follows Kittredge's reading of 
this difficult passage. 

36. dram: small bit. 

37. dout: extinguish, nullify. 

38. To his own scandal: to ks own 
harm. 

4S. cerements: shroud made of waxed 
cloth. 
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To you alone. 

MARCELLUS. Loolc, with what courteous action 6 o 

It waves you to a more removed ground: 

But do not go with it. 

HORATIO. No, by no means. 

HAMLET. It will not spcak; then I will follow it. 

HORATIO. Do not, my lord, 

HAMLET. Why, what should be the fear? 

I do not set my life at a pin’s fee; 65 

And for my soul, what can it do to that, 

Being a thing immortal as itself? 

It waves me forth again: I’ll follow it. 

HORATIO. What if it tempt you toward the flood, my lord. 

Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff to 

That beetles o’er his base into the sea. 

And there assume some other horrible form, 

Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason 
And draw you into madness? think of it: 

The very place puts toys of desperation, ts 

Without more motive, into every brain 
That looks so many fathoms to the sea 
And hears it roar beneath. 

HAMLET. It waves me still. 

Go on; I’ll follow thee. 

MARCELLUS. You sliall not go, my lord. 

HAMLET. Hold off your hands. go 

HORATIO. Be ruled; you shall not go. 

HAMLET. My f^c erics out, 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Ncmean lion’s nerve. 

Still am I call’d, unhand me, gentlemen; 

By heaven, I’ll make a ghost of him that lets me: 85 

I say, away! Go on; I’ll follow thee. 

[Exeunt ghost and hamlet.] 

HORATIO, lie waxes desperate with imagination. 

MARCELLUS. Lct’s follow; ’tis not fit thus to obey him. 

HORATIO. Have after. To what issue will this come? 

MARCELLUS. Something is rotten in the state of Denmark. 90 

HORATIO. Heaven will direct it. 

MARCELLUS. Nay, let’s follow him. 

[Exeunt.] 

65. fee: value. 83. Nemean lion: slain by Hercules 

71. beetles o’er: juts over. as one of his twelve labors, nerve: 

73, deprive . . . reason: deprive you muscle, 
of reason, your sovereign quality. 85. lets: hinders. 

75. toys: fancies. 
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SCENE 5 — Another part of the platform. 

[Enter ghost and hamlet.] 

HAMLET. Whither wilt thou lead me? speak; Fll go no further. 
GHOST. Mark me. 

HAMLET. I will. 

GHOST. My hour is almost come, 

When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up myself. 

HAMLET. Alas, poor ghost! 

GHOST. Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing s 

To what I shall unfold. 

HAMLET. Speak; I am bound to hear. 

GHOST. So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt hear. 

HAMLET. What? 

GHOST. I am thy father’s spirit; 

Doom’d for a certain term to walk the night, lo 

And for the day confined to fast in fires, 

Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature 
Are burnt and purged away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the secrets of my prison-house, 

I could a tale unfold whose lightest word 15 

Would harrow up thy soul, freeze thy young blood. 

Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their spheres, 

Thy knotted and combined locks to part 
And each particular hair to stand on end, 

Like quills upon the fretful porpentine: ao 

But this eternal blazon must not be 
To ears of flesh and blood. List, list, O, list! 

If thou didst ever thy dear father love — 

HAMLET. O God! 

GHOST. Revenge his foul and most unnatural murder. 25 

HAMLET. Murder! 

GHOST. Murder most foul, as in the best it is. 

But this most foul, strange, and unnatural. 

HAMLET. Haste me to know’t, that I, with wings as swift 

As meditation or the thoughts of love, 30 

May sweep to my revenge. 

GHOST. I find thee apt; 

And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed 
That roots itself in case on Lethe wharf, 

Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear: 

3. flames: of purgatory. eternity). 

20. porpentine: porcupine. 33. Lethe: the river of oblivion in 

21. eternal blazon: publication of Hades, 
secrets of the other world (i.e., of 
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Tis given out that, sleeping in my orchard, 35 

A serpent stung me; so the whole ear of Denmark 
Is by a forgM process of my death 
Rankly abused: but know, thou noble youth. 

The serpent that did sting thy father's life 
Now wears his crown. 

HAMLET. O my prophetic soul! 40 

My uncle! 

GHOST. Aye, that incestuous, that adulterate beast. 

With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts,— 

O wicked wit and gifts, that have the power 

So to seduce! — won to his shameful lust 45 

The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen: 

0 Hamlet, what a falling-off was there! 

From me, whose love was of that dignity 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage; and to decline 50 

Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor 

To those of mine! 

But virtue, as it never will be moved. 

Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven, 

So lust, though to a radiant angel link'd, ss 

Will sate itself in a celestial bed 
And prey on garbage. 

But, soft! methinks I scent the morning air; 

Brief let me be. Sleeping within my orchfrd, 

My custom always of the afternoon, ^ 60 

Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole, ^ 

With juice of cursed hebenon in a vial^ 

And in the porches of my ears did pour;' 

The Icperous distilment; whose effect ' 

Holds such an enmity with blood of mtn 65 

Tliat swift as quicksilver it courses through 
Tlie natural gates and alleys of the body; 

And with a sudden vigor it doth posset 
And curd, like eager droppings into milk, 

The thin and wholesome blood: so did it mine; 70 

And a most instant tetter bark'd about. 

Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust. 

All my smooth body. 


54. a shape of heaven: a heavenly, 
angelic form. 

62. hebenon: henbane, a very poi- 
sonous herb. 

68. posset: coagulate. 

69. eager: sour (compare “vinegar”; 
in French, vinaigre, from vfn aigre). 


71. a most instant . . . about: the 
skin immediately became thick like the 
bark of a tree. 

72. lazar: leper (from the beggar 
Lazarus, “full of sores,” in Luke 16: 
20 ). 
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Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand 

Of life, of crown, of queen, at once dispatch'd: 75 

Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 

Unhousel'd, disappointed, unaneled; 

No reckoning made, but sent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head: 

O, horrible! O, horrible! most horrible! 80 

If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not; 

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned incest. 

But, howsoever thou pursuest this act, 

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 85 

Against thy mother aught: leave her to heaven. 

And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge, 

To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once! 

The glow-worm shows the matin to be near. 

And 'gins to pale his uneffcctual fire: 90 

Adieu, adieu, adieu! remember me. [Exit.] 

HAMLET. O all you host of heaven! O earth! what else? 

And shall I couple hell? O, fie! Hold, hold, my heart; 

And you, my sinews, grow not instant old, 

But bear me stiffly up. Remember thee! 95 

Aye, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat 
In this distracted globe. Remember thee! 

Yea, from the table of my memory 
I'll wipe away all trivial fond records, 

All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past, 100 

That youth and observation copied there; 

And thy commandment all alone shall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 

Unmix'd with baser matter: yes, by heaven! 

O most pernicious woman! 105 

0 villain, villain, smiling, damnM villain! 

My tables, — meet it is I set it down, 

Tliat one may smile, and smile, and be a villain; 

At least I'm sure it may be so in Denmark. [Writing.] 

So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word; no 

It is ‘Adieu, adieu! remember me.' 

1 have sworn't. 

HORATIO. I 

MARCELLUS. j ^ ^ ^ 

[Enf^r HORATIO and marcellus.] 

MARCELLUS. Lord Hamlet! 

77, UuhouseVd, disappointed, un- 97. globe: head. 

aneled: without sacrament, unprepared, 98. table: writing tablet. The word 

without extreme unction. is used in the same sense in 1. 107. 
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Heaven secure him I 


HORATIO. 

hamlet. So be it! 

MARCELLUS. Illo, lio, ho, my lord! 

HAMLET. Hillo, ho, ho, boy! come, bird, come. 

MARCELLUS. How is*t, my noble lord? 

HORATIO. What news, my lord? 

HAMLET. O, wonderful! 

HORATIO. Good my lord, tell it. 

HAMLET. No; you will reveal it. 

HORATIO. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 

MARCELLUS. Noi I, my lord. 

HAMLET. How say you, then; would heart of man once think it? 
But you'll be secret? 

HORATIO. 


IIS 




Aye, by heaven, my lord. 


MARCELLUS ^ 

HAMLET. There's ne’er a villain dwelling in all Denmark 
But he's an arrant knave. 

HORATIO. There needs no ghost, my lord, come from the grave 125 
To tell us this. 

HAMLET. Why, right; you are i' the right; 

And so, without more circumstance at all, 

I hold it fit that we shake hands and part : 

You, as your business and desire shall point you; 

For every man hath business and desire, 130 

Such as it is; and for my own poor part, 

Look you. I’ll go pray. 

HORATIO. These arc but wild and whirling yWords, my lord. 

HAMLET. Tm sorry tlicy offend you, heartily; 

Yes, faith, heartily. 

HORATIO. 'T’herc’s no offense, my lord. 135 

HAMLET. Yes, by Saint Patriek, but there i$, Horatio, 

And much offense too. Touching this vision here. 

It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you: 

For your desire to know what is between us, 

O'crniaster’t as you may. And now, good friends. 

As you are friends, scholars and soldiers. 

Give me one poor request. 

HORATIO. What is't, my lord? we will. 

HAMLET. Never make known what you have seen tonight. 

MARCELLUS. 1 j^y jord, we will not. 

HORATIO. J 

HAMLET. Nay, but swear’t. 

HORATIO. faith. 

My lord, not I. 

115. Illo . . . : a falconer’s call. 


140 


127. circumstance: ceremony. 
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MARCELLus. Noi I, my lord, in faith. 145 

HAMLET. Upon my sword. 

MARCELLUS. Wc havc swom, my lord, already. 

HAMLET. Indeed, upon my sword, indeed. 

GHOST. [Beneath] Swear. 

HAMLET. Ah, ha, boy! say'st thou so? art thou there, true-penny? 
Come on: you hear this fellow in the cellarage: 

Consent to swear. 

HORATIO. Propose the oath, my lord. 150 

HAMLET. Never to speak of this that you havc seen, 

Swear by my sword. 

GHOST. [Beneath] Swear. 

HAMLET. Hie et ubique? then well shift our ground. 

Come hither, gentlemen, 155 

And lay your hands again upon my sword : 

Never to speak of this that you have heard, 

Swear by my sword. 

GHOST. [Beneath] Swear. 

HAMLET. Well said, old mole! canst work i' the earth so fast? 160 
A worthy pioner! Once more remove, good friends. 

HORATIO. O day and night, but this is wondrous strange! 

HAMLET. And therefore as a stranger give it welcome. 

There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, 

Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. 165 

But come; 

Here, as before, never, so help you mercy. 

How strange or odd soe'er I bear myself. 

As I perchance hereafter shall think meet 

To put an antic disposition on, 170 

That you, at such times seeing me, never shall, 

With arms encumber'd thus, or this head-shake, 

Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase. 

As ‘Well, well, we know,' or ‘We could, an if we would,' 

Or If we list to speak,' or ‘There be, an if they might,' i7s 

Or such ambiguous giving out, to note 
That you know aught of me: this not to do, 

So grace and mercy at your most need help you. 

Swear. 

GHOST. [Beneath] Swear. 180 

HAMLET. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit! [They swear,] 

So, gentlemen. 

With all my love I do commend me to you: 

And what so poor a man as Hamlet is 

148. tme-penny: honest fellow. 161. pioner: miner. 

154. Hie et ubique: here and every- 170. antic: odd, fantastic, 
where. 172. encumbered: folded. 
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May do, to express his love and friending to you, 185 

God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in together; 

And still your fingers on your lips, I pray. 

The time is out of joint: 0 cursed spite, 

That ever I was born to set it right! 

Nay, come, let's go together. 190 

[Exeunt,] 


Act II 


SCENE 1 — room in Poloniums house, 

[Enter polonius and reynaldo.] 
poLONius. Give him this money and these notes, Reynaldo. 
REYNALDO. I will, my lord. 

POLONIUS. You shall do marvelous wisely, good Reynaldo, 

Before you visit him, to make inquire 
Of his behavior. 

REYNALDO. Mv loid, I did intend it. 

POLONIUS. Marry, well said, very well said. Look you, sir, 

Inquire me first what Danskers are in Paris, 

And how, and who, what means, and where they keep, 

What company, at what expense, and finding 
By this cncompassmcnt and drift of question 
That they do know my son, come you more nearer 
Than your particular demands will touch it: 

1 ake you, as 'twcrc, some distant knowledjge of him. 

As thus, ‘I know his father and his friendl. 

And in part him:' do you mark this, Reynaldo? 

REYNALDO. Ayc, vcry well, my lord. , ( , ,, 

POLONIUS. ‘And in part him; but,' you may say, not well: 

But if 't be he I mean, he's vcr>' wild, 

Addicted so and so;' and there put oh him 
What forgeries you please; marry, none so rank 
As may dishonor him; take heed of tliat; 

But, sir, such wanton, wild and usual slips 
As are companions noted and most known 
To youth and liberty. 

REYNALDO. gaming, my lor . 

POLONIUS. Aye, or drinking, fencing, swearing, quarreling, 
Drabbing: you may go so far. 

REYNALDO. My lord, that would dishonor him. 

POLONIUS. Faith, no; as you may season it m the charge. 

You must not put another scandal on him, 

, T\ - drift of Question: turn of your talk. 

7. OflWi/tm.- Danes. season: temper, qualify, in the 

roundabout way. charge: in nuiking the accusation. 


as 
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That he is open to incontincncy; 30 

That's not my meaning: but breathe his faults $0 quaintly 
That they may seem the taints of liberty, 

The flash and outbreak of a fiery mind, 

A savagcncss in unreclaimed blood, 

Of general assault. 

REYNALDO. But, lliy gOOd lord, 35 

POLONius. Wherefore should you do this? 

REYNALDO. Aye, my lord, 

I would know that. 

POLONIUS. Marry, sir, here's my drift. 

And I believe it is a fetch of warrant: 

You laying these slight sullies on my son, 

As 'twerc a thing a little soil'd i' the working, 40 

Mark you, 

Your party in converse, him you would sound. 

Having ever seen in the prenominate crimes 

The youth you breathe of guilty, be assured 

He closes with you in this consequence; 45 

'Good sir,’ or so, or 'friend,' or 'gentleman,' 

According to the phrase or the addition 
Of man and country. 

REYNALDO. Vcry good, my lord. 48 

POLONIUS. And then, sir, docs he this — ^lic docs — ^udiat was I about 
to say? By the mass, I was about to say something: where did I 
leave? 

REYNALDO. At ‘closcs ill tlic conscqucncc,' at ‘friend or so,' and 
'gentleman.' 

POLONIUS. At 'closes in the consequence,' aye, marry; 49 

lie closcs with you thus: 'I know the gentleman; 

I saw him yesterday, or t' other day. 

Or then, or then, with such, or such, and, as you say. 

There was a' gaming, there o'ertook in 's rouse. 

There falling out at tennis:' or perchance, 

'I saw him enter such a house of sale,' S5 

Videlicet, a brothel, or so forth. 

See you now; 

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth: 


31. quaintly: delicately, skillfully. 
^2. taints: stains, faults. 

34. unreclaimed: untamed. 

35. of general assault: dangers to 
whose assault all are exposed. 

38. fetch: stratagem, of warrant: 
warrantable, justifiable. 

42. converse: conversation. 


43. Having ever: whether he has 
ever, prenominate: aforementioned. 

44-45. be assured . . . consequence: 
you may be sure he will agree in this 
conclusion. 

47. addition: title. 

53. overtook in *S rouse: intoxicated 
in his reveling. 
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And thus do we of wisdom and of reach. 

With windlasses and with assays of bias, 6o 

By indirections find directions out: 

So, by my former lecture and advice, 

Shall you my son. You have me, have you not? 

REYNALDO. My lord, I have. 

poLONius. God be wi' ye; fare ye well. 

REYNALDO. Good my lord! 65 

POLONIUS. Observe his inclination in yourself. 

REYNALDO. I sliall, my lord. 

POLONIUS. And let him ply his music. 

REYNALDO. Wcll, iiiy lord. 

POLONIUS. Farewell! [Exit reynaldo.J 

[Enter opheha.] 

How now, Ophelia! what's the matter? 70 

OPHELIA. O, my lord, I have been so affrighted! 

POLONIUS. With what, i' the name of God? 

OPHELIA. My lord, as I was sewing in my closet. 

Lord Hamlet, with his doublet all unbraced. 

No hat upon his head, his stockings foul'd, 7s 

Ungartcr'd and down-gyved to his ankle; 

Pale as his shirt, his knees knocking each other, 

And with a look so piteous in purport 
As if he had been loosed out of hell 

To speak of horrors, he comes before me. 80 

POLONIUS, Mad for thy love? 

oPiiEi.iA. My lord, I 4 o not know, 

But truly I do fear it. 

POLONIUS. What said he? 

OPHELIA. He took me by the wrist and hejd me hard; 

Then goes he to the length of all his arm, 

And with his other hand thus o'er his brow, 85 

He falls to such perusal of my face 
As he would draw it. Long stay'd he sO; 

At last, a little shaking of mine arm. 

And thrice his head thus waving up and down, 

He raised a sigh so piteous and profound 90 

As it did seem to shatter all his bulk 

And end his being: that done, he lets me go: 

And with his head over his shoulder turn'd, 

59. of Wisdom and of reach: wise and 66. in yourself: by yourself, 

farsighted. 74. doublet: jacket. 

60. windlasses: winding ways, assays 76. down^gyvkd: pulled down like 
of bias: sending the ball indirectly (in fetters. 

bowling). 
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The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy. 

KING. O, speak of that; that do I long to hear. 50 

POLONius. Give first admittance to the ambassadors; 

My news shall be the fruit to that great feast. 

KING. Thyself do grace to them, and bring them in. 

[Exit POLONIUS.] 

He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found 
The head and source of all your son's distemper. ss 

QUEEN. I doubt it is no other but the main; 

His father’s death and our o'erhasty marriage. 

KING. Well, we shall sift him. 

[Re-enter polonius, with voltimand and Cornelius.] 

Welcome, my good friends! 
Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Norway? 

VOLTIMAND. Most fair return of greetings and desires. 60 

Upon our first, he sent out to suppress 
Ilis nephew’s levies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation 'gainst the Polack, 

But better look’d into, he truly found 

It was against your highness: whereat grieved, 65 

That so his sickness, age and impotence 
Was falsely borne in hand, sends out arrests 
On Eortinbras; which he, in brief, obeys, 

Receives rebuke from Norway, and in fine 

Makes vow before his uncle never more 70 

To give the assay of arms against your majesty. 

Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy, 

Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee 
And his commission to employ those soldiers, 

So levied as before, against the Polack: 7s 

With an entreaty, herein further shown, [Giving a paper,] 

That it might please you to give quiet pass 
Through your dominions for this enterprise. 

On such regards of safety and allowance 
As therein arc set down, 

KING. It likes us well, 80 

And at our more consider'd time we'll read, 

Answer, and think upon this business. 

Meantime we thank you for your well-took labor: 

Go to your rest; at night we'll feast together: 

Most welcome home! 

[Exeunt voltimand and Cornelius.] 

53 . grace: honor. 67. borne in hand: deluded. 

59. Norway: the king of Norway. 69. in fine: finally. 

61. Upon our first: as soon as we 71. assay: test, 

made the request. 80. likes: pleases. 
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poLONius. This business is well ended. 85 

My liege, and madam, to expostulate 
What majesty should be, what duty is, 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time. 

Were nothing but to waste night, day and time. 

Therefore, since brevity is the soul of wit ^ 

And tediousness the limbs and outward flourishes, 

I will be brief. Your noble son is mad: 

Mad call I it; for, to define true madness. 

What is ’t but to be nothing else but mad? 

But let that go. 

queen. More matter, with less art. 95 

POLONIUS. Madam, I swear I use no art at all. 

'rhat he is mad, ’tis true: 'tis true ’tis pity, 

And pity 'tis 'tis true: a foolish figure; 

But farewell it, for I will use no art. 

Mad let us grant him then: and now remains 100 

Tliat we find out the cause of this effect, 

Or rather say, the cause of this defect. 

For this effect defective comes by cause: 

Thus it remains and the remainder thus. 

Perpend. ,05 

I have a daughter, — have while she is mine, — 

Who in her duty and obedience, mark. 

Hath given me this: now gather and surmise. los 

\Reads.] 

To the celestial, and my sSoul's idol, the most beautified Ophe- 
lia,' — 

That's an ill phrase, a vile phrase; ‘beautified’ is a vile phrase; 
but you shall hear. 'I'liiis: 

\ Reads.] 

'In her excellent white bosom, these,' &C. 

QUEEN. Came this from Hamlet to her? 

POLONIUS. Good madam, stay awhile; I will be faithful. 

[Reads.] 

‘Doubt thou the stars are fire; 

Doubt that the sun doth move; 

Doubt truth to be a liar; 

But never doubt I love. 

‘O dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers;® I have not art to 
reckon my groans: but that I love thee best, O most best, believe 
it. Adieu. 

Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst this 


98. figure: of speech. 
105. Perpend: consider. 


a. verses. 
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machine is to him, hamlet/ 

This in obedience hath my daughter shown me; 109 

And more above, hath his solicitings, 

As they fell out by time, by means and place. 

All given to mine car. 

KING. But how hath she 

Received his love? 

POLONius. What do you think of me? 

KING. As of a man faithful and honorable. 

POLONIUS. I would fain prove so. But what might you think, 115 
When I had seen this hot love on the wing, — 

As I perceived it, I must tell you that, 

Before my daughter told me, — what might you. 

Or my dear majesty your queen here, think. 

If I had play'd the desk or table-book, lao 

Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumb. 

Or look'd upon this love with idle sight; 

What might you think? No, I went round to work, 

And my young mistress thus I did bespeak: 

'Lord Hamlet is a prince, out of thy star; 125 

This must not be:' and then I prescripts gave her, 

Tliat she should lock herself from his resort, 

Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 

Which done, she took the fruits of my advice; 

And he repulsed, a short tale to make, 130 

Fell into a sadness, then into a fast. 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weakness, 

Thence to a lightness, and by this declension 
Into the madness wherein now he raves 

And all we mourn for. 135 

KING. Do you think this? 

QUEEN. It may be, very like. 

POLONIUS. Hath there been such a time, I 'Id fain know that, 

That I have positively said ' 'tis so,' 

When it proved otherwise? 

KING. Not that I know. 

POLONIUS. [Pointing to his head and shoulder] Take this, from 
this, if this be otherwise: 140 

If circumstances lead me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 


110 . more above: moreover, 

120. If / had . . . table-book: if 1 
had performed the function of a desk 
or a notebook (in keeping the matter 
secret). 

121. given my heart a winking: shut 


my heart’s eye. 

123. round to work: straight to work. 
125. star: sphere. 

132. watch: insomnia. 

133. lightness: lightheadedness, de- 
clension: declining. 
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Within the center. 

king. How may we try it further? 

poLONius. You know, sometimes he walks for hours together 
Here in the lobby. 

queen. So he docs, indeed. us 

POLONIUS. At such a time Til loose my daughter to him: 

Be you and I behind an arras then; 

Mark the eneounter: if he love her not, 

And be not from his reason fallen thereon, 

Let me be no assistant for a state, *so 

But keep a farm and carters. 

KING. We will try it 

QUEEN. But look where sadly the poor wretch comes reading. 
POLONIUS. Away, I do beseech you, both away: 
ril board him presently. 

[Exeunt king, queen, and attendants. — Enter hamlet, 
reading.] 

O, give me leave: how does my good Lord Hamlet? iss 

HAMLET. Well, God-a^mercy. 

POLONIUS. Do you know me, my lord? 
hamlet. Excellent well; you arc a fishmonger. 


POLONIUS. Not I, my lord. 

hamlet. Then I would you were so honest a man. 

POLONIUS. Honest, my lord! 

HAMLET. Aye, sir; to be honest, as this wor^d goes, is to be one man 
picked out of ten thousand, 

POLONIUS. T’hat^s very true, my lord. . j 

HAMLET. For if the sun breed maggots in 4 dead dog, being a good 


kissing^ carrion — Have you a daughter! 

POLONIUS. I have, my lord. . . ,.1 • u 1. 

HAMLET. Let her not walk f the sun: conception is a blessing; but 

as vour daughter may conceive,— friend, look to 't. 

POLomus. [Aside] How say you by that?- Still harping on my daugh- 
ter* yet he knew me not at first; he said I was a fishmonger: he 
is far gone: and truly in my youth I suffered much extremity for 
love; very near this. Fll speak to him again.— What do you read, 


my lord? 

HAMLET. Words, words, words. 

POLONIUS. What is the matter,^^ my lord? 


HAMLET. Between who? 


143. center: of the earth. 

149. thereon: for that reason. 
1S4. board: approach. 


b. good for kissing. 

c. What do you say 


to that? 


d. The word has several meanings. 
Polonius uses it to denote the subject 
matter of the book; but Hamlet re- 
sponds, in the next line, as if he re- 
ferred to the subject of a quarrel. 
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POLONius. I mean, the matter that you read, my lord. 

HAMLET. Slanders, sir: for the satirical rogue says here that old men 
have gray beards, that their faces are wrinkled, their eyes purging 
thick amber and plum-tree gum, and that they have a plentiful 
lack of wit, together with most weak hams: all which, sir, though 
I most powerfully and potently believe, yet I hold it not honesty 
to have it thus set down; for yourself, sir, shall grow old as I am, 
if like a crab you could go backward. 

POLONIUS. [Aside] Though this be madness, yet there is method 
in 't. — Will you walk out of the air, my lord? 

HAMLET. Into my grave. 

POLONIUS. Indeed, that^s out of the air. [Aside] 

How pregnant sometimes his replies are! a happiness that often 
madness hits on, which reason and sanity could not so pros- 
perously be delivered of. I will leave him, and suddenly contrive 
the means of meeting between him and my daughter. — My 
honorable lord, I will most humbly take my leave of you. 

HAMLET. You caniiot, sir, take from me any thing that I will more 
willingly part withal: except my life, except my life, except my 
life. 

POLONIUS. Fare you well, my lord. 

HAMLET. These tedious old fools. 

[Re-enter rosenCrantz and guildenstern.] 

POLONIUS. You go to seek the Lord Hamlet; there he is. 

rosencrantz [To POLONius] God save you, sirl 
[Exit POLONIUS.] 

guildenstern. My honored lord! 

rosencrantz. My most dear lord! 

hamlet. My excellent good friends! How dost thou, Guildenstern? 
Ah, Rosencrantz! Good lads, how do you both? 

ROSENCRANTZ. As the indifferent*’ children of the earth. 

GUILDENSTERN. Happy, ill that we are not over-happy; 

On Fortune's cap we are not the very button.^ 

hamlet. Nor the soles of her shoe? 

ROSENCRANTZ. Neither, my lord. 

HAMLET. Then you live about her waist, or in the middle of her 
favors? 

GUILDENSTERN. Faith, her privates we. 

HAMLET. In the secret parts of Fortune? O, most true; she is a 
strumpet. What's the news? 

ROSENCRANTZ. None, my lord, but that the world's grown honest. 

HAMLET. Then is doomsday near: but your news is not true. Let 
me question more in particular: what have you, my good friends, 

/. top. 


iL. Average. 
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deserved at the hands of Fortune, that she sends you to prison 
hither? 


GUiLDENSTERN. Piison, my lordl 

HAMLET. Denmark's a prison. 

ROSENCRANTZ. Then is the world one. 

HAMLET. A goodly onc; in which there are many confines/ wards 
and dungeons, Denmark being one o' the worst. 

ROSENCRANTZ. We think not so, my lord. 

HAMLET. Why, then, 'tis none to you; for there is nothing either 
good or bad, but thinking makes it so: to me it is a prison. 

ROSENCRANTZ, Why, then your ambition makes it one; 'tis too 
narrow for your mind. 

HAMLET. O God, I could be bounded in a nut-shell and count my- 
self a king of infinite space, were it not that I have bad dreams. 

GUiLDENSTERN. Which drcams indeed are ambition; for the very 
substance of the ambitious is merely the shadow of a dream. 

HAMLET. A dream itself is but a shadow. 

ROSENCRANTZ. Truly, and 1 hold ambition of so airy and light a 
quality that it is but a shadow's shadow. 

HAMLET. Then are our beggars bodies, and our monarchs and out- 
stretched heroes the beggars' shadows.* Shall we to the court? 
for, by my fay,^ I cannot reason. 


ROSENCRANTZ. 
GUILDENSTERN. J 


We'll wait upon you. 


HAMLET. No such matter: I will not sort you^ with the rest of my 
servants; for, to speak to yon like an honest man, I am most 
dreadfully attended. But, in the beaten way of friendship, what 
make you at Elsinore? 

ROSENCRANTZ. To visit you, my lord; no other occasion. 

HAMLET. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks; but I thank 
you: and sure, dear friends, my thankf are too dear a halfpenny.* 
Were yon not sent for? Is it your own inclining? Is it a free 
visitation? Come, deal justly* with me: come, come; nay, speak. 


GUILDENSTERN. Wliat slioiild wc say, my lord? 


HAMLET. Why, any thing, but to the purpose. You were sent for; 
and there is a kind of confession in your looks, which your 
modesties have not craft enough to color: I know the good king 


and cjuccn have sent for you. 

ROSENCRANTZ. To what end, my lord? 

HAMLET. That you must teach me. But let me conjure you, by the 


g, places of confinement. i. faith. 

h. Then people without ambition put you together. 

(like beggars) are the really substan- k, if priced at a halfpenny, 

lial ones, while monarchs and heroes /. honestly. 

are their outstretched shadows. 
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rights of our fellowship, by the consonancy of our youth, by the 
obligation of our ever-preserved love, and by what more dear a 
better proposcr"» could charge you withal, be even and direct with 
me, whether you were sent for, or no. 

ROSENCRANTZ. \ Aside to guildenstern] What say you? 

HAMLET. [Aside] Nay then, I have an eye of^* you. — If you love me, 
hold not off. 

niiiLDENSTERN. My lord, we were sent for. 

HAMLET. I will tell you why; so shall my anticipation prevent your 
discovery,® and your secrecy to the king and queen moult no 
feather. I have of late — but wherefore I know not — ^lost all ray 
mirth, forgone all custom of exercises; and indeed it goes so 
heavily with my disposition that this goodly frame, the earth, 
seems to me a sterile promontory; this most excellent canopy, the 
air, look you, this brave overhanging firmament, this majestical 
roof fretted^ with golden fire, why, it appears no other thing to 
me than a foul and pestilent congregation of vapors. What a piece 
of work is a man! how noble in reason! how infinite in faculty! in 
form and moving how expressed'^ and admirable! in action how 
like an angel! in apprehension how like a god! the beauty of the 
world! the paragon of animals! And yet, to me, what is this 
quintessence of dust? man delights not me; no, nor woman 
neither, though by your smiling you seem to say so. 

ROSENCRANTZ. My lord, there was no such stuff in my thoughts. 

HAMLET. Why did you laugh then, when I said 'man delights not 
mev? 

ROSENCRANTZ. To think, my lord, if you delight not in man, what 
lenten entertainment'* the players shall receive from you: we 
coted"' them on the way; and hither are they coming, to offer 
you service. 

HAMLET. He that plays the king shall be welcome; his majesty shall 
have tribute of me; the adventurous knight shall use his foil and 
target; the lover shall not sigh gratis; the humorous* man shall 
end his part in peace; the clown shall make those laugh whose 
lungs are tickle o^ the sere," and the lady shall say her mind freely, 
or the blank verse shall halt for 't. What players are they? 

ROSENCRANTZ. Even those you were wont to take such delight in, 
the tragedians of the city. 

HAMLET. How chanccs it they travel? their residence,'’ both in repu 
tation and profit, was better both ways. 

m. speaker. r. meagre reception. 

n. on. s. overtook. 

0. precede your disclosure. t. eccentric, whimsical. 

p, adorned. u. ready to shoot off at a touch. 

g. perfect. v, i.e., in the city. 
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ROSENCRANTZ. I think their inhibition^ comes by means of the 
late innovation.® 

HAMLET. Do they hold the same estimation they did when I was in 
the city? are they so followed? 

ROSENCRANTZ. No, indeed, arc they not. 

HAMLET. How comcs it? do they grow rusty? 

ROSENCRANTZ. Nav, tlicir endeavor keeps in the wonted pace: but 
there is, sir, an eyric^' of children, little eyases/ that cry out on 
the top of question® and are most tyrannically*» clapped for 't: 
these are now the fashion, and so berattle*'’ the common stages — 
so they call them — that many wearing rapiers'^ arc afraid of 
goosc-quills,® and dare scarce come thither. 

HAMLET. What, are they children? who maintains 'em? how arc they 
escoted?^ Will they pursue the qualityi' no longer than they can 
sing? will they not say afterwards, if they should grow themselves 
to common players, — as it is most like, if their means arc no 
better, — their writers do them wrong, to make them exclaim 
against their own succession?'^ 

ROSF.NCRANi’z. Faith, there has been mucli to-do on both sides, and 
the nation holds it no sin to tarre' them to controversy: there was 
for a wlnlc no money ])id for argument unless the poet and the 
player went to cuffs in the question.^ 

HAMLET. Is 't possible? 

GUii.DENSTERN. O, there has been much throwing about of brains. 

HAMLET. Do tlic bovs carH’ it away?'* ^ 

ROSENCRANTZ. Ayc, tliat they do, my lord; Hfrcules and his load too.' 

HAMLET. It is not very strange; for my unde is king of Denmark, 
and those that would make mows®* at him while my father lived, 
give twenty, forty, fifty, a hundred ducati a-piecc, for his picture 
in little. 'Sblood, there is something in this more than natural, if 
philosophy could find it out. 

[Flourish of trumpets within.] 

GUiLDENSTERN. Tlicrc are the players. 

HAMLET. Gentlemen, you arc welcome to Elsinore. Your hands, 
come then: the appurtenance of welcome is fashion and cere- 


w. prohibition. 

X. the introduction of “an cyne of 
children/’ as Roscncrantz explains in 
his subseciuent replies to Hamlet. 

y. brood. 

t. unflcdRcd birds. 

a. in the highest key. 

b. vehemently. 

c. berate. 

d. many gentlemen. 

e. afraid of pens (i.e., of poets 
satirizing the “common stages”). 

/. financially supported. 


g. profession. 

h. recite satiric pieces against what 
they are themselves likely to become, 
common players. 

i. incite. 

no offer to buy a plot for a 
play if it did not contain a quarrel be- 
tween poet and player on that subject. 

k. win out. 

l. the sign in front of the Globe 
theater. 

m. faces. 
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niony: let me comply with you in this garb,** lest my extent^ to 
the players, which, I tell you, must show fairly outwards, should 
more appear like entertainment** than yours. You are welcome: 
but my uncle-father and aunt-mother arc deceived. 
GuiLDENSTERN. In what, my dear lord? 

HAMLET. I am but mad north-north-west: when the wind is southerly 
I know a hawk from a handsaw.® 

[Re-enter polonius.] 

POLONius. Well be with you, gentlemen! 

HAMLET. Hark you, Guildenstem; and you too: at each car a hearer: 
that great baby you see there is not yet out of his swaddling 
clouts.*’ 

ROSENCRANTZ. Happily he’s the second time come to them; for they 
say an old man is twice a child. 

HAMLET. I will prophesy he comes to tell me of the players; mark 
it. You say right, sir: o’ Monday morning; ’twas so, indeed.* 
POLONIUS. My lord, I have news to tell you. 

HAMLET. My lord, I have news to tell you. When Roscius was an 
actor in Rome, — 

POLONIUS. The actors arc come hither, my lord. 

HAMLET. Buz, buz!‘ 

POLONIUS. upon my honor, — 

HAMLET. Then came each actor on his ass. — 

POLONIUS. The best actors in the world, cither for tragedy, comedy, 
history, pastoral, pastoral-comical, historical-pastoral, tragical- 
historical, tragical-comical-historical-pastoral, scene individable, or 
poem unlimited:** Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor Plautus too 
light. For the law of writ and the liberty,*^ these are the only men. 
HAMLET. O Jephthah, judge of Israel, what a treasure hadst thou! 
POLONIUS. \^at a treasure had he, iny lord? 

HAMLET. Why, 

'One fair daughter, and no more, 

The which he lov^d passing well.’**' 

POLONIUS. [Aside] Still on my daughter. 

HAMLET. Am I not i' the right, old Jephthah? 

POLONIUS. If you call me Jephthah, my lord, I have a daughter that 
I love passing well. 

HAMLET. Nay, that follows not. 

POLONIUS. \Vhat follows, then, my lord? 

HAMLET. Why, 

n. style. t. an expression used to stop the 

0. behavior. teller of a stale story. 

p. welcome. u. scene . . . unlimited: plays which 

q. heron. do, and plays which do not, observe 

r. clothes. the unities. 

s. Hamlet, for Polonius* sake, pre- t». a possible meaning is, **For both 

tends he is deep in talk with Rosen- written and extemporized plays.** 

crania. w, from an old ballad. 
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‘As by lot, God wot' 
and then you know, 

It came to pass, as most like it was,' — 
the first row of the pious chanson*^ will show you more; for look, 
where my abridgment^ comes. 

[Enter four or five players.] 

You are welcome, masters; welcome, all. I am glad to see thee 
well. Welcome, good friends. O, my old friend! Why thy face is 
valanced" since I saw thee last; comest thou to beard me in Den- 
mark? What, my young lady and mistressi By'r lady, your lady- 
ship is nearer to heaven than when I saw you last, by the altitude 
of a chopine.® Pray God, your voice, like a piece of uncurrent^ 
gold, be not cracked within the ring.« Masters, you are all wch 
come. We'll e'en to 't like French falconers/ fly at any thing we 
see: we'll have a speech straight: come, give us a taste of your 
quality; come, a passionate speech. 

FIRST PLAYER. What speccli, my good lord? 

HAMLET. I heard thee speak me a speech once, but it was never 
acted; or, if it was, not above once; for the play, I remember, 
pleased not the million; 'twas caviare to the general:® but it was 
— as I received it, and others, whose judgments in such matters 
cried in the top of mine^ — an excellent play, well digested in the 
scenes, set down with as much modesty^ as cunning. I remember, 
one said there were no sallcts^ in the lines to make the matter 
savorv, nor no matter in the phrase that might indict the author 
of affection;* but called it an honest method, as wholesome as 
sweet, and by very much more handsome than fine.^ One speech 
in it I chiefly loved: 'twas vEneas' tale taDido;^^ and thereabout 
of it especially, where he speaks of Priami^ slaughter: if it live in 
your memory, begin at this line; let me scc^ let me sec; 
nrhc rugged Pyrrhus, like th' Ilyrcanianibcast,' — n6 

It is not so: it begins with Tyrrhus.' f 
'The rugged Pyrrhus, he whose sable arms, 

Black as his purpose, did the night resemble 

When he lay couched in the ominous horse, iSo 

X, song. S’ artistic restraint. 

y, i.e., the players interrupting him. h. salads (i.e., relish, spiced pass> 

z. draped (i.e., bearded). ages). 

a. a shoe with a thick wooden sole, i. affectation. 

a clog. i* elegant than showy. 

b. unfit for currency. k. the story of the fall of Troy, 

c. a pun on the “ring” of the voice told by Aeneas to queen Dido, 
and the “ring"' round the king’s head 1. Priam was king of Troy. 

on a coin. 156. Pyrrhus: Achilles’ son (called 

d. known for their versatility in hunt- also Neoptolemus). Hyrcanian beast: 

ing. tiger. 

e. a delicacy wasted on the general 158. sable: black. 

public. 160. horse: the wooden horse in 

/. were louder (more authoritative) which Greek warriors were smuggled 

than mine. i*^to Troy. 
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Hath now this dread and black complexion smear’d 

With heraldry more dismal: head to foot 

Now is he total gules; horridly trick'd 

With the blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, sons, 

Baked and impasted with the parching streets, 165 

Tliat lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To their lord's murder: roasted in wrath and fire, 

And thus o'er-siz^d with coagulate gore, 

With eyes like carbuncles, the hellish Pyrrhus 

Old grandsire Priam seeks •' 170 

So, proceed you. 

POLONios. 'Fore God, my lord, well spoken, with good accent and 
good discretion. 

FIRST PLAYER. ‘Anon hc finds him 

Striking too short at Greeks; his antique sword. 

Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls, 

Repugnant to command: unequal match’d, 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives; in rage strikes wide; 

But with the whiff and wind of his fell sword 
The unnerved father falls. Then senseless Ilium, 

Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his base, and with a hideous crash 
Takes prisoner Pyrrhus' car: for, lo! his sword. 

Which was declining on the milky head 
Of reverend Priam, seem'd i' the air to stick: 

So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood. 

And like a neutral to his will and matter. 

Did nothing. 

But as we often see, against some storm, 

A silence in the heavens, the rack stand still, 

'Phe bold winds speechless and the orb below 
As hush as death, anon the dreadful thunder 
Doth rend the region, so after Pyrrhus' pause 
Aroused vengeance sets him new a-work; 

And never did the Cyclops' hammers fall 
On Mars's armor, forged for proof cterne, 

With less remorse than Pyrrhus' bleeding sword 
Now falls on Priam. 

Out, out, thou strumpet, Fortune! All you gods. 

In general synod take away her power. 

Break all the spokes and fellies from her wheel, 

163. gules: heraldic term for red. 188. against: just before. 
trick’d: adorned. 1S9. rack: clouds. 

166. tyrannous: savage. 194. Cyclops: the gigantic workmen 

168. o’er-sizM: glued over. of Hephaestus (Vulcan), god of black* 

179. Ilium: Troy’s citadel. smiths and fire. 

181. his: its, 200. Jellies: rims. 


175 


180 


*85 


190 


195 
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And bowl the round nave down the hill of heaven 

As low as to the fiends!’ 

. . 

poLONius. Tins IS too long. 

HAMLET. It shall to the barbier’s, with your beard. Prithee, say on: 
he s for a jig*'^ or a talc of bawdry, or he sleeps: say on; come to 
Hecuba. 

FIRST PLAYER. ‘But wlio, O, who had seen the mobled queen— ^ 2oj 

HAMLET. The mobled queen’? 

POLONIUS. I’hat’s good; ‘mobled queen’ is good. 205 

FIRST PLAYER, ‘Run barcfoot up and down, threatening the flames 
With bisson rheum; a clout upon that head 
Where late the diadem stood; and for a robe. 

About her lank and all o’er-tcemed loins, 

A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught up: 210 

Who this had seen, with tongue in venom steep’d 
’Gainst l^'ortiine’s state would treason have pronounced: 

But if the gods themselves did sec her then, 

When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious sport 

In mincing with his sword her husbaners limbs, »i5 

The instant burst of clamor that she made. 

Unless things mortal move them not at all, 

Would have made milch the burning eyes of heaven 

And passion in the gods.’ 2u, 

POLONIUS. l.ook, whether he has not turned his color and has tears 
in eyes. Prithee, no more, 

HAMLET. ’'Pis well; I’ll have thee speak oilt the rest of this soon. 
Good my lord, will you sec the players Iwcll bestowed?” Do you 
hear, let them be well used, for they ar^ the abstracts and brief 
chronicles of the time: after your dca<hl yon were better have a 
bad epitaph than their ill report while ydu live. 

POLONIUS. My lord, I will use them according to their desert. 

HAMLET. God’s bodykins,<’ man, much better: use every man after 
his desert, and who shall ’scape whipping? Use them after your 
own honor and dignity: the less they deserve, the more merit is 
in your bounty. Take them in. 

POLONIUS. Come, sirs. 

HAMLET. Follow him, friends: we’ll hear a play to-morrow. [Exit 
POLONIUS mth all the players but the first.] Dost thou hear me, 
old friend; can you play the Murder of Gonzago? 

FIRST PLAYER. Ayc, my lord. 


201 . nave: hub. 

m. ludicrous song dialogue, short 
farce. 

203. mobled: muffled. 

207. bisson rheum: blinding mois- 
ture (tears), clout: cloth. 

209. o*cr-tcemhd: worn out by child- 


bearing. 

212. state: government. 

217. them: the gods. 

218. milch: moist, eyes of heaven: 
the stars. 

n, taken care of. 

0. diminutive of “body.” 
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HAMLET. Wc'll ha 't to-morrow night. You could, for a need, study 
a speech of some dozen or sixteen lines, which I would set down 
and insert in 't, could you not? 

FIRST PLAYER. Ayc, my lord. 

HAMLET. Very well. Follow that lord; and look you mock him not. 
\Exit FIRST PLAYER.] My good friends, Til leave you till night: 
you are welcome to Elsinore. 

ROSENCRANTZ. Good iiiy lordl 

HAMLET. Aye, so, God be wi' ye! [Exeunt rosencrantz and guil- 
DENSTERN.j Now I am alone. 

O, what a rogue and peasant slave am I! 

Is it not monstrous that this player here. 

But in a fiction, in a dream of passion, 

Could force his soul so to his own conceit 
That from her working all his visage wann'd; 

Tears in his eyes, distraction in 's aspect, 

A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit? and all for nothing! 

For Hecuba! 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 

I’hat he should weep for her? What would he do, 

Had he the motive and the cue for passion 
That I have? He would drown the stage with tears 
And cleave the general air with horrid speech. 

Make mad the guilty and appal the free. 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed 
I'hc \^cry faculties of eyes and ears. 

Yet I, 

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak, 
lake John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause. 

And can say nothing; no, not for a king, 

Upon whose property and most dear life 
A damn’d defeat was made. Am I a coward? 

Who calls me villain? breaks my pate across? 

Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face? 

Tweaks me by the nose? gives me the lie i’ the throat. 

As deep as to the lungs? who does me this? 

Ha! 

’S wounds, I should take it: for it cannot be 
But I am pigeon-liver’d and lack gall 250 


235 


240 


245 


224. conceit: imagination, concep- 
tion of the role played. 

22 s. her: his soul’s. 

227. junction: bodily action. 

229. Hecuba: queen of Troy, Pri- 
am’s wife. 


239. muddy -mettled: of poor metal 
(spirit, temper), peak: mope. 

240. John-a-dreams: a dreamy, 

absent-minded character, unpregnant of 
my cause: not really conscious of my 
cause, unquickened by it. 

243. defeat: undoing. 
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To make oppression bitter, or ere this 
I should have fatted all the region kites 
With this slave's offal: bloody, bawdy villain! 

Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless villain! 

O, vengeance! ass 

Why, what an ass am I! This is most brave, 

That I, the son of a dear father murder’d, 

Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with words, 

And fall a-cursing, like a very drab, 260 

A scullion! 

Fie upon ’t! About, my brain! Hum, I have heard 
That guilty creatures, sitting at a play. 

Have by the very cunning of the scene 

Been struck so to the soul that presently ^65 

They have proclaim’d their malefactions; 

For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak 

With most miraculous organ. Til have these players 

Play something like the murder of iny father 

Before mine uncle: Til observe his looks; 270 

ril tent him to the quick: if he but blench, 

I know my course. The spirit that I have seen 

May be the devil; and the devil hath power 

To assume a pleasing shape; yea, and perhaps 

Out of my weakness and my melancholy, 275 

As he is very potent with such spirits. 

Abuses me to damn me. Til have grounds 

More relative than this. The play ’s the tWng 

Wherein Til catch the conscience of the king. [Exit.] 


Act III 


SCENE 1 — A worn in the castle. 


[Enter king, queen, polonius, ophelia, rosencrantz, and 

GUILDENSTERN.] 

KING. And can you, by no drift of circumstance. 

Get from him why he puts on this confusion, 

Grating so harshly all his days of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacy? 
rosencrantz. He does confess he feels himself distracted, s 
But from what cause he will by no means speak. 

GUILDENSTERN. Nor do wc find him forward to be sounded; 


2 54. kindlcss: unnatural. 

261. scullion: the lowest servant. 

262, About . . . /: to workl 
265. presently: immediately. 


271. tent: probe, blench: flinch. 

278. relative: relevant, positive. 

1. drift of circumstance: turn of 
talk, or roundabout way. 
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But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof. 

When we would bring him on to some confession 
Of his true state. 

QUEEN. Did he receive you well? lo 

ROSENCRANTZ. Most like a gentleman. 

GuiLDENSTERN. But with much forcing of his disposition. 
ROSENCRANTZ. Niggard of question, but of our demands 
Most free in his reply. 

QUEEN. Did you assay him 

To any pastime? is 

ROSENCRANTZ. Madam, it so fell out that certain players 
We o*er-raught on the way: of these we told him, 

And there did seem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it: they are about the court, 

And, as I think, they have already order ao 

This night to play before him. 

POLONius. Tis most true: 

And he bescech^d me to entreat your majesties 
To hear and see the matter. 

KING. With all my heart; and it doth much content me 

To hear him so inclined. 2$ 

Good gentlemen, give him a further edge. 

And drive his purpose on to these delights. 

ROSENCRANTZ. Wc shall, my lord. 

[Exeunt rosencrantz and guildenstern.] 

KING. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too; 

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither, 

That he, as 'twere by accident, may here 30 

Affront Ophelia: 

Her father and myself, lawful espials. 

Will so bestow ourselves that, seeing unseen, 

We may of their encounter frankly judge. 

And gather by him, as he is behaved, 35 

If 't be the affliction of his love or no 
That thus he suffers for. 
queen. I shall obey you: 

And for your part, Ophelia, I do wish 

That your good beauties be the happy cause 

Of Hamlet's wildness; so shall I hope your virtues 40 

Will bring him to his wonted way again, 

To both your honors. 

OPHELIA. Madam, I wish it may. [Exit queen.] 

14. assay: try to attract him. 31. Affront: confront. 

17. o*ef 'taught: overtook. 32. espials: spies. 

26. edge: incitement 33. bestow: place. 

29. closely: privately. 
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poLONius. Ophelia, walk you here. Gracious, so please you. 
We will bestow ourselves. [To Ophelia] Read on this book; 
That show of such an exercise may color 
Your loneliness. We are oft to blame in this,— 

Tis too much proved — that with devotion's visage 
And pious action we do sugar o'er 
The devil himself. 


KING. [Aside] O, 'tis too true! 

How smart a lash that speech doth give my conscience! 
The harlot's cheek, beautied with plastering art, 

Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it 
Than is my deed to my most painted word: 

O heavy burthen! 

POLONius. I hear him coming: let's withdraw, my lord. 

[Exeu7it KING and polonius. — Enter Hamlet] 
HAMLET. To be, or not to be: that is the question: 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer 


The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune, 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 

And by opposing end them. To die: to sleep; 6o 

No more; and by a sleep to say we end 

The heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks 

That flesh is heir to, 'tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wish'd. To die, to sleep; 

To sleep: perchance to dream: aye, there's the rub; 65 

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come. 

When we have shuffled off this mortal cofl, 


Must give us pause: there's the respect 
That makes calamity of so long life; 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 70 

The oppressor's wrong, the proud mail’s contumely. 

The pangs of despised love, the law's delay. 

The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes. 

When he himself might his quietus make 75 

With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear, 


To grunt and sweat under a wear)' life, 

But that the dread of something after death, 

The undiscover'd country from whose bourn 

No traveler returns, puzzles the will, So 


45. color: excuse. 

63. consummation: final settlement. 
65. the rub: the impediment (a bowl- 
ing term). 

67. have shuffled off this mortal coil: 
have rid ourselves of the turmoil of 
mortal life. 

68. respect: consideration. 


69. of so long life: so long-lived. 
71. contumely: scorn. 

75. quietus: settlement of accounts, 
acquittance. 

76. bodkin: poniard, dagger, fardels: 
burdens. 

79. bourn: boundary. 
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And makes us rather bear those ills we have 
Than fly to others that we know not of? 

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all, 

And thus the native hue of resolution 

Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought, bs 

And enterprises of great pitch and moment 
With this regard their currents turn awry 
And lose the name of action. Soft you now! 

The fair Ophelia! Nymph, in thy orisons 
Be all my sins remember'd. 

OPHELIA. Good my lord, 90 

How docs your honor for this many a day? 

HAMLET. I humbly thank you: well, well, well. 

OPHELIA. My lord, I have remembrances of yours. 

That I have longed to re-deliver; 

I pray you, now receive them. 

HAMLET. No, not I; 95 

I never gave you aught. 

OPHELIA. My honor'd lord, you know right well you did; 

And with them words of so sweet breath composed 
As made the things more rich: their perfume lost. 

Take these again; for to the noble mind 

Rich gifts wax poor when givers prove unkind, 101 

There, my lord. 

HAMLET. Ha, ha! are you honest? 

OPHELIA. My lord? 

HAMLET. Are you fair? 

OPHELIA. What means your lordship? 

HAMLET. That if you be honest and fair, your honesty should admit 
no discourse to your beauty. 

OPHELIA. Could beauty, my lord, have better commerce® than with 
honesty? 

HAMLET. Aye, truly; for the power of beauty will sooner transform 
honesty from what it is to a bawd than the force of honesty can 
translate beauty into his^ likeness: this was sometime a paradox, 
but now the time gives it proof. I did love you once. 

OPHELIA. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so. 

HAMLET. You should DOt liavc believed me; for virtue cannot so 
inoculate® our old stock, but we shall relish of^ it: I loved you not. 
OPHELIA. I was the more deceived. 

HAMLET. Get thee to a nunnery: why wouldst thou be a breeder of 
sinners? I am myself indifferent honest; but yet I could accuse me 
of such things tliat it were better my mother had not borne me: 
86. pitch: height. b. its. 

89. orisons: prayenk c. graft (In the botanical sense). 

0 . intercourse. d. have a flavor of, smack of. 
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I am very proud, revengeful, ambitious; with more offenses at my 
beck than I have thoughts to put them in, imagination to give 
them shape, or time to act them in. What should such fellows as 
I do crawling between heaven and earth! We are arrant knaves 
all; believe none of us. Go thy ways to a nunnery. Where's your 
father? 

OPHELIA. At home, my lord. 

HAMLET. Let the doors be shut upon him, that he may play the fool 
no where but in 's own house. Farewell. 

OPHELIA. O, help him, you sweet heavens! 

HAMLET. If thou dost marry, Fll give thee this plague for thy dowry: 
be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as snow, thou shalt not escape 
calumny. Get thee to a nunnery, go: farewell. Or, if thou wilt 
needs marry, marry a fool; for wise men know well enough what 
monsters® you make of them. To a nunnery, go; and quickly too. 
Farewell. 

OPHELIA. O heavenly powers, restore him! 

HAMLET. I have heard of your paintings too, well enough; God hath 
given you one face, and you make yourselves another: you jig, 
you amble, and you lisp, and nick-name God’s creatures,^ and 
make your wantonness your ignorance.^' Go to. I’ll no more on 't; 
it hath made me mad. I say, we will have no more marriages: 
those that arc married already, all but one, shall live; the rest 
shall keep as they arc. To a nunnery, go. 

[Exif.l 

OPHELIA. O, what a noble mind is here o’ertJirown! iru 

The courtier’s, soldier’s, scholar’s, eye, tongue, sword: 

The expectancy and rose of the fair state, 

llic glass of fashion and the mould of form, los 

'Fhe observed of all observers, quite, quite down! 

And I, of ladies most deject and wretched, 

Tliat suck'd the honey of his music vows, 

Now see that noble and most sovereign reason. 

Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh; no 

That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth 
Blasted with ecstasy: O, woe is me. 

To have seen what I have seen, see what I see! 

[Re-enter king and polonius.] 

KING. Love! his affections do not that way tend; 

Nor what he spake, though it lack d form a little, ns 

Was not like madness. Tliere's something in his soul 


e, cuckolds bear imaginary horns, and 
“a horned man’s a monster” {Othello, 
Act IV, Scene 1, I. 63). . ^ 

/. misname (out of affectation) the 
most natural things. 

g. pretend that that is due to igno- 


rance instead of affectation. 

105. The glass . . . form: the mir- 
ror of fashion and the model of be- 
havior. 

106. of: by. 

112. ecstasy: madness. 
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O'er which his melancholy sits on brood, 

And I do doubt the hatch and the disclose 
Will be some danger: which for to prevent, 

I have in quick determination lao 

Thus set it down: — he shall with speed to England, 

For the demand of our neglected tribute: 

Haply the seas and countries different 
With variable objects shall expel 
This something-settled matter in his heart, 

Whereon his brains still beating puts him thus 
From fashion of himself. What think you on 't? 

POLONius. It shall do well: but yet do I believe 
The origin and commencement of his grief 
Sprung from neglected love. How now, Ophelia! 

You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet said; 

We heard it all. My lord, do as you please; 

But, if you hold it fit, after the play. 

Let his queen mother all alone entreat him 
To show his grief; let her be round with him; 

And ril be placed, so please you, in the ear 
Of all their conference. If she find him not, 

To England send him, or confine him where 
Your wisdom best shall think. 

KING. It shall be so: 

Madness in great ones must not unwatch'd go. 

[Exeunt,] 

SCKNE 2 — A hall in the castle, 

[Enter hami.et and players.] 

HAMLET. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounced it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue: but if you mouth it, as many of your 
players do, I had as lief the town-crier spoke my lines. Nor do 
not saw the air too much with your hand, thus; but use all gently: 
for in the very torrent, tempest, and, as I may say, whirlwind of 
your passion, you must acquire and beget a temperance that may 
give it smoothness. O, it offends me to the soul to hear a robustious 
periwig-pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, to very rags, to split 
the ears of the groundlings,® who, for the most part, are capable of 
nothing but inexplicable dumb-shows and noise: I would have such 
a fellow whipped for o'er doing Termagant;^ it out-herods Herod: 
pray you, avoid it 

118. doubt: fear. a. spectators in the pit, where ad- 

125. something: somewhat. mission was cheapest. 

126-127. puts . . . himself: makes b. god of the Mohammedans in old 
him behave unusually. romances and morality plays. He was 

135. round: direct portrayed as being noisy and ex- 

137. find: detect citable. 


125 


130 


I3S 
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first player. I warrant your honor. 

hamlet. Be not too tame neither, but let your own discretion be 
your tutor: suit the action to the word, the word to the action; 
with this special observance, that you o’erstep not the modesty® 
of nature: for anything so overdone is from the purpose of playing, 
whose end, both at the first and now, was and is, to hold, as 
'twere, the mirror up to nature; to show virtue her own feature,** 
scorn her own image, and the very age and body of the time his® 
form and pressured Now this overdone or come tardy off, though 
it make the unskillful laugh, cannot but make the judicious grieve; 
the censure of the which one must in your allowance o'erweigh 
a whole theater of others. O, there be players that I have seen 
play, and heard others praise, and that highly, not to speak it 
profanely that neither having the accent of Christians nor the 
gait of Christian, pagan, nor man, have so strutted and bellowed, 
that I have thought some of nature's journeymen had made men, 
and not made them well, they imitated humanity so abominably. 
FIRST player. I hope we have reformed that indifferently** with us, 


sir. 

HAMLET. O, reform it altogether. And let those that play your 
clowns speak no more than is set down for them: for there be 
of them that will themselves laugh, to set on some quantity of 
barren* spectators to laugh too, though in the mean time some 
necessary question of the play be then to be considered: thats 
villainous, and shows a most pitiful ambition in the fool that uses 
it. Go, make you ready. 

[Exeunt players. — Enter poLOSnus, rosencranit:, and 

GUILDENSTERN.] * 

How now, my lord! will the king hear this piece of work? 
poLONius. And the queen too, and that priesently. 

HAMLET. Bid the players make haste. * 

[Exit POLONIUS.] 

Will you two help to hasten them? 

ROSENCRANTZ. \ lord. 

GUILDENSTERN. J 

[Exeunt rosencrantz and guildenstern.J 
HAMLET. What ho! Horatio! 


[Enter horatio.] 

HORATIO. Here, sweet lord, at your service. 5 

HAMLET. Horatio, thou art e'en as just a man 
As e'er my conversation coped withal. 

j the creation of men to the work of 

c. moderation. “journeymen,” or laborers. 

a, form. ^ pretty well. 

its* I silly 

/. impress, shape. -* As \ * withal: as I ever asso- 

g. Hamlet refers apologetically to his i. as 

following words, where he compares 


ciated with. 



1090 • William Shakespeare 

HORATIO. O, my dear lord, — 

HAMLET. Nay, do not think I flatter; 

For what advancement may I hope from thee, 

That no revenue hast but thy good spirits, lo 

To feed and clothe thee? W^y should the poor be flatter’d? 

No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp, 

And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou hear? 

Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice, 15 

And could of men distinguish, her election 
Hath seal’d thee for herself: for thou hast been 
As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing; 

A man that fortune’s buffets and rewards 

Hast ta'en with equal thanks: and blest arc those 90 

Whose blood and judgment are so well commingled 

That they are not a pipe for fortune’s finger 

'Fo sound what stop she please. Give me that man 

That is not passion’s slave, and I will wear him 

In my heart’s core, aye, in my heart of heart, 95 

As I do thee. Something too much of this. 

There is a play to-night before the king; 

One scene of it comes near the circumstance 
Which I have told thee of my father’s death: 

I prithee, when thou sees that act a-foot, 30 

Even with the very comment of thy soul 
Observe my uncle: if his occulted guilt 
Do not itself unkennel in one speech 
It is a damned ghost that we have seen. 

And my imaginations are as foul 35 

As Vulcan’s stithy. Give him heedful note; 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face, 

And after we will both our judgments join 
In censure of his seeming. 

HORATIO. Well, my lord: 

If he steal aught the whilst this play is playing, 40 

And ’scape detecting, I will pay the theft. 

HAMLET. Tlicy are coming to the play: I must be idle: 

Get you a place. 43 

[Danish march, A flourish. Enter king, queen, polonius, 


13. pregnant hinges: supple joints. 

14. thrijt , . . fawning: material 

profit may be derived from cringing. 

21. blood and judgiHent: passion and 
reason. 

22-23. for fortune* s , , , please: for 
Fortune to put her finger on any 


windhole she may please of the pipe. 

31. Even , , . soul: with all your 
powers of observation. 

36. stithy: smithy. 

39. In censure of his seeming: to 
judge his behavior, 

42. idle: crazy. 
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OPHELIA, ROSENCRANTZ, GUILDENSTERN, OJld Other LORDS 

attendant^ with the guard carrying torches.] 

KING. How fares our cousin Hamlet? 

HAMLET. Excellent, i* faith; of the chameleon^s^ dish: I eat the air, 
promise-crammed: you cannot feed capons so. 

KING. I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet; these words arc not 
mine.* 

HAMLET. No, nor mine now. [To polonius] My lord, you played 
once f the university, you say? 

POLONIUS. That did I, my lord, and was accounted a good actor. 

HAMLET. What did you enact? 

POLONIUS. I did enact Julius Caesar: I was killed f the Capitol; 
Brutus killed me. 

HAMLET. It was 3 brute part of him to kill so capital a calf there. 
Be the players ready? 

ROSENCRANTz. Aye, my lord; they stay upon your patience. 

QUEEN. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me. 

HAMLET. No, good inotlicr, here's metal more attractive. 

POLONIUS. [To the king] O, hoi do you mark that? 

HAMLET. Lady, shall I he in your lap? 

\Lying down at Ophelia's feet] 

OPHEI.IA. No, my lord. 

HAMLET. I mean, my head upon your lap? 

OPHELIA. Aye, my lord. 

HAMLET. Do you think I meant country matters? 

OPHELIA. I think nothing, my lord. 

HAMLET. That’s a fair thought to lie between maids’ legs. 

OPHELIA. What is, my lord? ; 

HAMLET. Nothing. 

OPHELIA. You arc merry, my lord. 

HAMLET. Who, I? 

OPHELIA. Aye, my lord. 

HAMLET. O God, your only jig-maker.* What should a man do but 
be merry? for, look you, how cheerfully my mother looks, and 
my father died within ’s two hours. 

OPHELIA. Nay, ’tis twice two months, my lord. 

HAMLET. So long? Nay then, let the devil wear black, for I’ll have a 
suit of sablcs.'»* O heavens! die two months ago, and not forgotten 
yet? Tlien there’s hope a great man’s memory may outlive his life 
half a year: but, by ’r lady, he must build churches then; or else 
shall he suffer not thinking on, with the hobby-horse," whose 


;. The chameleon was supposed to 
feed on air. 

k. have nothing to do with my 
question. 


l. maker of comic songs. 

m. furs. 

n. a figure in the old May-day 
games and morris dances. 
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epitaph is, Tor, O, for, O, the hobby-horse is forgot/ 

[Hautboys play. The dumb-show enters, — Enter a King and 
a Queen very lovingly; the Queen embracing him and he her. 
She kneelSy and makes show of protestation unto him. He 
takes her upy and declines his head upon her neck; lays him 
down upon a bank of flowers: she, seeing him asleep, leaves 
him. Anon comes in a fellow, takes off his crown, kisses it, 
and pours poison in the King*s ears, and exit. The Queen 
returns; finds the King dead, and makes passionate action. 
The Poisoner, with some two or three Mutes comes in again, 
seeming to lament with her. The dead body is carried away. 
The Poisoner woos the Queen with gifts: she seems loath 
and unwilling awhile, but in the end accepts his love, — 
Exeunt.] 

OPHELIA. What means this, my lord? 

HAMLET. Marry, this is miching mallecho;'’ it means mischief. 

OPHELIA. Belike this show imports the argument of the play. 

[Enter prologue.] 

HAMLET. We shall know by this fellow: the players cannot keep 
counsel;^ they'll tell all. 

OPHELIA. Will he tell us what this show meant? 

HAMi.ET. Aye, or any show that you’ll show him: be not you ashamed 
to show, he’ll not shame to tell you what it means. 

OPHELIA. You are naught,^ you are naught: I’ll mark the play. 

PROLOGUE. For us, and for our tragedy. 

Here stooping to your clemency, 

We beg your hearing patiently. 

HAMLET. Is this a prologue, or the posy^ of a ring? 

OPHELIA. ’Tis brief, my lord, 

HAMLET. As woman’s love. 

[Enter two players, king and queen.] 

PLAYER KING. Full thirty times hath Phoebus’ cart gone round 44 
Neptune’s salt wash and Tellus’ orbed ground, 

And thirty dozen moons with borrowed sheen 
About the world have times twelve thirties been, 

Since love our hearts and Hymen did our hands 
Unite commutual in most sacred bands. 

PLAYER QUEEN. So many journeys may the sun and moon so 

Make us again count o’er ere love be done! 

But, woe is me, you are so sick of late. 

So far from cheer and from your former state, 

That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust, 

0 . sneaking misdeed. 44. Phoebus* cart: the chariot of the 

p. a secret. sun. 

q. naughty, improper. 54. / distrust you: I am worried 

f. motto, inscription. about you. 
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Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must: ss 

For women's fear and love holds quantity, 

In neither aught, or in extremity. 

Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know, 

And as my love is sized, my fear is so: 

Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear, 6o 

Where little fears grow great, great love grows there. 

PI. AYER KING. Faith, I must leave thee, love, and shortly too; 

My operant powers their functions leave to do: 

And thou shalt live in this fair world behind. 

Honor'd, beloved; and haply as one as kind 65 

For husband shalt thou — 

PLAYER QUEEN. O, confound the rest! 

Such love must needs be treason in my breast: 

In second husband let me be accurst! 

None wed the second but who kill'd the first. 

HAMLET. [Aside] Wormwood, wormwood. 70 

PLAYER QUEEN. The iiistanccs that second marriage move 
Are base respects of thrift but none of love: 

A second time I kill my husband dead. 

When second husband kisses me in bed. 

PLAYER KING. I do belicvc you think what now you speak, 75 

But what wc do determine oft we break. 

Purpose is but the slave to memory, 

Of violent birth but poor validity: 

Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks oil the tree. 

But fall unshaken when they mellow be. 80 

Most necessary 'tis that we forget 
To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt: 

Wliat to ourselves in passion we propioie. 

The passion ending, doth the purposi^ lose. 

The violence of either grief or joy 8s 

Their own cnactures with themselves destroy: 

Where joy most revels, grief doth most lament; 

Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor 'tis not strange 

That even our loves should with our fortunes change, 90 

For 'tis a question left us yet to prove. 

Whether love lead fortune or else fortune love. 

The great man down, you mark his favorite flics; 

The poor advanced makes friends of enemies: 

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend; 95 

56. holds quantity: maintain mutual 71. instances: motives, 
balance. 72. respects of thrift: considerations 

63. operant: operative, vital, leave: of material profit, 
cease. cnactures: actual performances. 
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For who not needs shall never lack a friend, 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try 
Directly seasons him his enemy. 

But, orderly to end where I begun. 

Our wills and fates do so contrary run, loo 

That our devices still are overthrown, 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own: 

So think thou wilt no second husband wed, 

But die thy thoughts when thy first lord is dead. 

PLAYER QUEEN. Nor carth to me give food nor heaven light! 105 
Sport and repose lock from me day and night! 

To desperation turn my trust and hope! 

An anchor's cheer in prison be my scope! 

Each opposite, that blanks the face of joy. 

Meet what I would have well and it destroy! no 

Both here and hence pursue me lasting strife. 

If, once a widow, ever I be wife! 

HAMLET. If she should break it now! 

PLAYER KING. Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me here a while; 

My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile ns 

The tedious day with sleep. [Sleeps.] 

PLAYER QUEEN. Slecp rock thy brain; 

And never come mischance between us twain! [Exit.] 

HAMLET. Madam, how like you this play? 

QUEEN. The lady doth protest too much, methinks. 

HAMLET. O, but she'll keep her word. 

KING. Have you lieard the argument?* Is there no offense in 't? 
HAMLET. No, no, thcy do but jest, poison in jest; no offense i' the 
world. 

KING. What do you call the play? 

HAMLET. The Mouse-trap. Marry, how? Tropically.* This play is the 
image of a murder done in Vienna: Gonzago is the duke's name; 
his wife, Baptista: you shall see anon; 'tis a knavish piece of work; 
but what o’ that? your majesty, and we that have free souls, it 
touches us not: let the galled jade^* wince, our withers^ are un- 
wrung. 

[Enter lucianus.] 

This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king. 

OPHELIA. You arc as good as a chorus, my lord. 

HAMLET. I could interpret'*^ between you and your love,*' if I could 

98. seasons: matures. v. the part between the shoulders of 

108. anchor* s cheer: hermit’s, or a horse, 

anchorite’s, fare. w. not wrenched. 

109. blanks: makes pale. sc. act as interpreter (regular fea- 

t, plot of the play in outline. ture in puppet shows), 

t by a trope, figuratively. y. lover. 

u. injured horse. 
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see the puppets dallying. 

OPHELIA. You are keen, my lord, you are keen. 

HAMLET. It would cost you a groaning to take off my edge. 

OPHELIA. Still better and worse. 

HAMLET. So you must take your husbands. Begin, murderer; pox, 
leave thy damnable faces, and begin. Come: the croaking raven 
doth bellow for revenge. 

LUCIANUS. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time agree- 
ing; n8 

Confederate season, else no creature seeing; 

Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected, lao 

With Hecate’s ban thrice blasted, thrice infected. 

Thy natural magic and dire property, 

On wholesome life usurp immediately. 123 

[Pours the poison into the sleeper* s ear.] 

HAMLET. He poisons him i’ the garden for his estate. His name's 
Gonzago: the story is extant, and written in very choice Italian: 
you shall see anon how the murderer gets the love of Gonzago's 
wife. 

OPHELIA. The king rises. 

HAMLET. What, frighted with false fire!* 

QUEEN. How fares my lord? 
poLONius. Give o’er the play. 

KING. Give me some light. Away! 

POLONIUS. Lights, lights, lights! 

[Exeimt all hut hamlet and horatio.] 

HAMLET. Why, let the stricken deer gp weep. 

The hart ungalled play; 

For some must watch, while some must sleep: 

Thus runs the world away. 

Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers— if the rest of my 
fortunes turn Turk with mc«— with two Provincial roses^ on my 
razed shoes, get me a fellowship in a cry^ of players, sir? 
HORATIO. Half a share. 

HAMLET. A whole onc, I. 

For thou dost know, O Damon dear, 

This realm dismantled was 
Of Jove himself; and now reigns here 
A very, very — ^pajock.*^ 

HORATIO. You might have rhymed.® 


119. Confederate: favorable. ^ 

121. Hecate: the goddess of witch- 
craft. 

2 . blank shot. « 

a. betray me (like a Christian turn- 
ing Mohammedan). . . , 

b. forest of feathers . . . Provincial 


roses: occasionally, parts of an actor^s 
apparel. . 

c. company. The term is generally 
used with reference to a pack of 
hounds. 

d. peacock. 

c. “Ass” would have rhymed. 
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HAMLET. O good Hoiatio, ril take the ghost^s word for a thousand 
pound. Didst perceive? 

HORATIO. Very well, my lord. 

HAMLET. Upon the talk of the poisoning? 

HORATIO. I did very well note him. 

HAMLET. Ah, ha! Come, some music! come, the recorders!^ 

For if the king like not the comedy. 

Why then, belike, he likes it not, perdy. 

Come, some music! 

[Re-enter rosencrantz and guildenstern.] 

GuiLDENSTERN. Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with you. 
HAMLET. Sir, a whole history. 

GUILDENSTERN. The king, sir, — 

HAMLET. Aye, sir, what of him? 

GUILDENSTERN. Is ill liis retirement marvelous distempered. 
HAMLET. With drink, sir? 

GUILDENSTERN. No, my lord, rather with cholcr.^ 

HAMLET. Your wisdom should show itself more richer to signify this 
to the doctor; for, for me to put him to his purgation would 
perhaps plunge him into far more choler. 

GUILDENSTERN. Good my lord, put your discourse into some frame, 
and start not so wildly from my affair. 

HAMLET. I am tame, sir: pronounce. 

GUILDENSTERN. Tlic quecii, your mother, in most great affliction of 
spirit, hath sent me to you. 

HAMLET. You are welcome. 

GUILDENSTERN. Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of the right 
breed. If it shall please you to make me a wholesome^ answer, I 
will do your mother's commandment: if not, your pardon and 
my return shall be the end of my business. 

HAMLET. Sir, I cannot. 

GUILDENSTERN. Wliat, my lord? 

HAMLET. Make you a wholesome answer; my wit's diseased: but, 
sir, such answer as I can make, you shall command; or rather, as 
you say, my mother: therefore no more, but to the matter: my 
mother, you say, — 

ROSENCRANTZ. Then thus she says; your behavior hath struck her 
into amazement and admiration.^ 

HAMLET. O wonderful son, that can so astonish a mother! But is 
there no sequel at the heels of this mother's admiration? Impart. 
ROSENCRANTZ. She dcsircs to speak with you in her closet,^ ere you 
go to bed. 

/. The recorder, an end-blown flute bility. 
with eight holes, was popular during h. sensible, 
the late Renaissance. i, confusion and surprise. 

g. bile, anger. An excess of bile was ;. private room, 
traditionally supposed to cause irasci- 
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HAMLET. We shall obey, were she ten times our mother. Have you 
any further trade witli us? 

ROSENCRANTz. My lord, you once did love me. 

HAMLET. So I do Still, by these pickers and stealers.^ 

ROSENCRANTZ. Good my lord, what is your cause of distemper? you 
do surely bar the door upon your own liberty, if you deny your 
griefs to your friend. 

HAMLET. Sir, I lack advancement.' 

ROSENCRANTZ. How Can that be, when you have the voice of the 
king himself for your succession in Denmark? 

HAMLET. Aye, sir, but *while the grass grows/”* — the proverb is 
something musty. 

[Re-enter players with recorders] 

O, the recorders! let me see one. To withdraw” with you: — why 
do you go about to recover the wind of me,® as if you would drive 
me into a toil?^ 

GUiLDENSTERN. O, my lotd, if my duty be too bold, my love is too 
unmannerly. 

HAMLET. I do not wcll Understand that. Will you play upon this 
pipe? 

GUILDENSTERN. My lord, I cannot. 

HAMLET. I pray you, 

GUILDENSTERN. Bclicve me, I cannot. 

HAMi.ET. I do beseech you. 

GUILDENSTERN. I kiiow 110 touch of it, Hiy lord. 

HAMLET. It is as casy as lying: govern these ventages^? with your 
fingers and thumb, give it breath with jtour mouth, and it will dis- 
course most eloquent music. Look yQu,j.thcse arc the stops. 
GUILDENSTERN. But thcsc cannot I comfiand to any utterance of 
harmony; I have not the skill. 

HAMLET. Why, look you now, how univorthy a thing you make of 
me! You would play upon me; you would seem to know my stops; 
you would pluck out the heart of my mystery; you would sound 
me from my lowest note to the top of my compass: and there is 
much music, excellent voice, in this little organ; yet cannot you 
make it speak. 'Sblood, do you think I am easier to be played on 
than a pipe? Call me what instrument you will, though you can 
fret** me, yet you cannot play upon me, 

[Re-enter polonius.] 

God bless you, sir! 

k, the hands. 

l, Hamlet pretends that the cause of 
his “distemper” is frustrated ambition. 

m, The proverb ends, “oft starves 
the silly steed.’' 

«. retire (talk in private). 

0. get to windward of me. 


p. snare. 

q. windholes. 

f. vex, with a pun on “frets” mean- 
ing the small ridges placed across the 
length of a guitar's finger board to 
regulate the fingering. 
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poLONius. My lord, the queen would speak with you, and presently. 
HAMLET. Do you sce yonder cloud that's almost in shape of a camel? 
POLONius. By the mass, and 'tis like a camel, indeed. 

HAMLET. Methinks it is like a weasel. 

POLONIUS. It is backed like a weasel. 

HAMLET. Or like a whale? 

POLONIUS. Very like a whale. 

HAMLET. Then I will come to my mother by and by. They fool me 
to the top of my bent.® I will come by and by. 

POLONIUS. I will say so. [Exit polonius.] 

HAMLET. 'By and by' is easily said. Leave me, friends. 

[Exeunt all but hamlet.] 

'Tis now the very witching time of night, 124 

When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes out 
Contagion to this world: now could I drink hot blood. 

And do such bitter business as the day 

Would quake to look on. Soft! now to my mother. 

0 heart, lose not thy nature; let not ever 
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom: 

Let me be cruel, not unnatural: 

1 will speak daggers to her, but use none; 

My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites; 

How in my words soever she be shent. 

To give them seals never, my soul, consenti 135 

[Exit] 


scene 3 — room in the castle, 

[Enter king, rosencrantz, and guildenstern.] 
KING. I like him not, nor stands it safe with us 
To let his madness range. Therefore prepare you; 

I your commission will forthwith dispatch, 

And he to England shall along with you: 

The terms of our estate may not endure 
Hazard so near us as doth hourly grow 
Out of his lunacies. 

guildenstern. Wc will ourselves provide: 

Most holy and religious fear it is 
To keep those many many bodies safe 
That live and feed upon your majesty. 
rosencrantz. The single and peculiar life is bound 
With all the strength and armor of the mind 


t, straining, tension (as of a bow). 
130. Nero: This Roman emperor was 
the murderer of his mother. 

134. shent: reproached. 


135. give them seals: ratify them by 
action. 

5. The terms of our estate: my posi> 
tion as king. 

11. peculiar: individual. 
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To keep itself from noyance; but much more 
Tliat spirit upon whose weal depends and rests 
Tlie lives of many. The cease of majesty 
Dies not alone, but like a gulf doth draw 
What ’s near it with it; it is a massy wheel, 

Fix'd on the summit of the highest mount, 

To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser tilings 
Are mortised and adjoin'd; which, when it falls. 

Each small annexment, petty consequence. 

Attends the boisterous ruin. Never alone 
Did the king sigh, but with a general groan. 

KING. Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy voyage, 

For we will fetters put about this fear. 

Which now goes too free-footed. 

ROSENCRANTZ. 

GUILDENSTERN. J 

[Exeunt rosencrantz and cuildenstern. — Enter 
NIUS.] 

poLONius. My lord, he's going to his mother’s closet: 

Behind the arras I’ll convey myself, 

To hear the process; I’ll warrant she’ll tax him home: 
And, as you said, and wisely was it said, 

’Tis meet that some more audience than a mother, 

Since nature makes them partial, should o'erhear 
The speech, of vantage. Fare you ivcll, my liege: 

I’ll call upon you ere you go to bed. 

And tell you what I know. 

Thanks, dear my lord, 

[Exit POLONIUS.] 

O, my offense is rank, it smells to heaven; 

It hath the primal eldest curse upon % 

A brother’s murder. Pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as sharp as will: 

My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent. 

And like a man to double business bound, 

I stand in pause where I shall first begin, 

And both neglect. What if this cursed hand 
Were thicker than itself with brother's blood. 

Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens 
To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves mercy 
But to confront the visage of offense? 

And what’s in prayer but this twofold force, 


15. cease: decease, extinction. 

20. mortised: fastened. , , , 

29. tax him home: take him to task 
thoroughly. 


33. of vantage: from a 
point. 

37. the primal eldest cursi 
47. offense: guilt. 
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To be forestalled ere we come to fall. 

Or pardon'd being down? Then I'll look up; so 

My fault is past. But O, what form of prayer 
Can serve my turn? ‘Forgive me my foul murder?^ 

That cannot be, since I am still possess'd 
Of those effects for which I did the murder. 

My crown, mine own ambition and my queen. ss 

May one be pardon'd and retain the offense? 

In the corrupted currents of this world 
Offense's gilded hand may shove by justice. 

And oft 'tis seen the wicked prize itself 

Buys out the law: but 'tis not so above; 6o 

Tlicre is no shuffling, there the action lies 
In his true nature, and we ourselves compell'd 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
To give in evidence. What then? what rests? 

Try what repentance can: what can it not? 6s 

Yet what can it when one can not repent? 

O wretched state! O bosom black as death! 

O limM soul, that struggling to be free 
Art more engaged! Help, angels! make assay! 

Bow, stubborn knees, and, heart with strings of steel, 70 

Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe! 

All may be well. 

[Retires and kneels. — Enter hamlet.] 

HAMLET. Now might I do it pat, now he is praying; 

And now I'll do 't: and so he goes to heaven: 

And so am I revenged. That would be scann'd; 75 

A villain kills my father; and for that, 

I, his sole son, do this same villain send 
To heaven. 

O, this is hire and salary, not revenge. 

He took my father grossly, full of bread, 80 

With all his crimes broad blowm, as flush as May; 

And how his audit stands who knows save heaven? 

But in our circumstance and course of thought, 

Tis heavy with him: and am I then revenged. 

To take him in the purging of his soul, ss 

Wlien he is fit and season'd for his passage? 


56. Odense: the things obtained 
through the offense. 

59-60. the wicked . . . law: the 
wealth unduly acquired is used for 
bribery. 

62. his: its. 

64. what rests? what remains? 

68. timid: caught as with birdlime. 


69. make assay!: make the attempt: 
(addressed by the King to himself). 
73. pat: conveniently. 

75. would be scanned: would have 
to be considered carefully. 

81. broad blown: in full bloom. 
flush: vigorous. 

82. audit: account. 

86. seasoned: ripe, ready. 
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No. 

Up, sword, and know thou a more horrid hent: 

When he is drunk asleep, or in his rage, 

Or, in the incestuous pleasure of his bed; 90 

At game, a-swearing, or about some act 
Tliat has no relish of salvation in 't; 

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven 
And that his soul may be as damn’d and black 
As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays: 9S 

This physic but prolongs thy sickly days. [Exit] 

KING. [Rising] My words fly up, my thoughts remain below: 

Words without thoughts never to heaven go. [Exit] 


SCENE 4 — The Queens closets 
[Enter queen and polonius.] 

pOLONius. He will come straight. Look you lay home to him: 
Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with. 

And that your grace hath screen’d and stood between 
Much heat and him. Fll sconce me even here. 

Pray you, be round with him. 

HAMLET. [Within] Mother, mother, motherl 

QUEEN. I’ll warrant you; fear me not. Withdraw, 

I hear him coming. 

[polonius hides behind the arras. —Enter hamlet.] 
HAMLET. Now, mother, what’s the mattc^ 

QUEEN. Hamlet, thou hast thy father much offended. 
hamlet. Motlier, you have my father much offended. 
queen. Come, come, you answer with anjidle tongue. 

HAMLET. Go, go, you qucstion with a wicked tongue. 
queen. Why, how now, Hamlet! 

HAMLET. Whatffi the matter now? 

queen. Have you forgot me? 

HAMLET. No, by the rood, not so: 

You are the queen, your husband’s brother s wire; 

And — would it were not so! — ^you are my mother. 

QUEEN. Nay, then. I’ll set those to you that can speak. 
HAMLET. Come, come, and sit you down; you shall not budge; 
You go not till I set you up a glass 
Where you may see the inmost part of you. 

QUEEN. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murder me? 

Help, help, hoi , , , , i , 

POLONIUS. [Behind] What, hoi help, help, help! 

1 . * 5. round: straightforward, 

u Aj sWway. la. W; }*. cross. ^ 

give him a stern lesson. * 

2. broad: unrestrained. 


If 
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HAMLET. [Drawing] How nowl a rat? Dead, for a ducat, dead! 
[Makes a pass through the arras.] 

POLONius. [Behind] O, I am slain! [Falls and dies,] 

QUEEN. O me, what hast thou done? 

HAMLET. Nay, I know not: is it the king? 25 

QUEEN. O, what a rash and bloody deed is this! 

HAMLET. A bloody deed! almost as bad, good mother, 

As kill a king, and marry with his brother. 

QUEEN. As kill a king! 

HAMLET. Aye, lady, ’twas my word. 

[Lifts up the arras and discovers polonius.] 

Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell! 30 

I took thee for thy better: take thy fortune; 

Thou find'st to be too busy is some danger. 

Leave wringing of your hands: peace! sit you down, 

And let me wring your heart: for so I shall, 

If it be made of penetrable stuff; is 

If damned custom have not brass'd it so. 

That it be proof and bulwark against sense. 

QUEEN. What have I done, that thou darcst wag thy tongue 
In noise so rude against me? 

HAMLET. Such an act 

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty, 40 

Calls virtue hypocrite, takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love. 

And sets a blister there; makes marriage vows 
As false as dicers' oaths: O, such a deed 

As from the body of contraction plucks 4S 

The very soul, and sweet religion makes 
A rhapsody of words: heaven's face doth glow; 

Yea, this solidity and compound mass. 

With tristful visage, as against the doom. 

Is thought-sick at the act. 50 

QUEEN. Aye me, what act. 

That roars so loud and thunders in the index? 

HAMLET. Look here, upon this picture, and on this. 

The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 

See what a grace was seated on this brow; ss 

Hyperion's curls, the front of Jove himself. 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command; 

A station like the herald Mercury 

32. too busy: too much of a busy- 49. tristful: sad. against the doom: 
body. nearing doomsday. 

37. sense: feeling. 52. index: prologue, table of con- 

45. contraction: duty to the marriage tents, 
contract. 54. counterfeit presentment: portrait 

47. glow: blush with shame. 58. station: posture. 
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New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill; 

A combination and a form indeed, ^ 

Where every god did seem to set his seal 
To give the world assurance of a man: 

This was your husband. Look you now, what follows: 

Here is your husband; like a mildew'd ear, 

Blasting his wholesome brotlier. Have you eyes? ^ 

Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed. 

And batten on this moor? Ha! have you eyes? 

You cannot call it love, for at your age 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 

And waits upon the judgment: and what judgment to 

Would step from this to this? Sense sure you have. 

Else could you not have motion: but sure that sense 
Is apoplex'd: for madness would not err, 

Nor sense to ecstasy was ne'er so thrall'd 

But it reserved some quantity of choice, 7s 

To serve in such a difference. What devil was 't 
That thus hath cozen'd you at hood man-blind? 

Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight, 

Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all, 

Or but a sickly part of one true sense So 

Could not so mope, 

O shame! where is thy blush? Rebellious hell, 

If thou canst mutine in a matron's bones. 

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax , 

And melt in her own fire: proclaim no Aame as 

When the compulsive ardor gives the charge, 

Since frost itself as actively doth bum, 

And reason panders will. 

QUEEN. O Hamlet, ^eak no more: 

Thou turn'st mine eyes into my very $oul. 

And there I see such black and grained spots 
As will not leave their tinct. 

HAMLET. Nay, but to live 

In the rank sweat of an enseamM bed. 

Stew'd in corruption, honeying and making love 
Over the nasty sty, — 

queen. O, speak to me no more; 


64. ear: car of corn, 

65. his: its. 

66. leave: cease. 

67. batten: gorge, fatten. 

70. waits upon: is subordinated to. 

71. Sense: sensibility, feeling. 

73. apoplex'd: struck by apoplexy. 

74. ecstasy: madness. 


77. cozen'd: tricked, hoodman-blind: 
blindman's buff. 

79. sans: without 
SI. mope: be stupid. 

86. gives the charge: attacks. 

88. panders: becomes subservient to. 

90. grained: dyed in. 

91. leave their tinct: lose their color. 

92. enseambd: greasy. 
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These words like daggers enter in my ears; 95 

No more, sweet Hamlet! 

HAMLET. A murderer and a villain; 

A slave that is not twentieth part the tithe 
Of your precedent lord; a vice of kings; 

A cutpurse of the empire and the rule, 

That from a shelf the precious diadem stole 100 

And put it in his pocket! 

QUEEN. No more! 

HAMLET. A king of shreds and patches — 

[Enter ghost.] 

Save me, and hover o’er me with your wings, 

You heavenly guards! What would your gracious figure? 

QUEEN. Alas, he’s mad! 105 

hamlet. Do you not come your tardy son to chide, 

That, lapsed in time and passion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread command? 

O, say! 

GHOST. Do not forget: this visitation no 

Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 

But look, amazement on thy mother sits: 

O, step between her and her fighting soul: 

Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works: 

Speak to her, Hamlet. 

HAMLET. How is it with you, lady? us 

queen. Alas, how is ’t with you. 

That you do bend your eye on vacancy 
And with the incorporal air do hold discourse? 

Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep; 

And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm, lao 

Your bedded hairs, like life in excrements, 

Start up and stand an end. O gentle son. 

Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look? 

HAMLET. On him, on him! Look you how pale he glares! 125 

His form and cause conjoin’d, preaching to stones, 

Would make them capable. Do not look upon me. 

Lest with this piteous action you convert 
My stern effects: then what I have to do 

Will want true color; tears perchance for blood. 130 

97. tithe: tenth. 120. alarm: call to arms. 

98. vice: clown (from the custom in 121. excrements: outgrowths, 

the old morality plays of having a 122, an end: on end. 

buffoon take the part of Vice, or of a 127. capable: capable of feeling, 

particular vice). 128--129. you convert . . . effects: 

99. cutpurse: pickpocket. you make me change my purpose. 

114 . Conceit: imagination. 130. for: instead of. 
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QUEEN. To whom do you speak this? 

HAMLET. j)q yQy nothing there? 

QUEEN. Nothing at all; yet all that is I see. 

HAMLET. Nor did you nothing hear? 

QUEEN. No, nothing but ourselves. 

HAMLET. Why, look you there! look, how it steals away! 

My father, in his habit as he lived! ,3 

Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal! 

[Exit GHOST.] 

QUEEN. Tliis is the very coinage of your brain; 

This bodiless creation ecstasy 
Is very cunning in. 

HAMLET. Ecstasy! 

My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time. 

And makes as healthful music: it is not madness 
I’hat I have utter’d: bring me to the test. 

And I the matter will rc-word, which madness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace, 

Lay not that flattering unction to your soul, 

That not your trespass but my madness speaks: 

It will but skin and film the ulcerous place, 

Wliiles rank corruption, mining all within. 

Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven; 

Repent what’s past, avoid what is to come, 

And do not spread the compost on the weeds, 

To make them ranker. Forgive me this |ny virtue, 

For in the fatness of these pursy times ^ 

Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg, ^ 

Yea, curb and woo for leave to do him good. 

QUEEN. O Hamlet, thou hast cleft my heant in twain. 

HAMLET. O, throw away the worser part of it, 

And live the purer with the other half. 

Good night: but go not to my uncle’s bed; 

Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 

That monster, custom, who all sense doth cat. 

Of habits devil, is angcf yet in this. 

That to the use of actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a frock or livery, 

That aptly is put on. Refrain to-night, 

And that shall lend a kind of easiness 
To the next abstinence; the next more easy; 

For use almost can change the stamp of nature, 


140 


*45 


*50 


160 


165 


138. ecstasy: madness. 

145. unction: ointment. 

153. pursy: swollen from pamper- 
ing. 


155, curb: bow. 

165. aptly: easily. 

168. use: habit, stamp: cast, form. 
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And either eurb the devil, or throw him out 

With wondrous potency. Once more, good night: ^ 

And when you are desirous to be blest, 

ril blessing beg of you. For this same lord, 

[Pointing to polonius.] 

I do repent: but heaven hath pleased it so. 

To punish me with this, and this with me, 

That I must be their scourge and minister. i7s 

I will bestow him, and will answer well 
The death I gave him. So, again, good night. 

I must be cruel, only to be kind: 

Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind. 

One word more, good lady. 

QUEEN. What shall I do? 

HAMLET. Not this, by no means, that I bid you do: 

Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed; 

Pinch wanton on your cheek, call you his mouse; 

And let him, for a pair of reechy kisses. 

Or paddling in your neck with his damn'd fingers, >85 

Make you to ravel all this matter out, 

That I essentially am not in madness, 

But mad in craft. 'Twere good you let him know; 

For who, that's but a queen, fair, sober, wise, 

Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gib, 190 

Such dear concernings hide? who would do so? 

No, in despite of sense and secrecy. 

Unpeg the basket on the house's top, 

Let the birds fly, and like the famous ape, 

To try conclusions, in the basket creep xos 

And break your own neck down. 

QUEEN. Be thou assured, if words be made of breath 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 

HAMLET. I must to England; you know that? 

QUEEN. Alack, too 

I had forgot: 'tis so concluded on. 

HAMLET. There's letters seal'd: and my two schoolfellows. 

Whom I will trust as I will adders fang'd. 

They bear the mandate; they must sweep my way. 


175. scourge and minister: agent of 
punishment. 

176. bestow: stow away. 

182. bloat: bloated with drink. 

184. reechy: fetid. 

188. cralt: simulation. 

190. paddock: toad, gib: tomcat. 

191. dear concernings: matters with 


which one is closely concerned. 

194. the famous ape: the ape in the 
unidentified animal fable to which 
Hamlet alludes; apparently the animal 
saw birds fly out of a basket and drew 
the conclusion that by placing himself 
in the basket he could fly too. 

203. fang’d: with fangs. 
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And marshal me to knavery. Let it work; aos 

For 'tis the sport to have the cngincr 

Hoist with his own petar: and 't shall go hard 

But I will delve one yard below their mines, 

And blow them at the moon: O, 'tis most sweet 

When in one line two crafts directly meet «« 

This man shall set me packing: 

ril lug the guts into the neighbor room. 

Mother, good night. Indeed this counselor 
Is now most still, most secret and most grave. 

Who was in life a foolish prating knave. 2,5 

Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night, mother. 

[Exeunt severally; hamlet dragging in polonius.] 

Act IV 

SCENE 1 — room in the castle, 

[Enter king, queen, rosencrantz, and guildenstern.] 
KING. There's matter in these sighs, these profound heaves: 

You must translate: 'tis fit we understand them. 

Where is your son? 

queen. Bestow this place on us a little while. 

[Exeunt rosencrantz and guildenstern.] 

Ah, mine own lord, what have I seen to-night! 5 

KING. What, Gertrude? How does Hamiot? 
queen. Mad as the sea and wind, when both contend 
Wliich is the mightier: in his lawless 
Behind the arras hearing something stit. 

Whips out his rapier, cries ‘A rat, a ratr » 

And in this brainish apprehension kills 
The unseen good old man. 

KING. O heavy deed! 

It had been so with us, had we been there: 

His liberty is full of threats to all. 

To you yourself, to us, to every one. xs 

Alas, how shall this bloody deed be answer'd? 

It will be laid to us, whose providenee 

Should have kept short, restrain'd and out of haunt, 

This mad young man: but so much was our love, 

We would not understand what was most fit, » 

205. marshal: lead. 4. Bestow this place on us: leave us 

206. enginer: military engineer. alone. . 

207. Hoist: blow up. petar: petard, a 11. bratmsh apprehension: imaginary 

variety of bomb. notion. . , , , 

214. grave: Hamlet is punning on 18. short: under close watch, 
the word. 
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But, like the owner of a foul disease, 

To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone? 

QUEEN. To draw apart the body he hath kilFd: 

O'er whom his very madness, like some ore 
Among a mineral of metals base, 

Shows itself pure; he weeps for what is done. 

KING. O Gertrude, come away! 

The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch, 

But we will ship him hence: and this vile deed 30 

We must, with all our majesty and skill. 

Both countenance and excuse. Ho, Guildenstern! 

[Re-enter rosencrantz and guildenstern.] 

Friends both, go join you with some further aid: 

Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain, 

And from his mother’s closet hath he dragg’d him: 35 

Go seek him out; speak fair, and bring the body 
Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in this. 

[Exeunt rosencrantz and guildenstern.] 

Come, Gertrude, we’ll call up our wisest friends; 

And let them know, both what we mean to do. 

And what’s untimely done. ... 40 

Whose whisper o’er the world’s diameter 

As level as the cannon to his blank 

Transports his poison'd shot, may miss our name 

And hit the woundless air. O, come away! 

My soul is full of discord and dismay. [Exeunt.] 


scene 2 — Another room in the castle. 

[Enter hamlet.] 
hamlet. Safely stowed. 

ROSENCRANTZ. \ Hamlet! Lord Hamlet! 

guildenstern. J ^ ^ 

hamlet. But soft, what noise? who calls on Hamlet? 

O, here they come. 

[Enter rosencrantz and guildenstern.] 
rosencrantz. What have you done, my lord, with the dead body? 
HAMLET. Compounded it with dust, whereto ’tis kin. 6 

ROSENCRANTZ. Tell US whcrc ’tis, that we may take it thence 
And bear it to the chapel. 

HAMLET. Do not believe it. 

ROSENCRANTZ. Bclicve wliat? 10 

HAMLET. That I can keep your counsel and not mine own. Besides, 


25. ore: gold. 

32. countenance: recognize. 


42. kis blank: his target. 
6. compounded: mixed. 
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to ^ demanded® of a sponge! what replication^ should be made 
by the son of a king? 

ROSENCRAKTZ. Take you me for a sponge, my lord? 

HAMLET. Aye, sir; that soaks up the king’s countenance,® his re- 
wards, his authorities. But such officers do the king best service in 
the end : he keeps them, like an ape, in the corner of his jaw; first 
mouthed, to be last swallowed: when he needs what you have 
gleaned, it is but squeezing you^ and sponge, you shall be dry 
again. ^ 

ROSENCRANTZ. I understand you not, my lord. 

HAMLET. I am glad of it: a knavish speech sleeps in a foolish ear, 
ROSENCRANTZ. My lord, you must tell us where the body is, and go 
with us to the king. 

HAMLET. The body is with the king, but the king is not with the 
body. The king is a thing — 

GUILDENSTERN. A thing, iny lord? 

HAMLET. Of nothing: bring me to him. Hide fox, and all after.* 
[Exeunt.] 

Scene 3 — Another room in the castle, 

[Enter king, attended,] 

KING. I have sent to seek him, and to find the body. 

How dangerous is it that this man goes loose! 

Yet must not we put the strong law on him: 

He's loved of the distracted multitude. 

Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes; 5 

And where 'tis so, the offender's scourge is weigh'd, 

But never the offense. To bear all smooth and even, 

This sudden sending away must seem? ? 

Deliberate pause: diseases desperate grown 

By desperate appliance arc relieved, ,0 

Or not at all. 

[Enter rosencrantz.] 

How now! what hath befall'n? 

ROSENCRANTZ. Wlicrc the dead body is bestow'd, my lord. 

We cannot get from him. 

KING. But where is he? 13 

ROSENCRANTZ. Without, my lord; guarded, to know your pleasure, 
KING. Bring him before us. 

ROSENCRANTZ. Ho, Guildeiistem! bring in my lord. 

[Enter hamlet and guildenstern.] 

a, questioned by. 7. bear: conduct, 

b, formal reply. 9. Deliberate pause: the result of 

c. favor. careful arrangement. 

d. the name of some children’s game. 10. appliance: treatment. 

6. scourge: punishment. 
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KING. Now, Hamlet, where’s Polonius? 

HAMLET. At supper. 

KING. At supper! where? 

HAMLET. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten: a certain con- 
vocation of public worms are e'en at him. Your worm is your 
only emperor for diet:® we fat all creatures else to fat us, and we 
fat ourselves for maggots: your fat king and your lean beggar is 
but variable service,** two dishes, but to one table: that's the end. 
KING. Alas, alas! 

HAMLET. A man may fish with the worm that hath cat of a king, 
and eat of the fish that hath fed of that worm. 

KING. What dost thou mean by this? 

HAMLET. Nothing but to show you how a king may go a progress^* 
through the guts of a beggar. 

KING. Where is Polonius? 

HAMLET. In heaven; send thither to see: if your messenger find 
him not there, seek him i' the other place yourself. But indeed, 
if you find him not within this month, you shall nose'* him as 
you go up the stairs into the lobby. 

KING. Go seek him there. [To some attendants.] 

HAMLET. He will stay till you come. \Exeunt attendants.] 

KING. Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial safety, 14 

Which wc do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou hast done, must send thee hence 
With fiery quickness: therefore prepare thyself; 

The bark is ready and the wind at help, 

The associates tend, and every thing is bent 
For England. 

HAMLET. For England? 

KING. Aye, Hamlet. 

HAMLET. Good. 20 

KING. So is it, if thou knew'st our purposes. 

HAMLET. I see a cherub that sees them. But, come; for England! 

Farewell, dear mother. 

KING. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 

HAMLET. My mother: father and mother is man and wife; man and 
wife is one flesh, and so, my mother. Come, for England! 

[Exit] 

KING. Follow him at foot; tempt him with speed aboard; 21 

Delay it not; Fll have him hence to-night: 

Away! for every thing is seal'd and done 

a. possibly a punning reference to c. royal state journey, 

the Diet of the Holy Roman Empire d. smell. 

at Worms. 15. tender: care for. 

b. i.e., the service varies, not the 21. at foot: at his heels, 
food. 
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That else leans on the affair: pray you, make haste. 

[Exeunt rosencrantz and gxjildenstern.] 

And, England, if my love thou boldest at aught— ^^5 

As my great power thereof may give thee sense, 

Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 

After the Danish sword, and thy free awe 

Pays homage to us— thou mayst not coldly set 

Our sovereign process; which imports at full, 30 

By letters conjuring to that effect. 

The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England; 

For like the hectic in my blood he rages. 

And thou must cure me; till I know 'tis done, 

Howe’er my haps, my joys were ne’er begun. 35 

[Exit.] 

SCENE 4 — plain in Denmark. 

[Enter fortinbras, a captain and soldiers, marching.] 
FORTiNBRAS. Go, Captain, from me greet the Danish king; 

Tell him that by his license Fortinbras 
Craves the conveyance of a promised march 
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous. 

If that his majesty would aught with us, 5 

We shall express our duty in his eye; 

And let him know so. 

CAPTAIN. I will do ’t, my lord. 

FORTINBRAS. Go softly on. 

[Exeunt fortinbras and soldiers. — Enter hamlet, rosen- 
CRANiz, guildenstern, and other$.] 

HAMLET. Good sir, whose powers are these? 

captain. They are of Norway, sir. 10 

HAMLET. How piuposcd. Sir, I pray you? 
captain. Against some part of Poland. 

HAMLET. Who commands them, sir? 
captain. The nephew to Old Norway, Fortinbras. 

HAMLET. Goes it agaiiist the main of Poland, sir, 15 

Or for some frontier? 

captain. Truly to speak, and with no addition. 

We go to gain a little patch of ground 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 

To pay five ducats, five, 1 would not farm it; ao 

Nor will it yield to Norway or the Pole 

24. leans on: pertains to. 33. hectic: fever. 

25. England: the king of England. 3. conveyance: convoy. 

26. give thee sense: make you feel. 6. eye: presence. 

29. coldly set: regard with indiffer- 9. powers: armed forces, 
eijce. main: the whole of. 

31. conjuring: enjoining. 
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A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee. 

HAMLET Why, then the Polack never will defend it. 

CAPTAIN. Yes, it is already garrison'd. 

HAMLET. Two thousand souls and twenty thousand ducats 25 

Will not debate the question of this straw: 

This is the imposthume of much wealth and peace. 

That inward breaks, and shows no cause without 
Why the man dies. I humbly thank you, sir. 

CAPTAIN. God be wi' you, sir. 

ROSENCRANTZ. Will 't plcase you go, my lord? 30 

HAMLET, ril be with you straight. Go a little before. 

[Exeunt all but hamlet.] 

How all occasions do inform against me, 

And spur my dull revenge! What is a man. 

If his chief good and market of his time 

Be but to sleep and feed? a beast, no more. 35 

Sure, he that made us with such large discourse, 

Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and god-like reason 
To fust in us unused. Now, whether it be 

Bestial oblivion, or some craven scruple 40 

Of thinking too precisely on the event, — 

A thought which, quarter’d, hath but one part wisdom 
And ever three parts coward, — I do not know 
Why yet I live to say ‘this thing’s to do,’ 

Sith I have cause, and will, and strength, and means, 45 

To do ’t. Examples gross as earth exhort me: 

Witness this army, of such mass and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender prince, 

Whose spirit with divine ambition puff’d 

Makes mouths at the invisible event, 50 

Exposing what is mortal and unsure 

To all that fortune, death and danger dare. 

Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great 
Is not to stir without great argument. 

But greatly to find quarrel in a straw 35 

When honor’s at the stake. How stand I then, 

That have a father kill’d, a mother stain’d. 

Excitements of my reason and my blood. 

And let all sleep, while to my shame I see 


22 . ranker: higher, in jee: for abso- 
lute possession. 

27. imposthume: ulcer. 

32. inform against: denonuce. 

34. market: payment for, reward. 
36. discourse: reasoning power. 

39. fust: become moldy, taste of the 


cask. 

41. event: outcome. 

45. Sith: since. 

46. gross: large. 

47. charge: cost. 

50. Makes mouths: makes faces. 
event: outcome. 
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The imminent death of twenty thousand men. 

That for a fantasy and trick of fame 
Go to their graves like beds, fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause, 

Which is not tomb enough and continent 
To hide the slain? O, from this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth! 


• im 

6o 


6 s 

[Exit.] 


SCENE 5 — Elsinore. A room in the castle. 

[Enter queen, horatio, and a gentlem.an.] 

QUEEN. I will not speak with her. 
gentleman. She is importunate, indeed distract: 

Her mood will needs be pitied. 
queen. Wliat would she have? 

gentleman. She speaks much of her father, says slic hears 

There's tricks i' the world, and hems and beats her heart, 5 
Spurns enviously at straws; speaks things in doubt. 

That carry but half sense: her speech is nothing. 

Yet the unshap^d use of it doth move 
The hearers to collection; they aim at it, 

And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts; lo 

Which, as her winks and nods and gestures yield them. 

Indeed would make one think there might be thought, 

Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily. 

HORATIO. Twere good she were spoken with, for she may strew 
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds. is 

queen. Let her come in. [Exit gentleman.] 

[Aside] To my sick soul, as sin's true i^ture is. 

Each toy seems prologue to some greats amiss: 

So full of artless jealousy is guilt. 

It spills itself in fearing to be spilt. ao 

[Re-enter genileman, with opHElia.] 

OPHELIA. Where is the beauteous majesty of Denmark? 
queen. How now, Ophelia! 

OPHELIA. [Sings] How should I your true love know 
From another one? 

By his cockle hat and staff 25 

And his sandal shoon. 


61. trick of: trifle of. 

63. Whereon . . . cause: so small 
that it cannot hold the men who fight 
for it. 

64. continent: container. 

6. Spurns . . . straws: gets angry at 
trifles. 

9. collection: gathering up her words 
and trying to make sense out of them. 
aim: guess. 


10. botch: patch. 

15. ill-breeding minds: minds breed- 
ing evil thoughts. 

18. toy: trifle, amiss: misfortune. 

19. artless: uncontrolled, unreason- 
able. jealousy: suspicion. 

25-26. cockle hat . . . shoon: typi- 
cal signs of pilgrims traveling to places 
of devotion. 

26. shoon: shoes. 
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QUEEN. Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song? 

OPHELIA. Say you? nay, pray you, mark. 

[Sings] He is dead and gone, lady, 

He is dead and gone; jo 

At his head a grass-green turf, 

At his heels a stone. 

Oh, oh! 

QUEEN. Nay, but Ophelia, — 

OPHELIA. Pray you, mark. 

[Sings] White his shroud as the mountain snow, — js 

[Enter king.] 

QUEEN. Alas, look here, my lord. 

OPHELIA. [Sings] Larded with sweet flowers; 

Which bewept to the grave did go 

With true-love showers. 39 

KING. How do you, pretty lady? 

OPHELIA. Well, God 'ild you!® Tliey say the owl was a baker's 
daughter. Lord, we know what we are, but know not what we 
may be.*> God be at your table! 

KING. Conceit® upon her father. 

OPHELIA. Pray you, let's have no words of this; but when they ask 
you what it means, say you this: 

[Sings] To-morrow is Saint Valentine's day 40 

All in the morning betime. 

And I a maid at your window. 

To be your Valentine. 

Then up he rose, and donn'd his clothes, 

And dupp'd the chamber-door; 4s 

Let in the maid, that out a maid 
Never departed more. 

KING. Pretty Ophelia! 

OPHELIA. Indeed, la, without an oath. Til make an end on *t: 

[Sings] By Gis and by Saint Charity, so 

Alack, and fie for shame! 

Young men will do 't, if they come to 't; 

By cock, they arc to blame. 

Quoth she, before you tumbled me. 

You promised me to wed. ss 

He answers: 

So would I ha' done, by yonder sun. 

An thou hadst not come to my bed. 58 

J7. larded: garnished. for having shown little charity to the 

«. God yield (i.e., repay) you. Lord. 

6, an allusion to a folk tale about a c. imagination, 

baker’s daughter changed into an owl 45. dupp*d: opened. 

SO. By Gis: by Jesus. 
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KING. How long hath she been thus? 

OPHELIA. I hope all will be well. We must be patient: but I cannot 
choose but weep, to think they should lay him i* the cold ground. 
My brother shall know of it: and so I thank you for your good 
counsel. Come, my coach! Good night, ladies; good night, sweet 
ladies; good night, good night. 

[Exit.] 

KING. F ollow her close; give her good watch, I pray you. 

[Exit HORATIO.] 

O, this is the poison of deep grief; it springs s. 

All from her father's death. O Gertrude, Gertrude, 

When sorrows come, they come not single spies, 

But in battalions! First, her father slain: 

Next, your son gone; and he most violent author 
Of his own just remove: the people muddied, 

Tliick and unwholesome in their thoughts and whispers, 65 
For good Polonius' death; and we have done but greenly, 

In hugger-mugger to inter him: poor Ophelia 
Divided from herself and her fair judgment, 

Without the which we are pictures, or mere beasts; 

Last, and as much containing as all these, 70 

Her brother is in secret come from France, 

Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds, 

And wants not buzzers to infect his ear 
With pestilent speeches of his father's, death; 

Wliercin necessity, of matter beggar’d^ 7s 

Will nothing stick our person to arraign 
In car and car. O my dear Gertrude, this. 

Like to a murdcring-picce. in many places 
Gives me superfluous death. [A noise within.] 

QUEEN. Alack, what noise is this? 

KING. Where arc my Switzers? Let them guard the door. 80 

[Enter another gentleman.] 

What is the matter? 

gentleman. Save yourself, my lord: 

The ocean, overpeering of his list, 

Eats not the flats with more impetuous haste 
Than young Laertes, in a riotous head, 


64. muddied: confused, their thoughts 
made turbid (as water by mud). 

66. greenly: foolishly. 

67. hugger-mugger: hasty secrecy. 

72. Feeds on his wonder: broods, 
keeps wondering. 

73. wants: lacks. 

75. necessity . . . beggared: the ne- 
cessity to build up a story, without 
the materials for domg so. 


76. Will . . . arraign: will not hesi> 
tate to accuse me. 

78. murdcring-picce: a variety of 
cannon which scattered its shot in many 
directions. 

80. Switzers: Swiss guards. 

82. overpeering of his list: overflow- 
ing above the high-water mark. 

84. head: group of rebels. 
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Overbears your officers. The rabble call him lord; Ss 

And, as the world were now but to begin, 

Antiquity forgot, custom not known, 

The ratifiers and props of every word, 

They cry ‘Choose we; Laertes shall be king!' 

Caps, hands and tongues applaud it to the clouds, 90 

‘Laertes shall be king, Laertes king!' 

QUEEN. How cheerfully on the false trail they cry! 

O, this is counter, you false Danish dogs! [Noise within,] 

KING. The doors are broke. 

[Enter laertes, armed; Danes following,] 

LAERTES. Where is this king? Sirs, stand you all without. 95 

DANES. No, let's come in. 

LAERTES. I pray you, give me leave. 

DANES. We will, we will. [They retire without the door.] 

LAERTES. I thank you: keep the door. O thou vile king. 

Give me my father! 

QUEEN. Calmly, good Laertes. 

LAERTES. That drop of blood that's calm proclaims me bastard; 100 
Cries cuckold to my father; brands the harlot 
Even here, between the chaste unsmirchcd brows 
Of my true mother. 

KING. What is the cause, Laertes, 

That thy rebellion looks so giant-like? 

Let him go, Gertrude; do not fear our person: 105 

There's such divinity doth hedge a king, 

That treason can but peep to what it would. 

Acts little of his will. Tell me, Laertes, 

Why thou art thus incensed: let him go, Gertrude: 

Speak, man. nc 

LAERTES. Where is my father? 

KING. Dead. 

QUEEN. But not by him, 

KING. Let him demand his fill. 

LAERTES. How camc he dead? I'll not be juggled with: 

To hell, allegiance! vows, to the blackest devil! 

Conscience and grace, to the profoundest pit! 115 

I dare damnation: to this point I stand, 

That both the worlds I give to negligence. 

Let come what comes; only I'll be revenged 
Most throughly for my father. 

93 . counter: following the scent in 108. his: its. 
the wrong direction. 117. both . . . negligence: I don’t 

105. iear: fear for. care what may happen to me in either 

107. would: desires, this world or the nexL 
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Who shall stay you? 
LAERTES. My will, not all the world: 

And for my means, Til husband them so well. 

They shall go far with little. 
king. Good Laertes, 

If you desire to know the certainty 
Of your dear father's death, is 't writ in your revenge 
That, swoopstakc, you will draw both friend and foe, 
Winner and loser? 

LAERTES. None but his enemies. 

KING. Will you know them then? 

LAERTES. To his good friends thus wide I'll ope my arms; 
And, like the kind life-rendering pelican, 

Repast them with my blood. 
king. Why, now you speak 

Like a good child and a true gentleman. 

That I am guiltless of your father's death, 

And am most sensibly in grief for it. 

It shall as level to your judgment pierce 
As day does to your eye. 

DANES. [Within] Let her come in. 

LAERTES. How iiowl what noise is that? 

[Re-enter Ophelia.] 

O heat, dry up my brains! tears seven times salt. 

Burn out the sense and virtue of mine eye! 

By heaven, thy madness shall be paid with weight. 

Till our scale turn the beam. O rose of May! 

Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia! ; 

O heavens! is 't possible a young maid's wits 
Should be as mortal as an old man's lifd? 

Nature is fine in love, and where 'tis fine 
It sends some precious instance of itsdf 
After the thing it loves. 

OPHELIA. [Sings] They bore him barefaced on the bier; 

Hey non nonny, nonny, hey nonny: 

And in his grave rain'd many a tear,— 

Fare you well, my dove! 

LAERTES. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade revenge. 

It could not move thus. 

OPHELIA. [Sings] You must sing down a-down. 




las 


130 


135 


140 


I4S 


150 


125. swoopstakc: without making 
any distinction, as the winner takes 
the whole stake in a card game. 

129. lije-rendering: The mythical 
pelican is supposed to feed its young 


with its own blood. 

138. virtue: power, faculty. 

144. fine: refined. 

145. instance: sample, token. 
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An you call him a-down-a. iS4 

O, how the wheel** becomes it! It is the false steward, that stole 
his master's daughter.® 

LAERTES. This nothing's more than matter.^ 

OPHELIA. There's rosemary, that's for remembrance: pray you, love, 
remember: and there is pansies,^ that's for thoughts. 

LAERTES. A document* in madness; thoughts and remembrance 
fitted. 

OPHELIA. There's fennel* for you, and columbines:^ there's rue* for 
you: and here's some for me: we may call it herbs of grace o' 
Sundays: O, you must wear your rue with a difference. There's a 
daisy: I would give you some violets,* but they withered all when 
my father died: they say he made a good end, — 

[Sings] For bonnie sweet Robin is all my joy. 155 

LAERTES. Tlioiight and affliction, passion, hell itself, 

She turns to favor and to prettincss. 

OPHELIA. [Sings] And will he not come again? 

And will he not come again? 

No, no, he is dead, 160 

Go to thy death-bed. 

He never will come again. 

His beard was as white as snow. 

All flaxen was his poll: 

He is gone, he is gone, 165 

And we cast away moan: 

God ha' mercy on his soul! 

And of all Christian souls, I pray God. God be wi' you. 

[Exit.] 

LAERTES. Do you sce this, O God? 

KING. Laertes, I must commune with your grief, 170 

Or you deny me right. Go but apart. 

Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will. 

And they shall hear and judge 'twixt you and me: 

If by direct or by collateral hand 

They find us touched, we will our kingdom give, 17s 

Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours, 

To you in satisfaction; but if not. 

Be you content to lend your patience to us, 

And we shall jointly labor with your soul 


d. ballads were often sung to the 
motion of a spinning wheel. 

c. an allusion to an unknown folk 
ballad. 

y. This nonsense is more indicative 
than sane speech. 

g. the symbol of thought. 

h. lesson. 

u emblem of flattery. 


j. emblem of cuckoldom. 

k. emblem of sorrow and repentance 
(compare the verb “rue’’). 

l. for faithfulness. 

157. faver: charm. 

174. collateral: indirect. 

175. touched: involved (in the mur- 
der). 
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To give it due content. 

LAERTES. Let this be so; ,8o 

His means of death, his obscure funeral, 

No trophy, sword, nor hatchment o’er his bones, 

No noble rite nor formal ostentation, 

Cry to be heard, as ’twcrc from heaven to earth. 

That I must call ’t in question. 

king. So you shall; ,85 

And where the offense is let the great axe fall. 

I pray you, go with me. [Exeunt] 


SCENE 6 — Another room in the castle. 


[Enter horatio and a servant.] 

HORATIO. What are they that would speak with me? 

SERVANT. Sca-faring men, sir: they say they have letters for you. 
HORATIO. Let them come in. [Exit servant.] 

I do not know from what part of the world 
I should be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. 

[Enter sailors.] 

FIRST SAILOR. God blcss you, sir. 

HORATIO. Let him blcss thee too. 

first SAILOR. He sliall, sir, an ’t please him. 

There’s a letter for you, sir; it comes from the ambassador that 
was bound for England; if your name be Horatio, as I am let to 


know it is. 

HORATIO. [Reads] ‘Horatio, when thou shall have overlooked'* this, 
give these fellows some means to the Iqing: they have letters for 
him. Ere we were two days old at sea, a pirate of very warlike 
appointment gave us chase. Finding ourselves too slow of sail, 
we put on a compelled valor, and in the grapple I boarded them: 
on the instant they got clear of our ship; so 1 alone became their 
prisoner. They have dealt with me like thieves of mercy: but 
they knew what they did; 1 am to do a good turn for them. Let 
the king have the letters I have sent; and repair thou to me with 
as much speed as thou wouldst fly death. I have words to speak 
in thine car will make thee dumb; yet are they much too light 
for the borc^ of the matter. These good fellows will bring thee 
where I am. Rosencrantz and Guildenstern hold their course for 
England: of them I have much to tell thee. Farewell. 

‘He that thou knowest thine, hamlet.' 
Come, I will make you way for these your letters; 

And do ’t the speedier, that you may direct me 

To him from whom you brought them. [Exeunt.] 

182. hatchment: coat of arms. b. merciful. 

183. ostentation: pomp. 
a. read over. 


caliber, i.e., importance. 
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SCENE 7 — Another room in the castle, 

[Enter king and laertes.] 

KING. Now must your conscience my acquittance seal. 

And you must put me in your heart for friend, 

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear. 

That he which hath your noble father slain 
Pursued my life. 

LAERTES. It well appears: but tell me s 

Why you proceeded not against these feats, 

So crimeful and so capital in nature. 

As by your safety, wisdom, all things else. 

You mainly were stirr’d up. 

KING. O, for two special reasons, 

Which may to you perhaps seem much unsinew’d, lo 

But yet to me they're strong. The queen his mother 
Lives almost by his looks; and for myself — 

My virtue or my plague, be it either which— 

She's so conjunctive to my life and soul, 

That, as the star moves not but in his sphere, is 

I could not but by her. The other motive. 

Why to a public count I might not go, 

Is the great love the general gender bear him; 

Who, dipping all his faults in their affection. 

Would, like the spring that turncth wood to stone, ao 

Convert his gyves to graces; so that my arrows, 

Too slightly timber'd for so loud a wind, 

Would have reverted to my bow again 
And not where I had aim'd them. 

LAERTES. And so have I a noble father lost; as 

A sister driven into desperate terms. 

Whose worth, if praises may go back again. 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections: but my revenge will come. 

KING. Break not your sleeps for that: you must not think 30 

That we are made of stuff so flat and dull 
That we can let our beard be shook with danger 
And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear more: 

I loved your father, and we love ourself; 

And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine — 35 

[Enter a messenger, with letters.] 

6. feats: deeds. 18. general gender: common people. 

9. mainly: powerfully. 21. gyves: fetters. 

10. unsinew'd: weak. 27. go back: i.e., to what she was 

14. conjunctive: closely joined. before her madness. 

17. count: accounting, trial. 28. on mount of: above. 
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How now! what news? 

MESSENGER. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet: 

This to your majesty; this to the queen. 

KING. P'roni Hamlet! who brought them? 

MESSENGER. Sailors, my lord, they say; I saw them not: 

They were given me by Claudio; he received them 
Of him that brought them. 

king. Laertes, you shall hear them. 41 

Leave us. [Exit messenger.] 

[Reads] ‘High and mighty, you shall know I am set naked on 
your kingdom. To-morrow shall I beg leave to sec your kingly 
eyes: when I shall, first asking your pardon® thereunto, recount 
the occasion of my sudden and more strange return, hamlet.' 
What should this mean? Arc all the rest come back? 42 

Or is it some abuse, and no such thing? 

LAERTES. Know you the hand? 

king. 'Tis Hamlet’s character. 'Naked'! 4s 

And in a postscript here, he says 'alone.' 

Can you advise me? 

LAERTES. I’m lost ill it, my lord. But let him come; 

It warms the very sickness in my heart, 

That I shall live and tell him to his teeth, so 

'Thus diddest thou.' 

king. If it be so, Laertes^ — 

As how should it be so? how otherwise?— 

Will you be ruled by me? i 

LAERTES. Aye, my loid; 

So you will not o’crrulc me to a peace. * 
king. To thine own peace. If he be now return'd, 55 

As checking at his voyage, and that he, means 
No more to undertake it, I will work him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device, 

Under the which he shall not choose but fall: 

And for his death no wind of blame shall breathe; 60 

But even his mother shall uncharge the practice, 

And call it accident. 

LAERTES. My lord, I will be ruled; 

The rather, if you could devise it so 
That I might be the organ. 
king. ^ight. 

You have been talk’d of since your travel much, 65 


a. leave. , , . 

43. some . . . thmg: a delusion, not 

a reality. 

45. character: handwriting. 


56. checking at: changing the course 
of, refusing to continue. 

61. uncharge the practice: not rec- 
ognize it as a plot. 

64. organ: instrument. 
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And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality 
Wherein, they say, you shine; your sum of parts 
Did not together pluck such envy from him. 

As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unworthiest siege. 

LAERTES. What part is that, my lord? 70 

KING. A very riband in the cap of youth, 

Yet needful too; for youth no less becomes 
The light and careless livery that it wears 
Than settled age his sables and his weeds, 

Importing health and gravencss. Two months since 75 

Here was a gentleman of Normandy: — 

I've seen myself, and served against, the French, 

And they can well on horseback: but this gallant 
Had witchcraft in 't; he grew unto his seat. 

And to such wondrous doing brought this horse 80 

As had he been incorpsed and demi-natured 
With the brave beast: so far he topp'd my thought 
That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks. 

Come short of what he did. 

LAERTES. A Norman was 't? 


KING, A Norman. 85 

LAERTES, Upon iiiy life, Lamord. 

KING. The very same. 

LAERTES. I know him well: he is the brooch indeed 


And gem of all the nation. 

KING. He made confession of you. 

And gave you such a masterly report, 

For art and exercise in your defense, 

And for your rapier most especial. 

That he cried out, 'twould be a sight indeed 

If one could match you: the scrimers of their nation, 

He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye. 

If you opposed them. Sir, this report of his 
Did Hamlet so unvenom with his envy 
Tliat he could nothing do but wish and beg 
Your sudden coming o'er, to play with him. 

Now, out of this — 

LAERTES. What out of this, my lord? 


67. your sum of parts: the sum of 
your gifts. 

70. siege: seat, i.e., rank. 

71. riband: ribbon, ornament. 

72. becomes: is the appropriate age 
for. 

74. sables: blacks, also furs, weeds: 
robes. 

81. incorpsed: incorporated, demi- 


natured: split his nature in two. 

83. in forgery . . . tricks: in im- 
aging methods and skills of horseman- 
ship. 

87. brooch: ornament. 

90-91. masterly . . . defense: re- 

port of your mastery in the theory and 
practice of fencing. 

94. scrimers: fencers. 
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king. Laertes, was your father dear to you? 
Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, 
A face without a heart? 


LAERTES. Why ask you this? 

king. Not that I think you did not love your father. 

But that I know love is begun by time, 

And that I see, in passages of proof, 

Time qualifies the spark and fire of it. 

There lives within the very flame of love 
A kind of wick or snuff that will abate it; 

And nothing is at a like goodness still, 

For goodness, growing to a plurisy, 

Dies in his own too much: that we would do 
We should do when we would; for this ‘would’ changes 
And hath abatements and delays as many 
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents, 

And then this ‘should’ is like a spendthrift sigh, 

That hurts by easing. But, to the quick o’ the ulcer: 
Hamlet comes back: what would you undertake. 

To show yourself your father’s son in deed 
More than in words? 

LAERTES. To cut his tliroat i the ehureh. 

KING. No place indeed should murder sanctiiarizc; 
Revenge should have no bounds. But, good Laertes, 
Will you do this, keep close within your ehamber. 
Hamlet return’d shall know you arc come home; 

We’ll put on those shall praise your excdlcncc 
And set a double varnish on the fame 
The F renchman gave you; bring you in fine together 
And wager on your heads: he, being remiss, 

Most generous and free from all contriving. 

Will not peruse the foils, so that with ease. 

Or with a little shuffling, you may choase 
A sword unbated, and in a pass of practice 


Requite him for your father. 

LAERTES. ^ 

And for that purpose FH anoint my sword. 
I bought an unetion of a mountebank, 


105 


no 


115 


120 


125 


130 


135 


106. passages of proof: instances 
which prove it. 

107. Qualifies: weakens. 

109. snujj: charred part of the wick. 

110. still: constantly. 

111. plurisy: excess of blood. , 
116-117. sigh . . . casmg: a sigh 

which gives relief but is harmlul tac- 
cording to an old notion that it draws 
blood from the heart). 


125. put on: instigate. 

127. in fine: finally. 

128. remiss: careless. 

130. peruse: examine closely. 

132. unbated: not blunted (as a 
rapier for exercise ordinarily would be). 
pass of practice: treacherous thrust. 

135. unction: ointment, mountebank: 
peddler of quack medicines. 
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So mortal that but dip a knife in it. 

Where it draws blood no cataplasm so rare, 

Collected from all simples that have virtue 

Under the moon, ean save the thing from death 

That is but scratch'd withal: Fll touch my point 140 

With this contagion, that, if I gall him slightly, 

It may be death. 

KING. Let's further think of this; 

Weigh what convenience both of time and means 
May fit us to our shape: if this should fail, 

And that our drift look through our bad performance, 145 

'Twere better not assay'd: therefore this project 
Should have a back or second, that might hold 
If this did blast in proof. Soft! let me see: 

We'll make a solemn wager on your cunnings: 

I ha 't: 150 

When in your motion you are hot and dry — 

As make your bouts more violent to that end — 

And that he calls for drink. I'll have prepared him 
A chalice for the nonce; whereon but sipping, 

If he by chance escape your venom'd stuck, iss 

Our purpose may hold there. But stay, what noise? 

[Enter queen.] 

How now, sweet queen! 

QUEEN. One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 

So fast they follow: your sister's drown'd, Laertes. 

LAERTES. Drown'd! O, where? 160 

QUEEN. There is a willow grows aslant a brook, 

That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream; 

There with fantastic garlands did she come 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples, 

That liberal shepherds give a grosser name, 165 

But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them: 

There, on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke; 

Wlien down her weedy trophies and herself 

Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide, 170 

And mermaid-like a while they bore her up: 

Which time she chanted snatches of old tunes. 

As one incapable of her own distress, 


137. cataplasm: plaster. 

138. simples: healing herbs. 

141. gall: scratch. 

144. shape: plan. 

145. OUT . . . through: our design 
should show through. 

148. blast in proof: burst (like a 


new firearm) once it is put to the test. 

154. for the nonce: for that par- 
ticular occasion. 

155 stuck, thrust 
161. aslant: across. 

168. envious sliver: malicious bough. 
173. incapable: insensitive to. 
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Or like a creature native and indued 
Unto that element: but long it could not be 
Till that her garments, heavy witli their drink, 

Puird the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

LAERTES. Alas, then she is drown'd! 

QUEEN. Drown'd, drown'd. 

LAERTES. Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia, iSo 

And therefore I forbid my tears: but yet 
It is our trick; nature her custom holds, 

Let shame say what it will: when these are gone, 

The woman will be out. Adieu, my lord: 

I have a speech of fire that fain would blaze, iSs 

But that this folly douts it. [Exit.] 

KING. Let's follow, Gertrude: 

How much I had to do to calm his ragel 
Now fear I this will give it start again; 

Therefore let's follow. [Exeunt.] 


Act V 


SCENE 1 — churchyard. 


[Enter two clowns, with spades, ^c.] 

FIRST CLOWN. Is shc to bc buricd in Christian burial that willfully 
seeks her own salvation? 

SECOND CLOWN. I tcll tlicc shc is; and therefore make her grave 
straight:® the crowner^ hath sat on h©^ and finds it Christian 
burial. 

FIRST CLOWN. How Can that be, unless drowned herself in her 
own defense? 


SECOND CLOWN. Why, 'tis found so. 

FIRST CLOWN. It must be ^sc offendendO;^® it cannot be else. For 
here lies the point: if I drown myself wittingly, it argues an act: 
and an act hath three branches; it is, to act, to do, to perform: 
argal,^ she drowned herself wittingly. 

SECOND CLOWN. Nay, but hear you, goodman delver. 

FIRST CLOWN. Givc luc leave. Here lies the water; good: here stands 
the man; good: if the man go to this water and drown himself, 
it is, will he, nill he,« he goes; mark you that; but if the water 
come to him and drown him, he drowns not himself: argal, he 
that is not guilty of his own death shortens not his own life. 


174. indued: adapted, in harmony 
with. 

182 . irick: peculiar trait. 

184. The woman: the softer quali- 
ties, the woman in me. 

186. douts: extinguishes. 


fl. straightway. 

b. coroner. 

c. the Clown’s blunder for se de- 
jendendo, “in self-defense.” 

d. blunder for ergo, “therefore.” 

e. willy-nilly. 
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SECOND CLOWN. But is tliis law? 

FIRST CLOWN. Ayc, marry, is ’t; crowner's quests law. 

SECOND CLOWN. Will you ha' the truth on 't? If this had not been 
a gentlewoman, she should have been buried out o' Christian 
burial. 

FIRST CLOWN. Why, there thou say'st: and the more pity that great 
folk should have countenance^^ in this world to drown or hang 
themselves, more than their even Christian.^ Come, my spade. 
There is no ancient gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers and grave- 
makers: they hold up Adam's profession. 

SECOND CLOWN. Was he a gentleman? 

FIRST CLOWN. A' was the first that ever bore arms. 

SECOND CLOWN. Why, he had none. 

FIRST CLOWN. What, art a heathen? How dost thou understand the 
Scripture? The Scripture says Adam digged: could he dig with- 
out arms? I'll put another question to thee: if thou answerest me 
not to the purpose, confess thyself — 

SECOND CLOWN. Go tO. 

FIRST CLOWN. What is he that builds stronger than cither the 
mason, the shipwright, or the carpenter? 

SECOND CLOWN. Tlic gallows-makcr; for that frame outlives a thou- 
sand tenants. 

FIRST CLOWN. I like thy wit well, in good faith: the gallows docs 
well; but how docs it well? it docs well to those that do ill: now, 
thou dost ill to say the gallows is built stronger than the church: 
argal, the gallows may do well to thee. To 't again, come. 

SECOND CLOWN. "Who builds stronger than a mason, a shipwright, 
or a carpenter?' 

FIRST CLOWN. Ayc, tell me that, and unyoke,^ 

SECOND CLOWN. Many, now I can tell. 

FIRST CLOWN. To 't 

SECOND CLOWN. Mass, I cannot tell. 

[Enter hamlet and horatio, afar off] 

FIRST CLOWN. Cudgcl thy brains no more about it, for your dull ass 
will not mend his pace with beating, and when you are asked this 
question next, say *a grave-maker:' the houses that he makes last 
till doomsday. Go, get thee to Yaughan;^ fetch me a stoup*® of 
liquor. 

[Exit SECOND CLOWN. — FIRST CLOWN digs and sings,] 

In youth, when I did love, did love, 

Metliought it was very sweet, 

To contract,^ O, the time, for-a my behove,** 

/. inquest j. apparently a tavern-keeper’s name. 

|. sanction. A. mug. 

h, fellow Christian. L shorten, 

i call it a day. m. profit 
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O, methought, there-a was nothing-a meet,*» 

hamlet. Has this fellow no feeling of his business that he sings at 
grave-making? 

HORATIO. Custom hath made it in him a property of easiness.* 

hamlet. Tis e*en so: the hand of little employments^ hath the 
daintier^f sense. 

FIRST CLOWN. [Sirigs] But age, with his stealing steps. 

Hath claw’d me in his clutch, 

And hath shipped me intil*" the land. 

As if I had never been such. 

[Throws up a skull] 

HAMLET. That skull had a tongue in it, and could sing onoe: how 
the knave jowls* it to the ground, as if it were Cain’s jaw-bone, 
tliat did the first murder!* It might be the pate of a politician ,• 
which this ass now o’er-reaches;*' one that would circumvent God, 
might it not? 

HORATIO. It might, my lord. 

HAMLET. Or of a courtier, which could say, ‘Good morrow, sweet 
lord! How dost thou, sweet lord?’ This might be my lord such-a- 
one, that praised my lord such-a-one’s horse, when he meant to 
beg it; might it not? 

HORATIO. Aye, my lord, 

HAMLET. Why, e’en so: and now my Lady W^orm s; chapless,** and 
knocked about the mazzard* with a sexton’s spade: here’s fine 
revolution, an we had the trickv to see 't Did these bones cost no 
more the breeding, but to play at loggats* with ’em? mine ache 
to think on 't. 

FIRST CLOWN. [Sings] A pick-axe, and a spade, a spade, 

For a shrouding sheet: 

O, a pit of clay for to be made 
For such a guest is meet. 

[Throws up another skull] , , „ . , , 

HAMLET. There’s another: why may not that be the skull of a lawyer? 
Where be his quiddities® now, his quillets,* his cases, his tenures,* 
and his tricks? why docs he suffer this rude knave now to knock 
him about the sconce® with a dirty shovel, and will not tell him 
of his action of battery?* Hum! This fellow might be m s tune 


*! has^made it a matter of indiffer- 
ence to him. 

p, which does little labor. 

q, finer sensitivity. 

r, into. 


t. possibly an allusion to the iegend 
according to which Cain slew Abel witb 
an ass’s jawbone. 

u. the word has a pejorative sense. 


V. outwits. . . 

w. her lower jawbone missing. 
X. pate. 

y. faculty. 

z. a game resembling bowls. 

a. subtle definitions. 

b. quibbles. 

c. real -estate holdings. 

d. head. 

e. assault 
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a great buyer of land, with his statutes, his recognizances,^ his 
fines, his double vouchers, his recoveries:^ is this the fine^ of his 
fines and the recovery of his recoveries, to have his fine pate full 
of fine dirt? will his vouchers vouch him no more of his purchases, 
and double ones too, than the length and breadth of a pair of 
indentures?* The very conveyances^ of his lands will hardly lie in 
this box; and must the inheritor himself have no more, ha? 

HORATIO. Not a jot more, my lord. 

HAMLET. Is not parchment made of sheepskins? 

HORATIO. Aye, my lord, and of calf-skins too. 

HAMLET. Tliey are sheep and calves which seek out assurance^ in 
that. I will speak to this fellow. Whose grave's this, sirrah? 

FIRST CLOWN. Minc, sir. 

[Sings] O, a pit of clay for to be made 
For such a guest is meet. 

HAMLET. I think it be thine indeed, for thou liest in 't. 

FIRST CLOWN. You lic out on 't, sir, and therefore 'tis not yours: for 
my part, I do not lie in 't, and yet it is mine. 

HAMLET. Thou dost lie in 't, to be in 't and say it is thine: 'tis for 
the dead, not for the quick;^ therefore thou liest. 

FIRST CLOWN. Tis 3 quick lic, sir; 'twill away again, from me to you. 

HAMLET. What man dost thou dig it for? 

FIRST CLOWN. For no man, sir. 

HAMLET. What woman then? 

FIRST CLOWN. For nonc neither. 

HAMLET. Who is to be buried in 't? 

FIRST CLOWN. Onc that was a woman, sir; but, rest her soul, she 's 
dead. 

HAMLET. How absolutc”* the knave isl we must speak by the card,** 
or equivocation will undo us. By the Lord, Horatio, these three 
years I have taken note of it; the age is grown so picked® that the 
toe of the peasant comes so near the heel of the courtier, he galls 
his kibe,*' How long hast thou been a grave-maker? 

FIRST CLOWN. Of all the days i' the year, I came to 't that day that 
our last King Hamlet o'ercame Fortinbras. 

HAMLET. How long is that since? 

FIRST CLOWN. Caiinot you tell that? every fool can tell that: it was 


/. statutes . . . recognizances: varie- 
ties of bonds. 

f. kis fines, his double vouchers, his 
recoveries: legal terms relating to the 
transference of estates. 

h, end. Hamlet is punning on the 
legal and nonlegal meanings of the 
word. Similarly the other terms are 
played with in the following lines. 

i. contracts drawn in duplicate on the 
same piece of parchment, the two copies 


separated by an “indented” line. 

j. deeds. 

k. security; another pun, since the 
word is also a legal term. 

/. living, 
m. positive. 

ff. by the chart, i.e., with exactness. 
0. choice, fastidious. 
p, hurts the chilblain on the cour- 
tier’s heel. 
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that very day that young Hamlet was bom; he that is mad, and 
sent into England. 

HAMLET. Aye, marry, why was he sent into England? 

FIRST CLOWN. Why, because a' was mad; a’ shall recover his wits 
there: or, if a’ do not, 'tis no great matter there. 

HAMLET. Why? 

FIRST CLOWN. ’Twill not be seen in him there; there the men are 
as mad as he. 

HAMLET. How came he mad? 

FIRST CLOWN. Very strangely, they say. 

HAMLET. How ‘strangely'? 

FIRST CLOWN. Faith, e'en with losing his wits. 

HAMLET. Upon what ground? 

FIRST CLOWN. Why, here in Denmark: I have been sexton here, 
man and boy, thirty years. 

HAMLET. How long will a man lie i' the earth ere he rot? 

FIRST CLOWN. I* faith, if a' be not rotten before a' die — as we have 
many pocky<? corses now-a-days, that will scarce hold the laying 
in*" — a' will last you some eight year or nine year: a tanner will 
last you nine year. 

HAMLET. Why he more than another? 

FIRST CLOWN. Whv, sir, his hide is so tanned with his trade that a' 
will keep out water a great while; and your water is a sore dc- 
cayer of your whoreson dead body. Here's a skull now: this skull 
has Iain in the earth three and twenty years. 

HAMLET. Wliose was it? 

FIRST CLOWN. A whorcson mad fellow's it Was: whose do you think 
it was? ’ ' 

HAMLET. Nay, I know not. 

FIRST CLOWN. A pcstilcncc on him for « mad rogue! a' poured a 
flagon of Rhcnish« on my head once. tThis same skull, sir, was 
Yorick's skull, the king's jester. 

HAMLET. This? 

FIRST CLOWN. E'en that. 

HAMLET. Let me see. [Takes the skull] Alas, poor Yorick! I knew 
him, Horatio: a fellow of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy: 
he hath borne me on his back a thousand times; and now how 
abhorred in my imagination it is! my gorge rises at it. Here hung 
those lips that I have kissed I know not how oft. Where be your 
gibes now? your gambols? your songs? your flashes of merriment, 
that were wont to set the table on a roar? Not one now, to mock 
your own grinning? quite chop-fallen?^ Now get you to my lady's 

g. with marks of disease (from s. Rhine wine. 

MpJx”). t. the lower jaw fallen down; hence, 

r. hold together till they are buried. dejected. 
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chamber, and tell her, let her paint an inch thick, to this favor" 
she must come; make her laugh at that. Prithee, Horatio, tell me 
one thing. 

HORATIO. What's that, my lord? 

HAMLET. Dost thou think Alexander looked o' this fashion i' the 
earth? 

HORATIO. E'en so. 

HAMLET. And smelt so? pah! [Puts down the skull] 

HORATIO. E'en so, my lord. 

HAMLET. To what base uses we may return, Horatio! Why may 
not imagination trace the noble dust of Alexander, till he find it 
stopping a bung-hole? 

HORATIO. 'Twere to consider too curiously, to consider so. 

HAMLET. No, faith, not a jot; but to follow him thither with mod- 
esty enough^ and likelihood to lead it: as thus: Alexander died, 
Alexander was buried, Alexander retumeth into dust; the dust 
is earth; of earth we make loam; and why of that loam, whereto 
he was converted, might they not stop a beer-barrel? 

Imperious Caesar, dead and turn'd to clay, i 

Might stop a hole to keep the wind away: 

O, that that earth, which kept the world in awe. 

Should patch a wall to expel the winter's flaw! 

But soft! but soft! aside: here comes the king. s 

[Enter priests CJ^c, in procession; the Corpse of Ophelia, 
LAERTES and mourners following; king, queen, their 
trains, &c,] 

The queen, the courtiers: who is this they follow? 

And with such maimed rites? This doth betoken 
The corse they follow did with desperate hand 
Fordo its own life: 'twas of some estate. 

Couch we awhile, and mark. u 

[Retiring with horatio.] 

LAERTES. What ceremony else? 

hamlet. That is Laertes, a very noble youth: mark. 

LAERTES. What ceremony else? 

FIRST PRIEST. Hcr obsequics have been as far enlarged 

As we have warranty: her death was doubtful; is 

And, but that great command o'ersways the order 
She should in ground unsanctified have lodged 
Till the last trumpet; for charitable prayers, 

u. appearance. doubtful: of uncertain cause (i.e., acci- 

V, without exaggeration. dent or suicide). 

7. maimbd rites: incomplete, muti- 16. great . . . order: the king’s 
la ted ritual. command prevails against ordinary 

9. Fordo: destroy, estate: rank. rules. 

15. warranty: warrant, permission. 18. for: instead of. 
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Shards, flints and pebbles should be thrown on her: 

Yet here she is allow'd her virgin Grants, ^ 

Her maiden strewments and the bringing home 
Of bell and burial. 

LAERTES. Must there no more be done? 

FIRST PRIEST. No morc be done; 

We should profane the service of the dead 

To sing a requiem and such rest to her ^,5 

As to peace-parted souls. 

LAERTES. Lay her i' the earth: 

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
May violets spring! I tell thee, churlish priest, 

A ministering angel shall my sister be, 

When thou liest howling. 

HAMLET. What, the fair Ophelia! 30 

QUEEN. [Scattermg flowers] Sweets to the sweet: farewell! 

I hoped thou shouldst have been my Hamlet's wife; 

I thought thy bride-bed to have deck'd, sweet maid, 

And not have strew'd thy grave. 

LAERTES. O, treble woe 

Fall ten times treble on that cursed head 35 

Wliose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense 
Deprived thee of! Hold off the earth a while, 

Till I have caught her once morc in mine arms. 

[Leaps into the grave.] 

Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead. 

Till of this flat a mountain you have m&de 40 

To o’ertop old Pclion or the skyish head 
Of blue Olympus. 

HAMLET. [Advancing] What is he whose grief 
Bears such an emphasis? whose phrase of sorrow 
Conjures the wandering stars and makes them stand 45 

Like wonder-wounded hearers? This is I, 

Hamlet the Dane. [Leaps into the grave.] 

LAERTES. The devil take thy soul! [Grappling with him.] 

HAMLET. Thou pray'st not well. 

I prithee, take thy fingers from my throat; 

For, though I am not splcnitive and rash, so 

Yet have I in me something dangerous. 

Which let thy wisdom fear. Hold off thy hand. 

KING. Pluck them asunder. 


20. crants: garland. 

21. strewments: strewing of flowers. 
home: the grave. 

41. Pclion: the mountain upon which 


the Aloadae, two rebellious giants in 
Greek mythology, piled Mount Ossa in 
their attempt to reach Olympus. 

50. splenitive: easily moved to anger. 



1132 • William Shakespeare . 

QUEEN. Hamlet, Hamlet! 

ALL. Gentlemen, — 

HORATIO. Good my lord, be quiet. 

[The ATTENDANTS part them, and they come out of the 
grave.] 

HAMLET. Why, I will fight with him upon this theme 5s 

Until my eyelids will no longer wag. 

QUEEN. O my son, what theme? 

HAMLET. I loved Ophelia.* forty thousand brothers 
Could not, with all their quantity of love. 

Make up my sum. What wilt thou do for her? 6o 

KING. O, he IS mad, Laertes. 

QUEEN. For love of God, forbear him. 

HAMLET. ’Swounds, show me what thou 'It do: 

Woo't weep? woo't fight? woo't fast? woo't tear thyself? 

Woo't drink up eisel? eat a crocodile? 65 

I’ll do’t. Dost thou come here to whine? 

To outface me with leaping in her grave? 

Be buried quick with her, and so will I: 

And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw 

Millions of acres on us, till our ground, 70 

Singeing his pate against the burning zone. 

Make Ossa like a wart! Nay, an thou 'It mouth, 
ril rant as well as thou. 

QUEEN. This is mere madness: 

And thus a while the fit will work 00 him; 

Anon, as patient as the female dove rs 

When that her golden couplets are disclosed, 

His silence will sit drooping. 

HAMLET. Hear you, sir; 

What is the reason that you use me thus? 

I loved you ever: but it is no matter; 

Let Hercules himself do what he may, 80 

Tlie cat will mew, and dog will have his day. [Exit.] 

KING. I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon him. 

[Exit HORATIO.] 

[To Laertes] Strengthen your patience in our last night's speech; 
Wc'll put the matter to the present push. 

Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son. 8 s 

This grave shall have a living monument: 

An hour of quiet shortly shall we see; 

Till then, in patience our proceeding be. 


64. Woo^t: wilt. 

65. eisel: vinegar (the bitter drink 
given to Christ). 


76, couplets: 
hatched. 

84. Went put . 
push the matter on immediately. 


[Exeunt] 

twins. disclosed: 
push: We will 
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SCENE 2 — hall in the castle. 


\Knter hamlet and horatio.] 
hamlet. So much for this, sir: now shall you see the other; 

You do remember all the circumstance? 

HORATIO. Remember it, my lord? 

HAMLET. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting, 

That would not let me sleep: methought 1 lay i 

Worse than the mutines in the bilboes. Rashly, 

And praised be rashness for it, let us know. 

Our indiscretion sometime serves us well 

When our deep plots do pall; and that should learn us 

There’s a divinity that shapes our ends, 

Rough-hew them how we will. 

HORATIO. That is most certain. 

hamlet. Up from my cabin, 

My sea-gown scarf’d about me, in the dark 
Groped I to find out them; had my desire, 

Finger’d their packet, and in fine withdrew is 

To mine own room again; making so bold, 

My fears forgetting manners, to unseal 

Their grand commission; where I found, Horatio,-— 

O royal knavery! — an exact command, 

Larded with many several sorts of reasons, » 

Importing Denmark’s health and England’s too, 

With, ho! such bugs and goblins in my life. 

That, on the supervise, no leisure bated, ^ 

No, not to stay the grinding of the axe, • 

My head should be struck off. 

HORATIO. ^s’t possible? 15 

HAMLET. Here’s the commission: read it at more leisure. 

But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed? 


HORATIO. I beseech you. 

HAMLET. Being thus be-netted round with villainies. 
Ere I could make a prologue to my brains, 

They had begun the play,— 1 sat me down; 
Devised a new commission; wrote it fair: 

I once did hold it, as our statists do, 

A baseness to write fair, and labor'd much 


How to forget that learning; but, sir, now 35 

It did me yeoman’s service: wilt thou know 

6, m„lines in the bilboes: mutineers m 

time subtracted for leisure. 


6. nmtines in the bilboes: mutineers 
in iron fetters. 

9. pall: become useless. 

21. Importing: concerning. 

22. bugs: bugbears. 


33. statists: statesmen. 

36. yeoman* s service: excellent serv- 
ice. 
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The effect of what I wrote? 


HORATIO. Aye, good my lord. 

HAMLET. An earnest conjuration from the king, 

As England was his faithful tributary. 

As love between them like the palm might flourish, 40 

As peace should still her wheaten garland wear 
And stand a comma *twecn their amities, 

And many such-like *As*es of great charge, 

That, on the view and knowing of these contents, 

Without debatement further, more or less, 45 

He should the bearers put to sudden death. 

Not shriving-time allow'd. 

HORATIO. How was this seal'd? 

HAMLET. Wliy, even in that was heaven ordinant 
I had my father's signet in my purse. 

Which was the model of that Danish seal: 

Folded the writ up in the form of the other, 

Subscribed it; gave 't the impression; placed it safely. 

The changeling never known. Now, the next day 
Was our sea-fight; and what to this was sequent 
Thou know'st already. ss 

HORATIO. So Guildenstern and Rosencrantz go to 't. 

HAMLET. Wliy, man, they did make love to this employment; 

They are not near my conscience; their defeat 
Does by their own insinuation grow: 

Tis dangerous when the baser nature comes 6» 

Between the pass and fell-incensM points 
Of mighty opposites. 

HORATIO. Why, what a king is this! 

HAMLET. Does it iiot, think'st thee, stand me now upon — 

He that hath kill'd my king, and whored my mother; 

Popp'd in between the election and my hopes; &$ 

Thrown out his angle for my proper life. 

And with such cozenage — is't not perfect conscience. 

To quit him with this arm? and is't not to be damn’d. 

To let this canker of our nature come 


In further evil? 

HORATIO. It must be shortly known to him from England 


42. comma: connecting element. 

4S. *A5*es: a pun on “as” and 
“ass,” which extends to the following 
of great charge, signifying both “moral 
weight,” and “ass’s burden.” 

47. shriving-time: time for confession 
and absolution. 

48. ordinant: ordaining. 

52. impression: of the seal. 

58. defeat: destruction. 

59. insinuation: meddling. 


60. baser: lower in rank than the 
King and Prince Hamlet. 

61. pass: thrust, fell: fiercely. 

63. Does it not . . . stand me now 
upon: is it not nay duty now? 

66. angle: angling line, my proper: 
my own. 

67. cozenage: deceit. 

68. quit: requite. 

69. canker: corroding ulcer. 
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What is the issue of the business there. 

HAMLET. It will be short: the interim is mine; 

And a man's life's no more than to say ‘One.' 

But I am very sorry, good Horatio, 

That to Laertes I forgot myself; 

For, by the image of my cause, I see 
Tlie portraiture of his: I'll court his favors: 

But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a towering passion. 

HORATIO. Peace! who comes here? 8o 

[Enter osric.] 

osRic. Your lordship is right welcome back to Denmark. 

HAMLET. I humbly thank you, sir. Dost know tliis waterfly? 
HORATIO. No, my good lord. 

HAMLET. Thy state is the more gracious, for 'tis a vice to know him. 
He hath much land, and fertile: let a beast be lord of beasts, 
and his crib shall stand at the king's mess:® 'tis a chough,^ but, 
as I say, spacious in the possession of dirt. 

OSRIC. Sweet lord, if your lordship were at leisure, I should impart 
a thing to you from his majesty. 

HAMLET. I will receive it, sir, with all diligence of spirit. Put your 
bonnet to his right use; 'tis for tlic head. 

OSRIC. I thank your lordship, it is very hot. 

HAMLET. No, believe me, 'tis very cold; the wind is northerly. 

OSRIC. It is indifferent® cold, my lord, indeed. 

HAMLET. But yet methinks it is very sultry and hot, or my com- 


plexion — ^ 

OSRIC. Exceedingly, my lord; it is very sultfy, as 'twere, — I cannot 
tell how. But, my lord, his ma]csty bade me signify to you tliat 
he has laid a great wager on your head: sir, this is the matter — 
HAMLET. I beseech you, remember — 

[hamlet moves him to put on his hat.] 

OSRIC. Nay, good my lord; for mine ease, in good faith. Sir, here is 
newly come to court Laertes; believe me, an absolute gentleman, 
full of most excellent differences, of very soft society and great 
showing:* indeed, to speak feelingly of him, he is the card or 
calendar of gentry,' for you shall find in him the continent of^ 


what part* a gentleman would see. 

HAMLET. Sir, his definement* suffers no perdition' in you; though, 
I know, to divide him inventorially* would dizzy the arithmetic* 

79 bravery: ostentation, bravado. /. chart and model of gentlemanly 

a. table, manners. 

b. iackdaw. coiitainer. 


79. bravery: ostentation, bravado. 

a. table. 

b. jackdaw. 

c. fairly. 

d. distinctions. 

«. agreeable company, and handsome 
in appearance. 


h. whatever quality. 

i. definition, 
loss. 

k. make an inventory of his virtues. 

l. arithmetical power. 
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of memory, and yet but yaw neither,*" in respect of his quick sail. 
But in the verity of extolment,*^ I take him to be a soul of great 
article,® and his infusion** of such dearth and rareness, as, to 
make true diction of him, his semblable is his mirror, and who 
else would trace®^ him, his umbrage,** nothing more. 

osRic. Your lordship speaks most infallibly of him. 

HAMLET. The concernancy,® sir? why do we wrap the gentleman^ 
in our more rawer breath? 

OSRIC. Sir? 

HORATIO. Is *t not possible to understand in another tongue?" You 
will do 't, sir, really. 

HAMLET. What imports the nomination of this gentleman? 

OSRIC. Of Laertes? 

HORATIO. His purse is empty already; all's golden words are spent. 

HAMLET. Of him, sir. 

OSRIC. I know you are not ignorant — 

HAMLET. I would you did, sir; yet, in faith, if you did, it would not 
much approve me." Well, sir? 

OSRIC. You arc not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is — 

HAMLET. I dare not confess that, lest I should compare with him in 
excellence; but, to know a man well, were to know himself.*® 

OSRIC. I mean, sir, for his weapon; but in the imputation laid on him 
by them, in his meed he's unfellowcd.® 

HAMLET. What's his weapon? 

OSRIC. Rapier and dagger. 

HAMLET. That's two of his weapons: but, well. 

OSRIC. The king, sir, hath wagered with him six Barbary horses: 
against the which he has imponed,*' as I take it, six French rapiers 
and poniards, with their assigns,® as girdle, hanger, and so: three 
of the carriages,® in faith, are very dear to fancy,® very responsive® 
to the hilts, most delicate carriages, and of very liberal con- 
ceit.^ 

HAMLET. What call you the carriages? 

HORATIO. I knew you must be edified by the margent® ere you had 
done. 


i». and yet would only be able to 
steer unsteadily (unable to catch up 
with the of Laertes’ virtues). 

It. to praise Laertes truthfully. 

o. importance. 

p, the virtues infused into him. 

g. keep pace with. 

f. shadow. 

s, purport 

t, Laertes. 

fi. in a less affected jargon; or, in 
the same jargon when spoken by an* 
other (i.e., Hamlet’s) tongue. 


V. be to my credit. 

w. to know others one has to know 
oneself. 

X. in the reputation given him by his 
weapons, his merit is unparalleled. 

y, wagered. 

z. appendages. 

c. ornamented straps by which the 
rapiers hung from the belt. 

b. agreeable to the taste. 

c. corresponding, closely matched, 

d. elegant design. 

c. instructed by the marginal note. 
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osRic. The carnages, sir, are the hangers. 

HAMLET. The phrase would be more germane to the matter if wc 
could carry a cannon by our sides I would it might be hangers 
till then. But, on: six Barbary horses against six French swords, 
their assigns, and three liberahconceited carriages; that's the 
French bet against the Danish. Why is this 'imponed,' as you 
call it? 

OSRIC. The king, sir, hath laid, sir, that in a dozen passes between 
yourself and him, he shall not exceed you three hits: he hath laid 
on twelve for nine; and it would come to immediate trial, if your 
lordship would vouchsafe the answer.^' 

HAMLET. How if I answcr 'no'? 

OSRIC. I mean, my lord, the opposition of your person in trial. 

HAMLET. Sir, I will walk here in the hall: if it please his majesty, it 
is the breathing time^ of day with me; let the foils be brought, 
the gentleman willing, and the king hold his purpose, I will win 
for him an I can; if not, I will gain nothing but my shame and 
the odd hits. 

OSRIC. Shall I redeliver you e'en so?* 

HAMLET. To this effect, sir, after what flourish your nature will. 

OSRIC, I commend my duty to your lordship. 

HAMLET. Yours, yours. [Exit osric.] He docs well to commend it 
himself; there are no tongues else for's turn. 

HORATIO. This lapwing^ runs away with the shell on his head. 

HAMLET. He did comply^ with his dug before he sucked it. Thus 
he— and many more of the same breed that I know the 
drossy* age dotes on — only got the tune of the time and outward 
habit of encounter; a kind of yesty« Collection, which carries 
them through and through the most fond and winnowed opin- 
ions;»» and do but blow them to their trial, the bubbles are out. 

[Enter a lord.] 

lord. My lord, his majesty commended him® to you by young Osric, 
who brings back to him, that you attend him in the hall: he 
sends to know if your pleasure hold to play with Laertes, or that 


you will take longer time. ,.1 i • » 

HAMLET. I am constant to my purposes; they follow the kings 
pleasure: if his fitness speaks, mine is ready; now or whensoever, 
provided I be so able as now. 


/. Hamlet is playfully criticizing 
Osric’s affected application of the term 
“carriage," more properly used to mean 
“gun carriage.” 

g. “The passage is of no importance; 
it IS sufficient that there was a wager, 
[Samuel Johnson.] 

h. time for exercise. 

L Is that the reply you want me to 


j. a bird supposedly able to run as 
soon as it is out of its shell. 

k. use ceremony. 

l. degenerate. 

m. foamy. , , 

n. makes them pass the test of the 
most refined judgment. 

0 . sent his regards. 
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LORD. The king and queen and all are coming down, 

HAMLET. In happy time. 

LORD. The queen desires you to use some gentle entertainment** 
to Laertes before you fall to play. 

HAMLET. She well instructs me. [Exit lord.] 

HORATIO. You will lose this wager, my lord. 

HAMLET. I do not think so; since he went into France, I have been 
in continual practice; I shall win at the odds. But thou wouldst 
not think how ill all's here about my heart: but it is no matter. 
HORATIO. Nay, good my lord, — 

HAMLET. It is but foolcry; but it is such a kind of gaingiving^ as 
would perhaps trouble a woman. 

HORATIO. If your mind dislike anything, obey it. I will forestall their 
repair^ hither, and say you are not fit. 

HAMLET. Not a whit; we defy augury: there is special providence 
in the fall of a sparrow. If it be now, 'tis not to come; if it be not 
to come, it will be now; if it be not now, yet it will come: the 
readiness is all; since no man has aught of what he leaves, what 
is't to leave betimes?* Let be. 

[Enter king, queen, laertes, and lords, osric and other 
ATTENDANTS wUh foils and gauntlets; a table and flagons of 
wine on it.] 

KING. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 

[The KING puts LAERTES' hand into hamlet's.] 

HAMLET. Give me your pardon, sir: I've done you wrong; 8i 

But pardon't, as you are a gentleman. 

This presence knows, 

And you must needs have heard, how I am punish'd 
With sore distraction. What I have done, 85 

That might your nature, honor and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madness. 

Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes? Never Hamlet: 

If Hamlet from himself be ta'en away. 

And when he's not himself does wrong Laertes, 90 

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it. 

Who docs it then? His madness: ift be so, 

Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd; 

His madness is poor Hamlet's enemy. 

Sir, in this audience, 95 

Let my disclaiming from a purposed evil 
Free me so far in your most generous thoughts, 

p. kind word of greeting. (leaving “betimes”) since man knows 

g. misgiving. nothing of life (“what he leaves”)? 

f. coming. 83. presence: audience. 

«. what is wrong with dying early 86. exception: objection. 
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That I have shot mine arrow o'er the house. 

And hurt my brother. 

LAERTES. I am satisfied in nature. 

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most loo 

To my revenge: but in my terms of honor 
I stand aloof, and will no reconcilement, 

Till by some elder masters of known honor 
I have a voice and precedent of peace, 

To keep my name ungored. But till that time 105 

I do receive your offer'd love like love 
And will not wrong it. 

HAMLET. I embrace it freely. 

And will this brother's wager frankly play. 

Give us the foils. Come on. 

LAERTES. Come, one for me. 

HAMLET, ril be your foil, Laertes: in mine ignorance no 

Your skill shall, like a star i' the darkest night, 

Stick fiery off indeed. 

LAERTES. You mock me, sir. 

HAMLET. No, by this hand. 

KING. Give them the foils, young Osric. Cousin Hamlet, 

You know the wager? 

HAMLET. Very well, my lord; 115 

Your grace has laid the odds o' the weaker side. 

KING. I do not fear it; I have seen you both: 

But since he is better'd, we have therefoc odds. 

LAERTES. This is too heavy; let me sec another. 

HAMLET. This likes me well. These foils have all a length? 120 
[They prepare to play.] 

OSRIC. Aye, my good lord. 

KING. Set me the stoups of wine upon that table. 

If Hamlet give the first or second hit. 

Or quit in answer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their ordnance fire; 125 

The king shall drink to Hamlet's better breath; 

And in the cup an union shall he throw, 

Richer than that which four successive kings 


99 - 101 . in nature . . . honor: Laer- 
tes answers separately each of the two 
points brought up by Hamlet in 1. 86; 
“nature” is Laertes’ natural feeling to- 
ward his father, and “honor” the code 
of honor with its conventional rules. 

104. voice and precedent: competent 
opinion based on precedent. 

105. ungored: unwounded. 


110. foil: a pun, since the word 
means both “rapier” and “a thing 
which sets off another to advantage 
(as gold leaf under a jewel). 

112. Stick fiery off: stand out bril- 
liantly. 

122. stoups: cups. 

124. quit: requite, repay (by scoring 
a hit), exchange: bout. 

127. union: a large pearl. 
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In Denmark’s crown have worn. Give me the cups; 

And let the kettle to the trumpet speak, 130 

The trumpet to the cannoneer without, 

The cannons to the heavens, the heaven to earth, 

‘Now the king drinks to Hamlet.’ Come, begin; 

And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 

HAMLET. Come on, sir. 

LAERTES. Come, my lord. [They play.] 

HAMLET. One. 

LAERTES. No. 

HAMLET. Judgment. 

osRic. A hit, a very palpable hit. 

LAERTES. Well; again. 136 

KING. Stay; give me drink. Hamlet, this pearl is thine; 

Here’s to thy health. 

[Trumpets sound, and cannon shot off within,] 

Give him the cup. 

HAMLET, ril play this bout first; set it by awhile. 

Come. [They play] Another hit; what say you? 140 

LAERTES. A touch, a touch, I do confess. 

KING. Our son shall win. 

QUEEN. He’s fat and scant of breath. 

Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows: 

The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet. 

HAMLET. Good madam! 

KING. Gertrude, do not drink. 145 

QUEEN. I will, my lord; I pray you, pardon me. 

KING. [Aside] It is the poison’d cup; it is too late. 

QUEEN. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

LAERTES. My lord. I’ll hit him now. 

KING. I do not think’t. 

LAERTES. [Aside] And yet it is almost against my conscience. 150 
HAMLET. Come, for the third, Laertes: you but dally; 

I pray you, pass with your best violence; 

I am afeard you make a wanton of me. 

LAERTES. Say you so? come on. [They play] 

OSRIC. Nothing, neither way. iss 

LAERTES. Have at you now! 

[laertes wounds hamlet; then, in scuffling, they change 
rapiers, and hamlet wounds laertes.] 

KING. Part them; they are incensed. 

hamlet. Nay, come, again. [The queen falls] 


130. kettle: kettledrum. 

142. jat: sweaty; or, soft, 
out of training, scant: short 


because 


143. napkin: handkerchief. 

153. wanton: weakling, spoiled child. 
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osRic. Look to the queen there, hoi 

HORATIO. They bleed on both sides. How is it, my lord? 

OSRIC. How is't, Laertes? 

LAERTES. Why, as a woodcock to mine own springe, Osric; iso 
I am justly kill'd with mine own treachery. 

HAMLET. How docs the queen? 

KING. She swounds to see them bleed. 

QUEEN. No, no, the drink, the drink, — O my dear Hamlet, — 

The drink, the drink! I am poison'd. [Dies.] 

HAMLET. O villainy! Ho! let the door be lock'd: ,65 

Treachery! seek it out. [laertes falls,] 

LAERTES. It is here, Hamlet: Hamlet, thou art slain; 

No medicine in the world can do thee good, 

In thee there is not half an hour of life; 

The treacherous instrument is in thy hand, 170 

Unbated and envenom'd: the foul practice 
Hath turn'd itself on me; lo, here I lie, 

Never to rise again: thy mother's poison'd: 

I can no more: the king, the king's to blame. 

HAMLET. The point envenom'd too! t7s 

Then, venom, to thy work. [Stabs the king.] 

ALL. Treason! treason! 

KING. O, yet defend me, friends; I am but hurt. 

HAMLET. Here, thou incestuous, murderous, damned Dane, 

Drink off this potion: is thy union here? 180 

Follow my mother. : [king dies,] 

LAERTES. He is fustly served;! 

It is a poison temper'd by himself. < 

Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Ha^mlet: 

Mine and my father's death come not upon thee, 

Nor thine on me! 185 

[Dies.] 

HAMLET. Heaven make thee free of it! 1 follow thee. 

I am dead, Horatio. Wretched queen, adieu! 

You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 

That are but mutes or audience to this act. 

Had I but time — as this fell sergeant, death, 

Is strict in his arrest — O, I could tell you-— 

But let it be. Horatio, I am dead; 

Thou livest; report me and my cause aright 
To the unsatisfied. 

HORATIO. Never believe it: 

I am more an antique Roman than a Dane: 19s 

160. springe: snare. 1. 132. practice: plot. 

171. Unbated: See Act IV, Scene 7, 182. tempered: compounded. 
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Here's yet some liquor left. 

HAMLET. As thou'rt a man, 

Give me the cup: let go; by heaven. I'll have 't. 

0 good Horatio, what a wounded name, 

Things standing thus unknown, shall live behind me! 

If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart, «oo 

Absent thee from felicity a while, 

And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain. 

To tell my story. [March afar off, and shot within.] 

What warlike noise is this? 

osRic. Young Fortinbras, with conquest come from Poland, 

To the ambassadors of England gives 205 

This warlike volley. 

HAMLET. O, I die, Horatio; 

The potent poison quite o'er-crows my spirit: 

1 cannot live to hear the news from England; 

But I do prophesy the election lights 

On Fortinbras: he has my dying voice; 210 

So tell him, with the occurrents, more and less, 

Which have solicited. The rest is silence. [Dies.] 

HORATIO. Now cracks a noble heart. Good night sweet prince, 

And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest; [March within.] 
Why does the drum come hither? 215 

[Enter fortinbras, and the English ambassadors, with 
drum, colorSf and attendants.] 

FORTINBRAS. Where is this sight? 

HORATIO. What is it you would see? 

If aught of woe or wonder, cease your search. 

FORTINBRAS. This quarry cries on havoc. O proud death. 

What feast is toward in thine eternal cell. 

That thou so many princes at a shot aa© 

So bloodily hast struck? 

FIRST AMBASSADOR. The sight is dismal; 

And our affairs from England come too late: 

Tlie ears arc senseless that should give us hearing. 

To tell him his commandment is fulfill'd, 

That Rosencrantz and Guildenstern arc dead: »s 

Where should we have our thanks? 

HORATIO. Not from his mouth 

Had it the ability of life to thank you: 

He never gave commandment for their death. 

207. e^ercrows: overcomes. 218. This . . . havoc: Tliis heap of 

2\\. occurrents: occurrences. corpses proclaims a carnage. 

212. Which have solicited: which 219. toward: imminent 
have brought about all this. 
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But since, so jump upon this bloody question, 

You from the Polack wars, and you from England jgj 

Are here arrived, give order that these bodies 
High on a stage be placed to the view; 

And let me speak to the yet unknowing world 
How these things came about: so shall you hear 
Of carnal, bloody and unnatural acts, ,35 

Of accidental judgments, casual slaughters. 

Of deaths put on by cunning and forced cause, 

And, in this upshot, purposes mistook 
Fall’n on the inventors’ heads: all this can I 
Truly deliver. 

FORTiNBRAS. Lct US hastc to hear it, ^ 

And call the noblest to the audience. 

For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune: 

I have some rights of memory in this kingdom, 

Which now to claim my vantage doth invite me. 

HORATIO. Of that I shall have also cause to speak, tts 

And from his mouth whose voice will draw on more: 

But let this same be presently perform’d. 

Even while men’s minds are wild; lest more mischance 
On plots and enors happen. 

FORTINBRAS. Let four captains 

Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage; tso 

For he was likely, had he been put on. 

To have proved most royally: and, for hii passage, 

Tlie soldiers’ music and the rites of war 
Speak loudly for him. < 

Take up the bodies: such a sight as this' »ss 

Becomes the field, but here shows much amiss. 

Co, bid the soldiers shoot. 

[A dead march. Exeunt, bearing off the bodies: after which 
a peal of ordnance is shot off.] 


229. so jump upon: so immediately 
upon. 

236 casual: chance. 

237. put on: prompted. 

243. oj memory: still remembered. 


244. vantage: advantageous position, 
opportunity. 

246. more: more voices. 

249. On: following on. 

251. put on: tried (as king). 

252. passage: death. 
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